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1*0 the ftight fionoutable the 

G a U N T ESS 

OF 

^ L B B M ^ R L £. 



madam; 

AMONG tbc mimjf novelties with which yoffr Ladyw* 
ikip> a ftranger in our nationi^is daily entenainaL 
you have not yet been made acquainted with the poedcat 
^gliih liberty^ the right of dolication : which entitle* 
tis to a privilege of celebrating whatever for its native 
ezcelKnee is xht jufl ob^e6t of praife ; and is an ancient 
charter, by which the mufes have always a free acceis t<i 
the habitation of the graces. 

Hence it is, that this comedy waits on your ladyfhip,- 
and prcfumes tawdcome you amongft us j though in- 
deed. Madam, we are furprifed to fee jrou Mng witK 
you, what we thought was of our growth only, an 
agreeable beauty: nay, we muft affure you, that we 
cannot give up \o dear an article of our glory, but aflert' 
it by our right in you : for if it is a maxim founded on 
the nobleft human law, that of hofpitality, that every 
foil is a brave man's country, England has a very julV 
pretence of claiming as a native, a daughter or Mr»- 
Scfarenfmore* 
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But your Ladyflup Is not only endeared to us by the 
great fervices of yoiK father, but alfo by the kind offices 
of your hufband, whofe frank carriage falls in with our 
genius, which is free, open, and unreferved. In this 
the gcnerofuy of your tempers makes you both excel 
in fo peculiar a' manner, that your good a^^ions are their 
own reward ; no^; can they be returned with ingratitude, 
for none can forget the benefits you confer fo foon as you 
do.yourfelves. 

But ye have a more, indifputable tUle to a dramatic 
performance, than all thefe advantages ; for you are 
yourfelves, in a degenerate low age, the nobleft charac- 
ters which that fine paifion that fupports the flage has 
infpired ; and as* you have pra6Hfea as generous a fide- 
lity as the fancies of poets have ever drawn ia their ex- 
pc^ng lovers, fo may you enjoy as high a profperity as 
^ver they have beftowed on their rewarded : mis yau 
may poflefs in an happy fecurity, for your fortunes caa- 
not move fo much envy, as your pcrfon's love. I am^ 

Madtmi 

Your Ladjrihip's moft devoted , 

Humble ferrant, 



RICHARD STEELE. 
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PRE F A C Ei 



THE rehearfal of this comedy was honbursdwith tber 
prefcnce of the duke of Devonfliire, who is as dif-* 
tinguilhed by his fine underilanding as high quaKty ; the 
innocence or it moved him to the hunlanlty of expref-* 
fing himfelf in its favour, 'lis his manner to be pieafed 
where he is not-offended ; a condefcenfion which delicate 
fpiri^s are obliged to for their own ^eafe, for they woul<lr 
kave but a very ill time ef it, if they fuffered thcmfelve» 
to be diverted with nothing but wnat could bear their 
judgmei^ 

That elegant and illuftrious perfon, will^I hope, 
]^ardon my gratitude to the town, which obliges me to 
report fo fubftantial a reafon for their approbation of thi^ 
play, as that hepernutted it : but I kno^ not in what 
words to thank my fellow-foldiers for their warmth and 
seal in, my behalf, nor to what to attribute their unde- 
ferved favour, except it be, that 'tis habitual to them to 
rOn to thefucGour of thofe they fee in danger; - 

The fubjed of the drama^ 'tis hoped, will -be^acccpt* 
^le tO' aH lovers of mankind, fince ridicule ispanly 
levelled at a fet of people who live in iiiipattent hopes to 
fee us out of the world, a flock of^vens that attend 
this numerous city for their carcafrs ; but indeed, 'tis 
not in the power of any pen to fpeak them better than - 
they do themfelves : as for example, on a door, I julV 
now paft by^ a gr^at- amifl thu» informs us: of his cures* 
upon the dead. 

** W. W. Known an J approved for his art of em* 
balmingi havbg preferved the corps of a gentlewoman 
A3. {vfttf 
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fwcct and entire thirteen years, without embowelling, 
and has reduced the bodies of feveral perfons of quality 
to fweetnefs in Flanders and Ireland, after nine motiths 
putrefadion in the ground, and they were known by 
their friends in England* No naan performeth the 
like." 

He muft needs be ftrangely in love with this life, who 
is not touched with this kind invitation to be pickled ^ 
and the noble operator muft be allowed a very ufeful 
perfon for bringing old friends together ; nor would it be 
unworthy his labour to give us an account at large of 
thb fweet converiation that arofi; upoa meetiog fu(£ an 
entire friend as he ipentions. 

But to be ferious ; is there any tlung, but its being 
downright fad, couki make a ratioc^ creature bdieve 
'twere pdlible to arrive at this fantalHc poflhumous 
folly ? Not at the fame time but that it were bufibotoery 
rather than fatire, to explode aH funeral honours ; but 
then it is certainly neceffary to roaice them fuch, that the 
mourners (hould he in earneft, and the lamented worthy' 
of our forrow : but this purpofe is fo far from being 
f(^cd, that it is uttprly deftroyed by the mawicr of 
proceeding anjong us, where the obfequies, which are 
due only to the bed and higbeft of human r»ce (fo ad- ' 
monifh their ihort furvivons, thatneith>cr wit nor valour^ 
nor wiiUom, nor glory, can fufpend our fate) frrepro^ 
ftituted, and beftowed upon fuch as have nothii^ in com- 
mon with men, but their mortality. 

But the dead man is not to pafs off fo feaftly, for his 
laft thoughts are alfo to fuier difledion, and itfeems 
there is no art to be learned to fpeak our own fenfe in 
other men's words, and a man in a gown, that never faw 
his face, ihall tell you immediately the dcfign of the de- 
ceafed, better than all his old acquaintance; which is fo 
perfed an Hocus Focus, diat without you can repeat fuch 
and fuch words, you cannot convey what is in your hands 
icto another^'s,; but far be it from any man's thought to 
fay there are not men of flrid: integrity of the long robe, 
though it IB not every body's good fortune to meet with 
them. 

How- 
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However the daily legal vUlainies we fee GOmmittcJ^ 
will alfo be eflcemed thkigs proper to be profecuted by 
fatire, nor could our enfuing legidatives do their coun- 
try a more feafonable office, than to look into the dif- 
tre^s of an unhappy people, who groan perhaps in as 
much mifery unckr entangled, as they could do undev 
broken laws ; nor could there be a reward high enough 
affigned for a great genius, if fuch may be found, wha 
has capacity fufficient to glance through the falfe colours 
that are put upon us, and propofe to the En^lifh world,, 
a method of making juftice flow in an unm'terrupted 
flream ; there is fo clear a mind in being, whom we wilt 
name in words, that of all men breathing can be only faid. 
of him : *tis he that is excellent. 

Seu Ungnam caujts acuii^ feu ci*vica jura^ 
Rejpojtfare paraty feu condit amahiU carmen* 

Other enemies that may rife againfl this poor play arc 
indeed lefs terrible, but much more powerful than thefe„ 
and they are the ladies ; but if there is any thing that 
argues a fowered man, who lalbes all for lady Brumpton ;. 
we may hope, there will be feen alfo a devoted heart, that 
cfleems all for lady Chariot*—— 



rRcu 
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PROLOGUE. 



'K!Ature*s de/efUJy and dramatic art^ 

To dazzle no^iv the eye^ has left the heart ; 
Qi^ UgbtV^nddr^es^ kw^ extemdedfeenes^ 
Damons and Angels moving in ToaeJiiues ; 
AU that can now^ or fleafe^- or fright the fair ^ ^ ' 

Mf^ he firforn^d ^joithout a fuitr iters cmre^ ^ 

And is the JkiU of carpenter^ not player . J', 

Old Shakejheare^s dq^s could not thus far advatice ; 
But wbatst^is bt^in to our ladder donee ? 
In thf' mid r^ioH^^JUk youth to^and. 
With that unwieldy engine at command ! 
Gorged with -inUa^erate meals nMU btreyoujit^ 
Weu may you take a^ivity for wit: 
Fyey let^i^f^fumonfuch dudnefs'feizg^ 
Blufhyou^re fo pleas^d^ as ive thatfo ivepleafe* 
But w<?, fill kind toyour inverted fenfe^ 
Do moft unnatural thfMgs-once more di/fmfem 
For fnceyou^refill prepoJProus ^in delight^ '\ 

Our putlpor znad^.^ ^fuU houfe to invite^ > 

A funeral comedy to-night » J 

I^or does he fear that you voill take the hint^ 
And kt the funeral his ovjn he meant ; > 

Nocin Old £Mgland nothrng can he won 
IVithout afa^ion^ good or ill he done ; 
To ffvim this our frank ituthor does not fear ; 
But hopes for a prevailing party b^re : 

He knovos h'*has n^m^rous friends^ nay^ knows tb(y*lljirw it^ 
AndforthfcEow^foldierJavs the poet ». 



DRA- 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJE^ 



Eord Blrumpton^ 
"LotdHardy^toh to 

Lord Brumfto/tj 
Mr. Camtley^ 
'ULuTrufy^ fteward 
to Ld. Brumfton^ 
CmiineU 
Mr. Sablei an un* 

dertaker, 
Puzzkf alawyer, 
Trim, fervant to 

Ld. Har^f 
S^MVy the lawyer's 

clerk. 



MEN. 

Drury-Laacw 
Mr. Branfby. 

Mr. Cautherley, 
Mr.Dodd. 

Mr. PackcTg, 



Mr. Moody. 
Mr. Baddeley* 

Mr. King* 

Mr. Waldroa. 



CoTcnt-GardeOtft 
Mr. Clarke. . 

Mr. Wroughtoa^ 
Mr.Lewis* ' 

Mr. HulU 



Mr. Quick. 

Mr. DunfblU 

Mr.Wilfon. 
Mn JoneiiF 



W O M- E Ni.- 

Lady Srumptdn^ Mrs. Hopkins*. MIfs Barfanti^ 
Jjy.Charlot^^XkOX^ 

phan,leftmward 

to Ld. Brumpton^ Mifs Young,^ Mifs Macklin* 

Lady Harriot^ her ^ 

Mer, Mrs. Abingtom.. Mrs. Bulkley*;^ 

MadcmoifeUe 

-dVEpingle, Mrs. Crofs. Mifs Valols^r- 

Tattelaidj Mrs. Love. Mrs.-Pitt. - ^ 

Mrs. FardingaU^ Mrsi Bradfhaw,. Mrs. Green* 
Kate Matchlock^ Mr. Griffiths 

Vifitant Ladies, iSaW$ Servants, Recruits, &c» 

SCENE^ Covent'Gardenm^ 

TOE. 
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%• Tbe rates dijUnguified hy inverted emas, * thus,* Mre emitted tm tit 
reprtfentMiofu 



A C T I. 

Enter Cabinet, Sable, and Campley, 

Cabinet. 

IBurft into laughter. I can't bear to fee writ over an 
an undertaker's door, drefles for the dead, andnecef" 
Cries for funerals ! ha ! hai ha ! 

Sah. Well, gentlemen, 'tis very well, I know you arc of 
the laughers, the wits that take the liberty to deride all 
things that are magnificent and folemn. 

* Cam, Nay, but after all, I can't but admire Sable's 

* nice difcemingon the fuperfluous care^ of. mankind, 

• that could lead them to the thought of raifing an eftate 

• by providing horfes, equipage, and furniture, for thofe 

* that no longer need 'em. , . , 

* Cah, But is it not flrangely cohtradi6lory, that men 

• can come to fo open, fo apparent an hj'pocrify, as in 

• the face of all'the world, to hire profefled mourners to 

• grieve, lament, and follow in their flead, the nearefl re- 

• lations,iand fuborn others to do by art, what they them- 

* ielves fliould be prompted to by nature ? 

* Sab, That's feafonably enough faid, but they regard 

• themfelves only in all they a6t ; for the deceas'd, and 

* the poor dead are delivcr'd to my cuftody, to be em- 

* balm'd, llafh'd, cut, and dragg'd about, not to do them 

* honour, but to fatisfy the vanity or intercH of their fur^ 

* idvors.* 

* Cam^ 
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* Cam. This fellow's every way 4n undertaker ! how 

* well and luckily he talks ! his prating fo aptly, has^ 

* methinks, fomething more ridiculous in it, than if he 

* wereabfurd!' , ^ [Afide to Czbiuct. 
Cah. But, * as Mr. Campley fays,' how could you 

dream of making a fortune from fo chimerical a founda- 
tion, as the j^oviiion of things wholly lieedlef^ a^d infi^* 
nifcmt? " 

Sab» AJas, Sir, the value of all things under the fun is 
merely fantafBc : we fUn, we ftrire, and purchafe things' 
with our blood and money, quite foreign to our intrinne 
realhappinefs, and which have a being in imagination on- 
ly, as you may fee by the pother that Is made about pre- 
cedencCy titles, court-favour, maidenheads and china^ 
ware. . . , 

Cam. Ay^ Mr. Sabte, but all thofe are objects that pro- 
jnote our J9y^ are bright to the eye, or ftaitip. upon our 
minds, plesuure and felf-fatisfa(^ioa. 

Sab* You are extremely miftaken, Sir ; for. one would 
v^inder, to confider that after all our outcries again ft felf- 
interefted men, there are few, very {qw in the whole world . 
that live to themfelves, but facrifice their* bofom«blifs to 
enjoy a vain Aow and appearance of profperity in theeyqs^ . 
of others^r a^ there is often nothing more inwardly dif- ^ 
trefs'd,^han a young bride in her glittering, retinue, or 
deeply joyful, than a young wido\Y in her w^sand black * 
tmln ; of both which, the lady of this houfe may be an in- . 
ilance, for (he has been the onei and is» IH be twom, the 
other. ^ * I * 

Cah. Tou talk, Mr. Sable, moft learnedly. 

Sai. I Hav^the deepeft learning, Sir, experience: re- s 
member your widow- coufin, that Carried kft month. 

• Cab, Ay, but how cou'd you imagine (he was in 9II that . 
grief an hypocrite ! could all thofe (hrieks, thofe fwoon- 
ings^thatrifingfalHngbofom be conftraia'd?, You're un- 
charitable, §able, to believe it ; what colour, what r^aloti 
hid you for it? ' 

Sab* Fiifl, Sir, her carriage in her conceriis with me, 
for I never yet could meet witli a forrowful rcli<^, but was 
herfclf enough to ftiake a hard bargain with one. Yet I 
muft confefsthey have frequent interruptions of grief and 

forrow" 
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toTi0ww\\eri they read ray bill; but as forhcf, nothing, 
ihcrefolvM, thatiook'd brighter joyous Ihould after her 
love's death approach her. All her fcrvants that were not 
cokl black rouft turnout; a fair complexion made her ' 
eyes and heart ake,ihcM none but downright jet, and to 
exceed ^U example, (he hir'dnay mourning furniture by ' 
the year, and in cafe of my mortality tyM my fon to the 
fame article ; fo in fix weeks time ran away with a young 
fellow— —Pry*thee, pufii on briikly, Mr. Cabinet, now it 
your time to have this widow, for Tattleaid tells me, fhc * 
always faid fhe*d never marry—— ^ 

Ca^: As you fay, that's generally the moft hopeful 
fign. 

Sa^, I tell you. Sir, *tts iln infallible one ; you know - 
thofe profcffions arc only to introduce difcouife of matri- 
inony and youi^ fellows. 

Ca^. Bat I Iwcar Icoukinot have confidence, * ev*n ' 
^ after all our long acquaintance, and the mutual love 

* whith his kmi(hip (who indeed has now been fo kind as 

* to leave u?) has fo long interrupted,' to tnet^tion a thing = 
of fuch a nature fo unfcafonably— - 

■ Sa^i Unfeaf6nabi3r'! why 1 tell you ^tis the only (cafoa 
^granting her forrow unlcign'd :) when would you fpcak ^ 
of paflion, but in the midft of paflions? thete's a what d'ye 
call, a crifis — the lucky minute, that's fo talkM of, is a 
moment between joy and grief, which you muft take hold 
t)f, and pufh your forttme. But get you in, and youll beft 
read your fate in the reception Mrs. Tattleaid gives you : 
all (be fays, and all (he does, nay, her very love and ha- 
tred arc mere repetitions of her lady{hip*s paffions : I'll fay 
that forher, fhe's a truelady^s woman, and is hcrfelf as 
much a fecond-hand thing, as her cloaths. But I muft beg 
your pardon, Sir, my people are come, I fee— {£;ir//Cab« 

£«/^ Sable's M"/?* 
Where in the name of goodnels have you all been ! have 
you brought the faw-duft and tar for embalming ? have 
3rou the hangings and the fixpenny nails, and my lord's 
^oat of arras ? 

Eftter Sem>ani. 

' Serv, Yes, Sir, and^ had come fooner, bur I went to the 
Ixcrald's f jr a coat for Alderman Gathergreafe that died 

' B Uft 
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Ud night— —^he has promifed to invent one againit to- 
morrow. 

Sa^, Ahi pox take fomcofour cits, the firft thing after 
their death is to take care of their birth— —pox, let hint 
bear i pair of (lockings, he is the firft of his £unily that 
^vcr wore one ; well, come you that are to be nioumers 
in this houfe put on your fad looks, and walk by me that 
I may (ortyou. Ha, you I a little more upon thedifmal ; 
[firming their rauotevance^'^l this fellow has a good mor* 
tal look^-place him near the cdrps : that wainfcot face 
mud be o'top of the flairs j .that fellow's almodin a fright 
(that looks as if he were full of fomc flrange mifety^ at 
the entrance of the hall — So— but I'll fix you all nvyfelf 
-*-Let's bave no laughing now oo any provocation: 
[makes faces.l Look yonder^ that hale well-looking pup- 
py ! You ungrateful fcoundrel, did not I pity you, take 
you out of a great man's fervice, and ihew you the plea« 
fure of receiving wa^es ? Did not I. give tou ten, then 
iifteen, now twenty ibiUings a week, to be forrowfulp and 
the more I give you, I think, the gladder you are. 
£,nter a Boy» 

Boy. Sic, t^je grave-digger olf St* Timothy's in the 
fields would fpeak with you. 

£^ab^ Letlikn come in. 

Enter Grave-dijrger. 

Grav, I cairied home to your houfe the ihrowd the 
gentleman was buried in lad night; I could not get his. 
ring off very eafily, therefore I brought you the finger and 
all ; and. Sir, the fexton gives his iervice to you, and de* 
ikes to know Whether you'd iiave any bodies removed or 
not : if not, he'll let them lie in their graves a week 
longer. 

Sah. Give him my fervice ; I can't tell readily : but 
our friend, tell him, Dr. Paileport, with the powder, ha9 
promifed me fix or (even funerals this Week. * I'll fend t0 

* our country-farm at Keniington Gravd*Pits, and our 

* city-houfe in Warwick-lane for news, you ihall know 

* time enough. Hark'fce, be fure there is care taken to 

* give my I^y Langui(h'» woman a fee to keep out that 

* youxig fellow who came laft horn Oxford ; he'll ruin us 

* alU 

jEkttir 
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* Enter GaoiiyTrtth^ 
' 1 ^wonder, Goody Tralh, you could not be more pundii* 

* al ; when I totd you F waiKcd you, and your two daugb« 

* ters, to be three virgins to*inght to ftand in white about 

* my Lady OskdierineGriflePs body^ and you know you 
^ were priyately to bring Jier home from the man-mid- 

* wife's, where (he died m child-birth, to be buried like % 

* imid ; but there is nothing minded : well, I have pat 

* off that till to-morrow ; go, and get your bags of brick- 
*■ diift and your whnii^. Uo, and Ml to the cook-maid» ; 
' know who is furfettd about town : brii^ me no biaid 

* news, none of yonr recoreries again/ And you, Mr. 
blockhead, I warrant you have not callM at Mr. PefUo's 
the apoth^ry : will that fellow never pay me ? I ftand 
bound for ail the poifon in that flanring murderer's iliop: 
be ferves me juft as Dr. Quibus did, who promifed to 
write a treatiie agaiaft watcr-gniel, a damned healthy flop 
that has done me more injury than all the faculty : loc^ 
you now, you are all upon the fneer, let me have none but 
Gownright ilupid countenances-— I Ve a good mtnd to turn 
you all off, and take people out of the play-houfe ; but 
hkng them, they are as ignorant of their parts as you arc 
of yours ; they never i£k but when they fpeak ; whetk 
the chief indication of the mind is in the gedure, or indeod 
in caieof forrow, in no gefture, except you were to a^a 
widow, orfb»— But youn, you dolts'. Hall in dumb fbovt^ 
dumb fliow. I mean expreffive elegant ihow r as who 
can fee fuch an horrid ugl;^ phiz a^ that fellow's, and not 
be Chocked, offended and killed of all jov while he beholda 
it ? But we muft not loiter — Ye ftupia rogues, whom I 
have picked out of therubbifh of mankind, and fed for 
your eminent worthlei&efs, attend, and know that I fpeak 
you this moment fUff* and immuuble to all fenfeof noif^^ 
mirth or laughter; [Makes mouth at thtma^ theyfafs by 
him to bring them to a confimtt countenance.^ So, they arc 
pretty well— pretty well— 

Enter TruHy and Lor J Brum^n» 
Tm. "Twas fondneu, Sir, and tender duty to you,. 
vfho have been fb worthv and fo jud a mailer to me, made 
me (lay n<^r you ;- they left me fo, and there I found vott 
wake from your lethargic ilumber ; on which I wllr af'^ 
fume an authority to bdeech you, Sir^ tomal^cjuft ufe 
Ba «£ 
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of your revived life, in feeing who are your true friend** 
.aqd knowing her who has fo wrought upon your noble 
.nature, aa to make it a^ againft itfelf in diQnherittng your 
: hrave fon. 

Ld. B. Sure \\b impofUble fhe (liould be fuch a crea* 
. ture as you tell me— My mind reflects upon ttn thoufand 
^endearments that plead unanfwerably for her : her chafle 
: reludant love, her cafy obfervance of all my wayward 
.humours, to which (he would accommodate herfeU with 
; ip much eafe, I could fcarjce obferve it was a virtue in her; 
, Ihe hid bcr very patience, 

Tru. It was al{ art, Sir, or indifference to you ; for what 
I fay is downright matter of fii6t. 

Ld, B* Why didft thou ever tell me it ! or why not yfi 

.my life-ame, for I muft call it fo, nor can I date a minute 

, mme, after her being falfe ; all pafl that moment is 

. death and darkaefs : why didil thou not tell me then, 1 

iay? 

T> iu Becaufe you were too much in love with her to be 

inform'd ; nor did I ever know a man that touchfod on 

conjugal affairs couki ever reconcile the tarring hutnour^ , 

-butin« common hatred of theintermeddler : out on th|» 

iinoilextniot^inary occafion, which feeras pointed out hgr 

J heaven itfelf to difengage you from your cruelty and ba- 

i niibment of an innocoat child. I mufV, I will conjure 3KHI 

.tobeconceal'd, and butQcmtain yourfelfin hearing oxie 

, ^fcourfe with that «uri4pd inilrunaent of all her fecretf, 

that Tattleaid, and yam will fee what I tell you ; you 

. will call me then your guardian and good genius. 

lA. B. Well, you ihall govern me, but would I had 

died in eaVnejd ere I had known it ; my head iwims, as it 

,did w^hen I £ell into my fit, at the thoughts of it— * How 

^ dizzy ^ pl^ipe is this world you live in v AU bjiman life's 

. a fnere vertigo ! 

Tru. Ay* ^7) n>y Lord, fine refiedlons, fine refleftioM, 
but^that does no bufinefs. Thus,. Sir,, we'll ftand con-- 
cealed, and hear, I doubt not, a much fincerer dialogue^ 
,ldtan ufual between vicious pei^ons ; for a late accident 
has given a little jealouiy, which makes them over-ai£l 
their love and confidence in each other. [T^mr/iV. 

EMfT 
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Enttr Widow ami Tactleaid meetings and rMWiikg $»• 
each other, 

VTtd^ Olr, Tattleaid! hia and our hour is come ! 

Tal, I always faid by his church-yard cough^ you'd 
bury hiniy but fBll you wcreimpaticnt— — 

PPid. Nay, thou haft ever been my comfort, my confi-^ 
dent, my £iiend, aod^my fervaiu ; and. now 111 reward 
thy pains J for tho'Ifcorn the whole lex of fellows; IHl 
give them hopes for thy fake ; every fmile, every frdwn^ 
every geflure, humour, caprice and whimfey of mine, 
ihalfbegoldtothee,^rl ; thou {halt feel all the fweetS' 
and wealth of being a fine richwidow^s woman*. Oh^ 
how my head runs my foil year out, and jumps to. all tbd; 
joys Qt widowhood ! if thirteen months hence a friend- 
fliould haul one to ap\ay onehaa a.mbd to fee^ what plea« 
fure 'twill be, when my Lady Brumpton's footman's cal- 
led (who kept a place for that very purpofc). to make a< 
fudden infurrre6tion of fine wi^ in the pit and fide-boxes. 
TheOfc with a jOretty forrow m one's face,, and a willing; 
blufli for being iburedat, one ventures to look round,, andi 
bow to one of on&'s ownj quality. Thusi [very direBfy\ to 
a fnug pretending fellow of no fortune* Thus [asjcarci- 
feeing Mm] Xi^iAi^ thatwrites lampoons. Thus lyearfuU/^ 
to one one really loves : Thus [looking don,vH\- to one: 
woman-acquaintance; from box tp box thus; {fujitb 
looks different^ familiar] and wiien one has done one's ^ 
part, obferve the actors do their8,.but with my mind fixed, 
not on thofe 1 look at,, but thofe that look at m e - ■■ 
Then the Serenades I the lovers ! 

Tmu Ohy^Madaor,. you make my heart bound withim 
mi : I'll warrant yo\], Madam, I'll manage them all ; and* 
indeed^ Madam^ the men are really very filly creatures^, 
lis noiuch) hard* matter^-thqy rulers !- they* governors I. 
I warrant you indeed ! ' 

Widk Ay,. Tattleaid, they imagine thomfelves mighty^ 
things, but.government founded on force only,. is a brutal: 
*power-^Wc rule them by their affeftions, which bllndsi 
them into belief that they rule us^ or at leaft are in the 
government with us-«-Hjat in? this nation our power i»^ 
ahfolute.; * thus, thus, we fway— {P/aty/W herfdn?^ A 
^ fan is both the fiandard and the flag ot England.' t 
laugh to fee men go on our errands,. ftrui in great ofiice»,» 
B: 3 live- 
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live in cares, hazards and fcandals, to come home and be 
fools to us in brags of their difpatches^ negotiations, and 
their Wifiioms — as 'my good dear deceased ufed to eater- 
4ain me ; which, I to relieve myfelf from— would Irfo 

feme filly requeft, p u him on the face He ihakes hu 

-head at my pretty folly, calls me fimpleton ; gi>ies me a 
jeivel, then goes to bed fo wife, fo Uitisfied, and fo de« 

'Ceiv'd! 

f Tat, But I proteft) Madam, I've always wooder'd how 
you could accompliih my young Lord'is being d^h«- 
rited. 

fViii. Why, Tatty, you muft 4cnow iiyr iate Lord— — 

- ^how prettily tlvat foutuls, my toe Lord I but I fay, my 

late Lord Fribble was generofity-— I prefsM lum there, aful 
-whenever you, by my order, had told him ftories to my 
-fon-in-^law'sdifad vantage, in his rage and refentment, I 

* (whofe intereft lay otherwife) always fell Dn my knees «o 
implore his pardon, and with tears, iighs and mvpoFiumries 
for him prevailed againft hfm : beliaes tkis^ you know I 
had, when I pieafed, fits. Fits area mighty help in the 
government of a good-natured man ^ but in an ill-natured 

* fellow have a care of them — 4m:'41 hate you for i^cural ia« 
. firmiues^ will remember yoar face in its dlHortioc^ and 

not value your return of beauty* 

7ai, O rare Madanv! your ladjr^p*s a gfei^ head- 

- pece ; ^ but now, dear Mhdmiy is the hard talk, if I 

^ * may take the liberty to fay k to enjoy alffreedona^ 

' ^ and/eem to ab^laio ; to manage the number of pr^tea- 

* ders, and keep the dllobliged from prating^ ■ ■■ ■ 

> *' JfiJ, Never fear, Taitleaid ; lyhHe you haverkhes, if 

* * you affront one to abufe, you can give hopes to anotter 

* to defend you : thefe maxims I have been laying up all' 
. > my huiband's life-time; for we m aft provide agaidft 

* calamities.' 

Tat, But DOW, Madam, a fine young gentleman with a 

red coat, that dances^ ^ 

H^ii/, You may be fure the happy man' (if iti)ein fate 

that there is a happy man to make me an unhappy wb» 

' man) (hall not be an old one again. Age and youth mar* 

ried is the cruelty in Dryden's Virgil, where Mezemins 

' ties the dead and living together ; I'm ftire I was tied to 

a dead man many a Icmg day before I durfi bury him*^ 

Buc 
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Jkn die day is now jny qwn-<-Yet now I think tm\ Tau 
itleaidybefureto keep m obilmsfie ifajmefs.to all our cU 
jux^uaimance : ^ let them talk of ^vpurs if the^ipleafe; 

* if we grant them ftill, they'll grow tyrants to us ; if 9«b 
difcard them, the chaile and innocent will not believe 
we could baye confidence to do it, were it fo ; and 
the wife^ if they believe it^ will tp^ud our pn^ 
dence.' 

Tat. Ay^.Madaitt— Ibelieve, Madam— I ipcak, M»- 
dam, but my humble fenfe — Mr. Cabinet -would man^ 
you. . , . 

Ifld. Marry me ! No» Tattleaid^ he that is fo meaOi 
as to many, a woman after an affair with her, will be fo 
bafe as to upbraid that veiy weaknefs. ^ He that mar» 
^ iries his weich will xUk ho* like his wench*— —Such a 
pairjsuill fttfeliveim afecrec mutual kxna tif eachothev 
-— ^ and wedlodc js Hell» if mt leafb one fide does AOt 
^ love^ as it would be Heaven, if both did; and I believe 
^, it fo much Heaven, as to. think it was never eajvytdm. 

* this world**" 

Sirv. h gentlemaa to Mrs. Ttole^dd— [Exit Tar*. 

fVid^. Go to him-^filefs me, horn carelefii and opea 
liave I been to this fubde creatine & the cafe of Cabt*^ 
jwt, file's centainly in K\& intere^s-^We peo^ of con-> 
dition.are n^ver guarded enough againil thofe about us.. 
They watch when ova minds boil easier wi«h joy or grief,^ 
to copne in upon us. How miferable it is to hirve one one 
hates alwavs abcait one, and when one can^ endure one'a 
own refleoion upon iome anions, who can bear the 
thoughts of another npoa them ? Imt fhe has me by deep 
fecrets?^-^— * The ItaHahs, they fay, can readily remove 

* the too mnch iqirufied— ^Oh, their pretty fcented 

* gloves \ thift wench I know has playM me faHe,. and 

* horned me in my g^lknls^. Oh, It^y> I could refign all 

* my female Engliih liberty to thee, ror thy much SesiTtt 

* fiemale pleaftire, revenge ! Well, what's ^e mattery dear 

* Tatty— T— 

jB«/#r TattlcaiA. 
Tau The nsauer, Madam I why, Madto, Counfellor 
Puzzle is come to wait on your, l^yihip about the will 
4uid the conveyance of the eftate— there mufl, it feems, 

be 
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benodmeloft fbrfeir -of things; fye, fye, Madamv 
you a widow thefe three hours, and not Iook*d on a 
parchment yet— Oh, impious ! to negled the will of the 
dead! 

fyid. As you fay indeed, there is no will of a hu&and*^ 
ib willingly obeyed as h'ts laft* But I muft go in, and re- 
cave him IB my fonnalities ; leaning on a couch is as ne*- 
ceflary a poflure, as his going behind his de(k when he 
^fyeaks to a client— BUt & you bnng him- in hither till I 

am ready ■ lExit. 

Tat, Mr. Counfdlor^ Mr. Counfellor— — [CalUttg^ 

Enter Puzzle and Clerk. 
fuz- Scnrant, good Madam Tattleaid, my ancient 
friend is gone, but bufinefs mufl be minded 

Tat, 1 told my lady twice or thrice, as (he lies in dumh^ 
rrief on the couch within, that you were here, but 
file regarded me not ;^ however, fince you %c it is of fuch 
moment, V\\ venture to introduce you r pleafe but to re- 
pofe here a little,, while I flepin; formethinks I would'a 
a little prepare her. [£4;// Tattleaid*. 

Puz^ Alas ! alas !' poor lady ! 
Daran'd hypocntes ! well,, this nobleman*s^ death is a 
little fudden : therefore pray let me recoiled :: open the 
bag, good Tom. Now Tom ^ou art my nejihew, niy 
dear fifter Kate's only fbn, and my heir, therefore I will 
. conceal from thee on no occafion any thing \ for I would: 
enter thee into bufinefs as foon as poi&ble. Know then». 
child,, that the lord of this houfe was one of your men of 
honour,^ and fenfe, who lofe the latter in the former, and 
are apt to take all men to be like themfelves : now this 
gentleman intirely truflodmei, and I made the only ufe a 
man of bufinefs can of a truft^ X cheated him ; for I im- 
perceptibly, before his fact, made his whole tfiate liable- 
to an hundKd per anni<m for myfelf,. for good fervices, 
&c. As foe legacies, they are good or not, as I- pleafe ;. 
, for let me tell yoo, a man muil rake pen, ink, and paprr^ 
lit down by an old fellow, and pretend to take diredionsy 
but a true lawyer never makes any man's will but hit 
^ owib; and as the priefl of old among us got near the* 
..dying man, and gave all to the churchy fonow the law- 
yer ^Lvca all to the lav^»: - 
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Clerk. Ay, Sir, jbut prie^ thea clicated tbeMd^m \fff 
'dioiiig^Mr offices in an unkoowrn langtmge. 

Fusi,, Xrue— but oiirs is a w»y much furer j for wc 
•ebeat in no kngua^ AtalU bot loll in our own cooefad, 
^eloquent in gibbei^iih, and ie^itncd in >ingle. Pull out 
the parchment; there'^ tberdeed; I made it as long us 
J could ^Well, I hope to fee ahe dav, when :the inden- 
ture (hall be the exa6t medfure of the Und that pa^s by 
it ; for *cis a difcouragement to thegown, that every ig* 
norant rogue of an heir ^ould in a word or two under- 
Jland his father's meanings and hold ten acres of land by 
halloa acre of parchment— —*Kay, I hope to fee the 
jtime * when that there is indeed fome pr^refs made in^ 
• * 4hall be whdly jcffctSted ; and' by the improvemedc 
, of the noble art of tautology, every inn in Holbom an 
inn of court. . Ij&i others think of logic, rhetoric, ^ajxl I 
.know not what in^peninence, but mind thou tautobgy 

What's thevfirft excellence in a lawyer ? Tautology. 

-What's the (ee<n3tfi ? Tautology. What's the third ? Ta«- 
. tology :. OS an old Reader (aid of adiion. But to tucn to the 
Jkm*9 [^PuUs ^nt an tmrneafumhle fiwchuent*] ^ for die 
/ .will 18 of no force if.I fdeafe, for he ^as not eopabie 
• of roakia^ one after the former, as 1 manned it-— r 
,' uponovhich account I siow wsuton my lady :' by the 
^way, Tom,, do you know the true meaning of the wosd 
yaJieed? 
- < /ipi'i. Ay, Sir^asiif amaaifliouldiay thedeed. 

Fuz. Right ; ^tis emphatically fo called, becaufe afitf 
It all deeds and BSitm& are of no effei6^, and you have no« 
-thing to do hut hang yourfelf — the only obliging thing 
,you cai^ then do. iBut I, was telling you the ufe of tftu« 
itology— *-r Read toward tjf» middle of thati iiKftrument.. 

CJerL [JReads,] I the^diearlof Brumptoh, do give, 
Ybc^oew, grant tod bequeath, over and above the Hud pre- 
miiies, all the fite and capital mefTuagetoalli^d by. tfie 
mameof€)atham,;aod all*mithoufe8, barns, ilables, and 
;ether jcdiliees and buildings, yards, orchards, g^de^ 
fields, -arbors, trees, lands, earths, aiea^ws, greens, pa- 
(fturesy feedings, woods, underwoods, ways, waters, water« 
-couries, ifbing-ponds, pools, commons^ common of .pa- 
.'ilurCyipaths, heathTthickets, profits, commoditiea, and 
tiCffloluoientSy with their and every of their appurtenances 

whatfoever^ 
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fuage and fite bdongin^, or in any I Puzzle nods md 
wife araertainiiigy or w^itk the (ame \fiutn as ihe JyM* 
hertiofofe ufed, occufaed or enjoy-. Vmow Hji}mrds are 
edf accepted, executed, known, or infeating^ ^ Hvb§m 
taken as part, parcel, or member of I Lord BniinpFon 
the fame ; containing in the whole, ifcornfklljf mimics^ 
bv eftimation, four hundred acres J 
ot the large nieafure, or thereabouts, be the fame mot» 
or lefs; all and fiagular which the faid iite, capital mef- 
fuage, and other the pnemifles, with their and ^very of 
their appurtenances, are fituate, lying and bein g ■ . 

Pu%. Hold, hold, good Tom; you do come on indeed 
in bufinefs, but don^t ufe your nofe enoueh in- reading-** 
[Reads in a ridiculous low tone tiH out of Sreath."] — Why» 
you*re quite out j you read to be underftood — let me fee 
It— I the faid earl— Now again, fuppofe this weie 
• to be in Latin — [Runs into Latin terminations*'] m2L\im^ 
Latin is only making it no £ngli(h— ^-jE^j pr^M B ■ ■ ■ 
Comes de Brumpton^^totas meets harnoS'^outbou/as (sf Jia» 
bulas'^yardos'^ — ^But there ^needs no further perufal» 
I now recollei5t the whole— my lord, by this inftrument,^ 
difinherits his fon utterly ; giyes all to my lady ; and 
moreover, grants the wards of two fortune wards to her ;, 
id efl^ to be fold by her ; whi^h is the fubjedl of my buit» 
nefsto.herladyfhip, who, methinks, a little overdoes the 
afiair of grief, in letting me wait thus long on fuch weU 

come articles But here- p 

Eitter Tattleaid, wfing her eyes. 

Tat, I have, in vain, done all I can to make her re-^ 
gard me. Pray, Mr. Puzzle, youVe a man of fenfe, 
come ih yourfelf, and fpeak.reafon, to bring her to fome 
con£ideratien of herfelf, if pofiible. 

Fu». Tom, I'll come down to the hall to you ; dear 
Madam, lead on; 

[Exit Clerk one w<jr, Puz. Tatt.. another^ 
Ld. Brumpton andTxM^y advance from their concealntenf 
after a long paufe^ and faring at each other • 

tA^B^ Trufty, on. thy fincerity, on thy fidelity to 
me, thy friend, thy patron, and thy matter, anfwer me 
diredl/ to one queftiQa*<»A«i I jesdfy alive? Am 1 that 

ideadcalf 
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Uendcal, that numerical, that very fame Lord Brumptoo, 
that- 

tnf. That very Lord— that very Lord Brumpton, the 
nry generous, honeH, and good Lord Brumpton, who 
fphit his fbong and riper years with honour and repOta* 
tatioQ ; but in his age of decay declined from virtue alfo : 
that very Lord Brampton, who buried a fine lady, who 
brought him a fine fon, who is a fine gentleman ; but in 
hi^ age, that very man, unfeafonably captivated with 
youth and beauty, married a very fine young la<W, who 
has diihonoured his bed, difinherited his brave ion, and 
dances o'er his grave. 

Ld. J?. Oh, that damned tautologtft too !•— — that 
Puzzle, and his irrevocable deed ! [Paufing,] ' Well, I 
know I do not really live, but wander ©*er the place 

where once I had a treafure 1*11 haunt her, Trufty, 

gaze in that falfe beauteous face, till fhe tremble, till 
ihe looks pale, nay, till ihe blufhes ■ ■ 

Truf. Ay, ay, my lord, you fpeak a ghoft very much ; 
dtere's fiefh and blood in that expreffion — that falfe beau- 
teous face ! 

Ld. B. Then, fince you fee my weaknefs, be a 
fnend, and arm me with all your care, and all your 
fcafo n 

fruf. If you'll condefcend to let me dir«^ you, you 
<(hall cut off this rotten limb, this falfe, difloyal wife, and 
lave your noble parts, your fon, y9ur family, your 
honour. 

Short is the date in which ill a^ prevail. 

But honefly's a rock can never fail. 



End of the FiRst Act. 
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Enter Lord Hardy. 

NOW, indeed,! am utterly undon e but to expeft 
an evil foftens the weight of it when it happens ; 
and pain, no more than pleafure, is in reality fo great as 
in eiroe^tation. But what will become of me ? How 
ihall I keep my felf even above worldly want? Shall I 

live 
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liv^ at home, a ftrfiT, melancholy, po6t man of a uality ; 
^row uncafy to my acquaintance as \«rell as myfelf,* by 
fancybg I am flighted where I am not ; with all the 
thoufand particularities which attend thofe whom low 
fortune and high fpirit make malecontents ? No ! we 
have a brave prince on the throne, whofe commiffion I 
bear, and a glorious war in an honcft caufe approaching, 
[daffing his hand on his fivordl ^*^ which thia fhall cut 
out bread for me, and may, perhaps, eq\ial that eflate to 
which my binh entitled me— — -But what ta do in pre- 
fent ptcffures ■ ■ ■ Ha, Trim ! \CaUtng. 

Enter Trim. 

Trim. My lorcL 

Ld. H'* How do the poor rogues that are to recruit my 
company ? 
' Itrimi Do, Sir ? Tliey have cat you to your laft guinea* 

Ld» H. Were you at the agent s ? 

^rim. Yes. 

'Ld.//: Well, and how? 

Trim. Why, Sir, for your arrears, you may have clc*- ' 
ven fliillings in the pound i buthelljiot touch yoor' 
growing fubfillence under three fhiHings in the potind in- 
teieil ; belides which, you muH let his derk,- Jonathan * 
Item, fwear the peace a^iuft you,, to keep you' from du» 
elling ; pt iniure your life, which you may do for eight 
percent. Oh thefe terms he'll oblige you, which he 
would not do for any. body elfe in the cegiment ; but h€ 
has a friendihip for you. 

Ld. H. Ohs' I am his humble fervant ! biit he muft 
have his own terms ; we can't (larve, nor muft the fel- 
lows-want. But methinks tbi^ % calm midnight ; I ha^e 
heard no duns to*day. 

Trim, Duns, my lord 1 Why,, now your father's dead j^. 
and they can't arrefi you, 1 (hall grow a little lefs uf>on 
the fmooth with them than I havje biCysn. Why, friend, 
fays I, how often muft I tell you my lord is not ftirring ? 
His lordfliip . has nor flept well, you muft. come fome 
cither time ; your lordfhip will fend tor him when you ai^ 
at leifure to look upon money affairs ; or if they ar«.f<»- 
faucy, fo impertinent as to prefs a man of your quality 
for their own, there are canes, there's Bridewel, there's' 
the ilocks for your ordinary tradefmen \ but to an haugh- 
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ly, tliriving, Covent-Grarden mercer, filk or laceman, 
your Icrdfliip gWes your moft humble fervice to iiim ^ 
hopes his wife is well ; you have letters to write, or yc 
would fee him yourfelf, but you deli re he would be with ' 
yoti pundually on fuch a day, that is to lay, the day af- 
ter you are gone out of town, 

Ld. H, Go, firrah ; . you are fcurrilous ; I won't be- 
lieve there are fuch men of quality— d'ye hear, give my * 
fervice, this afternoon, to Mr. Cutpurfe,'the agent, and 
tell him I am obliged to pay him for his teadinefs to 
ferve me, for I am refblved to pay my debts forthwith— • 
[J voice 'witheut.'] I don't know whether he i« wiihin or 
not. Mr, Trim, is my lord within ? 

Ld. //*. Trim, fee who it is ] I am not within, you 
kttow— • [Exit Trim. 

Trim., {JTithoutJl Yes, Sir, my lord is above; pray, 
walk up 

Ld. H. Who can it be ^ He owns me too. 
Enter Campley and Trim. 
Dear Tom Campley, this is kmd You are an extraor- 
dinary man indeed, who, in the fudden accefiion o£ a no- 
ble fortune, can ftill be yourfelf, andvifit your lefs hap- 
py friends. 

Camp, No, you are, my lord, the extraordinary man, 
who, on the lofs of an aim oft princely fortune, can be 
matter of a temper that makes you the envy, rather than 
pity of your more fortunate, not more happy friends. 

Ld. H, Oh, Sir, your fervant !-^•But let me gaze on 
thee a little — -I han't feen thee fince we catheliome. in- 
to England — mofl: exadly,' negligently, gcnteely dreffed 
I know there is nlore than ordinary in this. [Beating 
Campley 'i hreaft."] Come, confefs who (hares with me 

here— I muft have her real and poetical name Come, 

ihe is in fonnet, Cynthia ; in profe, miftrefs— — 

Camp. One you little dream of; tho' (lie is in a man- 
ner of your placing there. 

Ld. iif . My placing there!—— 

Camp, Why, my lord, all the dne things you have 
faid to me in the camp, of my Lady Chariot, your father's ' 
ward, ran in niy head fo very much, that I made it my 
bufihefs to become acquainted in that family, which I did ' 
. G by 
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bv Mr. Cabinet's means, and am now in love in tb6 (kmrn 
place with your lordfhip. 

Ld. //. How I in love in the fame place with me, ]\f r« 
Campley ? 

. Cam/>, Ay, my Lord, with t'other lifter, with t'other 
fifter. 

. Ld. H. What a dunce was I, not to know which, 
without your naming her ? Why, thou art the only man 
breathing fit to deal with her — ; — But my Lady Chariot ; 
there*s a woman I— fo eafily virtuous 5 fo agreeably 
fevere; her motion fo unaffected, yet fo compofed ; her. 
lips breathe nothing but truth, good fenfe, and flow^ing 

WlC. 

. Camf. Lady Harriot ; there's the woman ! fuch life, 
fuch fpirit, fuch warmth in her eyes ; fuch a lively, 
commanding air in her glances ; lo fprightly a mien, 
that carries in it the triumph of confcious beauty. Her 
lips are made of gum and balm — There is fomething in 
that dear girl that fires my blood above— above — above— 
.Ld. H. Above what? 
CVz/w^. A grenadier's march. 

. Ld. H. A foft fimile, I mufl confefs But, Oh, that 

Chnrlot ! to recline this aching head, full of care, on that 

tender, fnowy, faithful bofom 

Cam/}. Oh, that Harriot ! to embrace that beauteous— 

Ld. H. Ay, Tom ; but methinks your head runs too 

much on the wedding-night only, to make your happineff 

lifting : mine is fixed on the married ftate ; * I expe^ 

* my felicity from Lady Chariot, in her friendfhip, her 

* conflancy, her piety, her houihold cares, her ma- 
*. ternal tendernefs-^— You think not of any excellence 

* of your miftrefs, that is more than ikin deep. 

* Ca;f//>. When I know her further than ikin deep, 111 

* tell you more of my mind. 

. Ld. H. * Oh, fie, Tom ! how can you talk fo lightly 

* of a woman you love with honour' — 7-But tell me, 
I wonder how you make your approaches in befiegiag 
fuch a fort of creature ; (he that loves addrefles, gallantry, 
fiddles ; that reigns and delights in a croud of admirers. 
If I know her, fhe is one of thofe you may eafily have b 

.general acquaintance with, but hard to make particular, 
Cam/>4 You underfland her very well— —You muft 

know, 
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koow, I put her out of all ker jplay» by carrpqg it in a 

humorous maQq^r > I took care, in ^ my adbons, ^foi:e 
I difcovered the lover, tbatfhie diould, iii general, h^ve a 
good opinion of me ; and have ever fincc behaved myfqlf 
with aU the good humour and eafe I was able ; fo that (be 
is now extremely ^ a lofe how. to throw m^ from the fa- 
miliarity of an acquaintance, in tp tfce distance of a loveif ; 
but 1 laugh her out of it ^ when ih? begi?i8 to frown, and 
look grave at my n)irth, I mmi^ her oUiheburftsou^a 
lau^mg- ■ ■ ■■ 

Ld. H. That's ridiculous ?xv>\»5i« 

Cam^, By Cabinet's inte^eft ovesr jpy l,^y Br\ipipt<30i, 
with gold and flattery to Mrs. Fardingale, fin Qld maid 
her l^yihip ha$ placed abov^ ^^ ypung H^c^f .1 b^y9 
eafy accefs at all times, and ^m this y^rv d^ to be admh* 
ted by her into their apar^mept— -I h«ive fqund, you 
jnuil know, that ihe is my relation. 

Id. H. Her Udyiliip h^^ chofe ^n odd companion f^r 
young ladies* t 

Camp. 01^, my Lady's a politiQian ; * /he toW Tattlf - 

* aid, one day, that an old m^id was the heft guard foif 

* young ones ; for they, Uk? eunuchs iri a feraglio, arc 

* vigilant out of envy of enjoy rneiit they ca n not 'them • 

* felvcs af-rive at.* But, as I w^s foyiRg? I have ieu% my 
coufin Fardingale a ^fig^ which ih^ and I are to pradtife 
tp the ijpiimet— The young ladies will be by » ^nd I am 
to be left alone with Lady Qarript ; then I defign to 
make ipy grand attack, and to-day win pj* lofc Ijer. 1 
know. Sir, this is an opportunity you want— If you'll 
meet meat Tom*^, hiive a letter ready, I will, myfclf, 
deliver it to your miilrefs, condu^ you into the houfe, 
and tell her you ^re there, and find means to place you 
together. You miift march under my command to-day, 
U I have many a one under yours. 

14, H. ^ut, faith, T<Mn, I flv^U npt behave myfelf 

inth half the refojutipi^ ypu have ynder mine ; for, to 

CQoftfs my weak;^ eft^ though I kpotw (he love§ me, though 

/ kflipw fbp If »8 fted^itly mnp^ »p her hem can make 

ler,I know not how, I h?ve fo fubliin^ ^n ide^ q( her high 

w/ue, and fiii^h a njielting tep^ernefc diflTolves ipy whole 

hi^c wh^n 1 sun »e?r her, thgt mj .tongue falter«, my 

jiervfis flw^e^ ^ *Py heart f^ dkcvR^i^ly jfinks and rife«» 

B z that 
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that my pi-emeditated refolvcs vanifh into confufioDf 
dowTi-cafl eyes, and broken utterance— 

Cam, Ha, ha, ha ! this in a campaigner too ! Why, 
my lord, that's the condition Harriot would have me ia, 
dnd then (he thinks ihe could have me ; but I, that know 
her better than (he docs herfelf, know ihe would infult 
' me, and lead me a two years dance longer, and, perhaps, 
in the end, turn me into the herd of the many negle6ted 
men Of better fenfe, who have been ridiculous for her 
fake— But I fliall make her no fuch facrifice. 'Tis well 
my Lgdy Chariot's a woman of fo folid an underflanding ; 
I don't know another that would not ufe you ill for your 
high value. 

Xd. H. But, Tom, I muft fee your fong you have 
fent your couiin Fardingale, as you call her. 

Camp, This is lucky enough — [-^fir^.]— No, hang it, 
my lord, a man makes fo filly a figure when his verfes are 
reading— —Trim, thou haft not left off thy loving and 
thy rhyming ; Trim's a critic ; I remember him a lervi- 
tor at Oxon : \Gives a paper to Trim.] I give myfelf 
' into his hands, becaufe you Ihan't fee them till I am 
gone— -»• My lord, your lervant — ^you fhan*t ffir, 

IA,H. Nor you neither, then. {Struggling^ 

Camp. You will be obeyed. 

[Exeunt ; Lord Hardy waits en bm dtmyn. 

Trim. What is in this long ;— Ha ! — don't my eyes 
< ileceive n^ f— A bill of three hundred pounfb ! [Reads* 

*' Mr. Caih, 
** Piny pa)ikto Mr. William Trim, or bearer, the fum 
ef three hundred pousds, and place it to the accompt of|^ 
Sir, 

Your humble fervant, 

Thomas Campley." 

[Pulling eff his hat^ and hotving,} Your very humble 
lervant, good Mr. Campley. Ay, this is poetry : this is 
a fong indeed— Faith, I'll fet it, and fing it myfel f 

Pray pay to Mr. William Trim ;So far in redtativo 

• Three hundred— [ftW/wg- ridiculou/lyJ\ — hun— dred 

—'hundred Hundred tnce repeated^ becaufe 'tis three 

hundred pounds : I love repetitions in mufic, when the re 
is a good reafon for it— ^Po ds after the Italian 

manoeit 
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tMmixer. If th^ would hrhg m^ fucb i^nfible wor^ 
$^ thrfe, I would out-ftrip all your cofnpofera for the mu- 
& prize. This was honeftly done of Mr. Cgippley p 
tho' J haye carried feim many a purfe from my ipafler^ 
Wheo he was eafign to our company Ia Flanders,. 

Em^o' I^fJ Hs^rdy , 
My lord, I am yo«r lor(yhip*8 humble feryant. 

Ld. H. Sir, your humble fervaAt. But, pray, my 
gpod familiar friend, hovtr Q^me you to be /o very iinucl^ 
jny humblefcrFant alj of a fuddcii/ 

Trirn^ 1 beg pardon, d^ar Sir ; ipy lord, I am;K>t yp\>f 
kumble fervant. 

1A.H, Nof 

Trim. Yes, my lord, lam ; but ngt as you 9iean— — 
but I am — ^I ^m, my lord— —In Ihort, I am overjoyed. 

Ld. H. Overjoyied ! thpu ?irt diflradted— What ails 
the fellow ? Where is Qampley*s fong ? , 

Trim. Oh, my lord^ one would not, thi^k it was la 
him ! Mr. Campjey is r^lly a very great pget-^As for 
the fong, it is only as they all end in rhyme — owe^ woej^ 
ifles, kifles ; boy, joy — but, my Iprd, ili^ ot;her in l9ng 
Jicroic blank verfe : [Reading it njoiih a great tope.] Pray 

pay to Mr. William Trim, pr order, the ium of Ho\if 

wreetly it runs ! — Pa6bolian guineas chiqk in every line* 

Ld. H. How very h^dfoniely this was done in Camp- 
ley ! I wondered, indeed, he was fo willing to fhcjw his 
verfes. In how carelqfs a xpanncr that fellow does the 
greateft adions ! 

Trim. My lord, pray, my lord, fhan;';c J go immediate* 
ly to Cutpurfe^s ? 

Ld. H. No, iirrah ; now we have no Occafion for tu 

Trim. No^ my. lord, only to ftare hipa full in the face- 
after I have received this money, not fay a word, but 
keep my baton, and walk out ; or,, perhaps, not hear, if 
any I meet with fpeak to me ; but grow ftift', deaf, and 
Ihort-fighted to all my old acquaintance, like a fudden rich 
JBttanasIamj or, perhaps, my lord, delire.CutpurfeV 
clerk to let me leave fifty pounds at their ho^fe, payable 
to Mr. William Trim, or order— till I come that way— 
or a month or two hence, may hiive occafion for it— I 

don't know what bills may be drawn upon me Then,. 

when the clerk begins to flare at me, till- he pulls the 
C*j great 
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great goofe quill from behind liis ear, [PuHs a handfid 
-Bf farthings out,"] I fall a reckoning the pieces, as I do 
thefe farthings, 

Ld. H. Well, firrah, you may have your humour, 
but be fure you take fourfcore pounds, and pay my debts 
immediately — if you meet any oflScer you ever fee me 
in company with, that looks grave at C5utpurfe*8 Houfe, 
fell him IM fpeak with him— We muft help our friends— 
But learn moderation, you rogue, in your good fortune ; 
be at home all the evening after, while I wait at Toin*3i 
to meet Campley, in ©rder to fee lady Chariot — '• — 
My good or ill in her alone is found, 
And'in that thought all other cares ^re drownM. [Exii^ 
* Trim, Oh dear, dear, three hundred pounds. \KxtU 
Enter Sable, Lord Brumpton and Trufty. 
^ah. Why, my lord, you can't in confcience put me 
off fo ; I muft do according to my orders, cut you up^ 
and embalm you, except you'll come down a little- deeper 
thai\you talk of; you don't conlider the charges I have 
been at already, , 

Ld B» Charges ! for what ? 

Sab, Firft, twenty guineas to my lady's woman for 
notice of-your death (a fee I've- before now known the 
widow herfelf go halves in) but no matter for that~-in 
the next place, ten pounds for watching you all your 
long fit of iicknefs laft winte r 

Ld. B. Watching me ? Why I had none but my own 
fervants by turns. - . 

Sal, I mean attending to. give notice of your death. 
I had all your long fit of ficknefs laft winter at half a 
crown a day, a fellow waiting at your gate to bring me in- 
telligence, but you unfortunately recovered, and I loft 
all my obliging pains for your (ervice. 

Ld. B. Ha ! ha ! ha f Sable, thou'rt a very impudent 
fellow. Half a crown a day to attend my deceafe, and 
doft thou reckon it to me ? 

Sab, Look you, gentlemen^ don't ftand ftaring at me 
—I have a book at home, which I call my doomfday 
book, where I have every man of quality's age and dir- 
temperin town, and know when you fhould drop — Nay, 
my lord, if you had refiedled upon your mortality half 
f J much as poor I have for you, you would not ddire to 

return 
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♦«ttini to life thus— —in fhort, I cannot keep this a 
fecrety imder the whde money I am to have for buiy* 
ing you. 

Ld. B^ Tnifty, if you think it ftfc in you to obey 
mj orders after the deed Puzzle told his clerk of, pay 
it him 

Tru* I fhouldbe glad to give it out of my own pockety 
rather than be wi&ut the iatb&^on of feeing yout 
witne^ to it* 

Ld. B* I heartily believe thee, dearTrufly— 

Sah, Then, my lord, the fecret of your being alive 
is now fafe with me. 

Tnt. 1*11 warrant 1*11 be revenged of this unconfci* 

enable dog ■^^^e.'\ My lord, you muft to your 

dofet ■! fear fomebody's coming 

[Exeitht Sable oneivay^ ondLd. B. Vwft/Trufty another ^ 

SCENE draix}s and difcovers Lady Chariot reading at m 
Tabl e hadjf Harriot flaying at a glafs to and froy^ 

and *vievoing her/elf, 

L. Ha. Nay, good fage fitter, you may as well talk to 
me, [Looking at herfelfasfiejpeaks,'] as fit ftaring at a 
book which I know you can*t attend— Good Dr. Lucas 
hiay have writ there what he pleafes, but there's no 
putting Francis lord Hardy, now eari of Brampton, out 
of your head, or making him abfent from your eyes. 
. Do but look at me now,* and deny it if you can. 

L. Ch. You are the maddeft girl— [Smiling. 

L. Ha, Look ye, I knew you could not fay it, and 
forbear laughing — [Looking over Chariot.} Oh, I fee bis 
name as plain as you do— ^F— r— a— n Fran, c-i-s cis, 
Francis, *tis in every line of the book. 

L. Ch. [Rifin^''\ 'Tis in vain, I fee, to mind any 
thing in fuch impertinent company— but granting 
'twere as you fay, as to my lord Hardy, 'tis more ex- 
cufable to admire another than one's felf- ^ 

L. Ha. No, I think not Yes, I grant you than 

realty to be vain at one's pcrfon, but I don*r admire 

myfelf Pifli ! I don't believe my eyes have that 

fottnefs — [^Looking in the glafs J] They an't lb piercing : 
no, *tis only lluif, the men will be talking — Some peo-* 
pie arc fuch admirers of teeth— Lord, what fignifies 

teeth ! 
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teeth ! ^Sinving htr ^eethJ] A ixiy bl$K;k-a-inooi' hA» 9f 

white teeth as 1 :,No, fifler, I ^'tadnaire myfelf^ 

but I've a fpiiit of contradidion in me : I don'it knavr 
J*iB in lovewich rayfel^ only towal Umb men — r 

L. £^. Ay» but Mr. Camf Iqy will .gain ijrouod .ev'j|t 
of that rival of his, your dear felf— — =? 

h.Ha. Ohy whax have I done to you, ^at^outfiW^ 
name that inibleat intruder— -A ^n^deitf opii^oiiatii^ 

fop No indeed, if I am, as a poetical lo^r of min# 

fighed^ud fang, of both ic^ 

The jpublic envy, and the publicx:ai«, 

I {han't be fo eafily catched ^I thaak ,him— *-I wanf 

but to be fujre, I (hou^ heartily tor^nent him, l^ ba* 
nifliing him, and then confider whether he ihould -depart 
this lii-e or not. 

L. Cb. Indeed, Hfteir, to be ferious with yav« this 
vanity in your hunjour does not at all become you. 

L. Ha, Vanity ! AH the mattei* is, we gay people are 
more 'fincere than you wife folks : all your life's an art 

—Speak your foul Look you .there r- — [Hahng 

hir to tleglafs, ] Are you not flruck ,with a ijbcuet ulcal'ure^ 
when you view that bloom in your look, that harmony 
in your Hiape, that promptitude of ^^oui* mien ! 

L. C6. Well, £mpleton, if J am at firiiib fiUy as tp 
be a little taken with myfelf, I know it a fault, ,and takr 
pains tojcorredtit.' 

L. //df. Pfhaw ! rPfliaw! talk this mufty talc to old Mrs^» 
Fardingale, 'tis too ibon forme to think at .that rate. 

L. &j. They that think it too foon to underfland them* 
lelves, will very foon find it too late But t^U m« 
honeflly, don't you like Campley ^ 

L. Ha, The fellow is not to be abhorred, if the for- 
ward thing did not think of getting me fo eafily Oh, 

I hate a heart 1 can't break when I pleafc What 

makes the value of dear china, but that 'tis fo brittle ! 
— were it not for that, you might as well have iiooQ 
mugs in. your clofet-^ 

\j,Ch, Hiil, hill, here's Fa rdlugale. , 

E.nUr Fardhigale. ; 

Far. Lady Harriot, lady Chailoc^ I'll entertala. 

you now ; I've a new fong jufl come hot out of the poet's 

hraia. 
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trnln/Lady Chariot, my coufin Campley writ itf a&d 
it's fct to a pretty air, I warrant you. 
L. Ha. 'Tis like to be pretty indeed, of his writiag. 

. IFiingsoftvaym 

Far. Come, come, this is not one of your tringham 

trangham, witty things, that your poor poets . write ; 

no, 'tis well known my coufin Campley has two thouland 

pounds a year — But this is all diffimulation in you. 

L.Ch. *Tis fo indeed, for your coufin's fong's. very 
pretty, Mrs. Fatdingale. IReads. 

Let not love on me beflow. 
Soft didrefs, and tender woe ; 
I know none but fubilantial blifles. 
Eager glances, folid kiiTes ; 
I know not what the lovers feign, 
Of finer pleafure mix'd. with pain ; 
Then pr*y thee give me, gentle boy. 
None of thy gnef, but aU thy joy. 
Bat Harriot thinks that a little imreaicmable, to ezpeQ 
•ac without enduring t'other, ' 

Enter Servant. 
Ser. There's ycwr coufin Campley, to wait on you 
^^^^\it 
Far. Let him come in— — «we (hall have the (bng 

'now- . 

jB«/fr Campley. 
Cam* Ladies, your moft obedient fervant— — Y«ur 
fenrant, lady Chariot Servant, lady Harriot— 

Sfarriot hois grave upon bim.l What's the matter, dear 
J Harriot — Not well ? I proteft to you I'm mightily 
concerned— [Pa/Zf out a bottle,'] This is a moft excellent 
fpirit— fnuffitup, Madam. 
L. Ha. Pifli — the familiar coxcomb frets me heartily— 
Cam. 'Twill be over, I hope, immediately. 
L. Ch. Your couiin Fardingale has (hewn us fome of 
your poetry; thisre's the fpinhet, Mr. Campley, I know 
you're mufical. 
Cam. She fhould not have called it my poetry* 
tar. No. Who wails there— —Pray bring my lut« 
©ut of the next room — 

Enter fervant 'uoith a lute. 
'Wmuft know I conn'd this ftng before I came in, and 

find 
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fiad it wiii go to an e^celicQt air of old Mr. Laws's, wlu> 
was my mother's intimate acquaintance : my mother's^ 
what do I talk of? I mean, my gr.and-mpthjer*5-:~Oh ^ 
here's the lute — Coufin Canipley, hold the fong upon 
your hax. i4fidi U him,} Tia A pretty galUntry to a rc-^ 
latioa. i 

Sings andfquaUsm 
Let not love, &c. 
Oh, I have left off thefe things nKmy a day* 

CofT^. No i I profefs, Madam, you do. it ad|nirab|)r 
—but are not affured enough-rr^Take it higher {In her^ 
0wnfqualL'\ Thus-r-I know your voice will l^r it. 

la. Ha. OhjJbideous! Oh, the grofe flattererr-I (hall 

burft Mrs. Fardingale, pray gq on, the mufic fits 

the words mofl ^pjly — ^^Take it higher^ as your coiifin. 
advifes. 

Far* Oh,, dear Madam, do you really like it — I do ic 
purely to plcafe you— for I can't fing, alas ! 

L« Ch*, We know ii^ ^ood Madam, we kno^r I t ■ ' ■ > 
But pray— 

Far. Let not lovc, and fiibftantial blifTes, is lively 
enough, and ran accordingly in the t\xxit^' \Curtjfies t^ the 
cpfntany."] Now I toot it higher. i 

L. Ha, Incomparably £)ne I nothing can equal it|^ 
except your coufin fang his own poetry. 

Cam. Madam, fiora my lord Hard y n [Delivers a 
Utter t& La^ Chariot.] How do you fay, my lady Har- 
riot, except I fing it myfelf ! then I aflure you I wilU . 

L. €b. i han't patience, I mufl go read my letter. 

Cam. [Sings.l Let not love, &Ck 

Tar. Blefs me, what's become of Lady Chariot ? 

[Exit. 

L. Ha. Mrs. Fardingate, Mrs* Fardiagale, infha, mufi 
weioie you ? 

Cam'pley rum tsi the door^ takes the kgf eut^, and locks her in.. 
What means this infolence? a plot upori me--Do yoa 
know who I am ? 

Catt^ Yes, INladam, you're my lady Harriot Lovely, 
with ten thoufaiid ^unds in your pocket ; and I am Mr* 
Campley with two thoufand a year---of quality enough 
to }>r«;tend to you^-And I do defign, bemc i leaare th& 

room* 
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room, to h^r you talk like a reafcmable womatt, tib na* 
tare has made you. Nay, 'tis in vaia to flounce^ and 
difcompofe yourfelf and your drefs. 

"L, Ha. If there are (WcM-ds, If th^y kpc men df l)o- 
ttpur, and not all dailards, cowards, that pretend to this 
ifijured perfon— — i Running round the room. 

Cam. Ay, ay, Madam, let era come— That's put- 
ting me in my way, .fi^^ting's my trade— but youVe 

ufed all mankind too ill to eacpe^ fo rtuchfervicfe 'in 

ihort, madam, were you a iobl, I fhould not defire to 
C^poftulate with you \^i%ing her hand. 

L. Ha, Unhand me, raviflier— [Pur/Zf her hand from 
him^ chafes round the roovty Camplcy after her* 

Cam. But, Madam, Madam, Madam,. why Madam! 
Pr'ythee, Cynthia, look behind you, [j^i^m 

A j?c and wrinkles will overtake yo\x. 

Lr. Ha. Age, wrinkles, fmall-pox, nay, any tfaki^ 
that's moft abhorrent'to youth and bloom, were wekome 
ia the place of fo dcteftcd a creatia^. 
y Cam. No fuch matter, kdy Harriot; I would .not he 
a. vain coxcomb, but I khow I am not detefliibk;, nay, 
know- where' you* vefaid as much before you underttood 
rafc for your feryant. Was i immediately transfosmed 
b&:aufe I bcciipc your lover ? 

L. Ha, My lover, Sir ? did I -ever give you reafon to 
think I admitted you as fuch ? 

Cam, Yea, *you did in your ufing me ill— for if ywt 
did not affume upon the fcore of n^ pretending to you, 
how do you anfwer yourfelf fome parts qf your behavieut 
to me as « 'gentleman— ^'Tis trivial all this iti you, and 
derogates from the good fenfe I know you miftrefs of, 
Do but confid^r. Madam, 1 have lor^ loved you— #b^»re 
with this fantaflic humour through all its masses— Nay, 

da not frown ^for "'tis no better ^I^ay, I have bore 

with this humour, but would you have me with an un- 
manly fervitude feed it— No, I love with too fincere, 
too honetl a devotion, and wouldyou havtyour mind- as 
faultlefe as your perfon, which 'twould be, if }'X)u'll lay 
afide this vanity of being purfued with lighs, with flat- 
teries, with nonfenfe. ■ [i)he 'walks ahout lefs violently y 
hut more conftfed.] Oh, my heart akes at thediliurbance 
which I^ive her, but Ihe mufl not fee it — [^Afde.y H^di 

I not 
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I not better tell you of it now, that when you arc in my 
power,*. I (houldbethen too generous to thwart your 
inclination. . - 

L. Ha. That 18 indeed very handfbmely faid. Why 
fhould I not obey reafon as foon as fee it — [y^^<?.] 
Since fo, Mr. Campley, I can as ingenuoully as 1 (hould 
then, acknowledge that I have been in an error. 

[Looking down on her fan • 
Cam. Nay, thatVtoo grekt a condefcenfion. Oh, ex- 
cellence ! I repent ! I fee 'twas but juflice in you to de- 
mand my knees, \KneeUng.'\ my fighs, my conf^ant^ 
tendereft regard and fervice — And you^fhall have 'era, 

fince you are above 'em 

L. Ha. Nay, Mr. Campley, you won't recal me tO' a 

fault you have fo lately ihewn me 1 will not fufifer 

this— no more ecftafies ! But pray. Sir, what was*c 
you did to get my fifter out of the room ?• 
> Cam. You may know it, and I muft defire you to afTift 

my lord Hardy there, who writ to her by me For he 

is no ravifher, as you called me juft now. He is now 

in the houfe ^And I would fain gain an interview—— - 

L. Ha. That they may have— But they'll make little, 
ufe of it : for the tongue is the inftrument of fpcech 
to us of a lower form ; they are of that high order of 
lovers, who know none but eloquent fiknce, andcaa 
utter themfelves only by a gefture that fpeaks • their 

paffion inexpreffible and what not fine thmgs. * 

. Cam. But pray let's go into your fifler's cloiet, while 
th^ are together. 

L. Ha. I fwear I don't know how to fee my fifter— 
(he'll laugh me to death to fee me out of my pantoufles^ 
and you and I thus familiar— However, 1 know (he'll 
approve it. 

Cam. You may boaft yourfelf an heroine to her, and 
the firft woman that was ever vanquiflied by hearing 
truth, and had fmcerity enough to receive fo rough an 
obligation, as being made acquainted with her faults^ 
Come, Madam, (land your ground bravely, we'll march 
in* to her thus. \She leaning on Q^m^^Xty .. 

L. Ha. Who'll believe a woman's anger more ?- I've 
betrayed the whole fex to you, Mr. Campley. \Exeunu 

Re-enter, 
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Re-eftter L^dH^tdyattdCwmpity* •» •. 

Qimf. My lord, her fifter, who now is inine» will 
immediately fend her hither — But be yourfelf— Charge 
her bravely — :— ' 1 wifh (he were a cannon An cigh* 

* teen pounder for your fake— -Then I know, were 

* there occafion, you'd be in the mouth of her * 

L. Ha, I long, yet fear to fee her— —I know I am 
tinable to utter myfelf—— 

Camf>. Coine, retire here 'till (he appears. 
Enter Lady Chariot. 

L. O. Now is the tender moinent'now aj^oaching. 
\^AjideJ\ There he is [They approach amlfalute eqcb other 
tremhling,'] Your lordfhip will pleafe to fit ; [jifier a very 
long paufe^ftolen glances^ and irrefoluU geJiuresJ\ your lord* 
^p, I think, has travelled thofe parts of Italy where 
the armies arc*- ' " ' 
- Lit H. Yes, Madam. 

L. Ch. I think I have letters from you, (kted Mantoa. 
. L. Hd, I hope y6u bavd, Madam^ and that their 
purppfe — -I* : . » 

L. Ch^ My lord ? [Looking ferious and confufed. 

Lk Ha. Was not yout ladyfhip gdng td fay ibme- 
tfaing ? 

L. O^. I only attended to ^Vhat your lordfhip was go* 
ing to fay— That is, my loid--*Butyou Were, I believe, 
go<ng to fsgr fomething of that garden of the world, 
Italy— I am very fbrry 3rour misfortunes in England 
are fuch as make you juftly regret yonr leaying that 
place. 

L« Ha. There is a perfbn in England may make thofe 
loflea inienfible tame. 

L. Ch. Indeed, my lord, there hare fo very few 
•f quality attend^ his majefty^s in the war, that your 
birth and merit may well hope for his favour^. 

Ld. Ha, I liaye, indeed, all the zeal in the world for 
his majefiy's fervice, and moil grateful a&6tion for his 
perfon, but did not then mean \ivc9Lm 

Ld. 0>. Biit can you indeed impartiatiy fay that our 
ifland is really preferable to the reft of the world, or is 
« an arrogance only in us to think fo ? / 

Ld. Ha. i profeh, Madam, that little I have feen has 
Dt . but 
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but more eDdetred England to me; for that medle3r of 
Jitimonrs which perhaps diih^£t» our public af&irs, aacs^ 
roethinks improve our private lives, and makes conver- 
fAtion more various^ and confequently more pleafing<-^ 
Every where elie both men and things have the fame 
GOuntenance«*In France you meet much civility and 
Ktrte friendfhip ; in Holland, deep attention, but little 
reflection; in Italy, all pleafure, but no mirth— But 
here with us, where you have every where preten- 
ders, or maders in every thing, you can^t ^11 into com« 
fany, wherein you ihall not be inftruftcd or diverted. 

L. a. 1 never had an account of any thing from you, 
my lord, but I mourned the loiii of my brother, you 
would have been fo happy a companion for him — With 
that right fenfe of yours-^My lord, you need not boir 
fo obfcquioufly, for I do you but juftice*-*-But you fent 
roe word of your feeing a lady in Italy very like nic— 
Did you viiit her often ? 

Lh, Ha. Once of twice, but I pbfervcd her fo loofc a 
feature, that I obuld have killed her for having. yont 
j>erfon. 

• h*C/j, I tttank ^eru. Sir; but heaven that prcfenrcs 
me unlike her, will, I hope, make her more like mc 
*— But your fellow-traveller — His relations themfelvcs 
kt ow not a jufl account of him. 

L. Ha. The original caufe of his fever was a violent 
paffion for a fine young woman he had not power to 
Ipeak to— but I told her his regard for her as paJionately 
as poflible, 

• L. C/j. You were to him, what Mr. Campley^as 
been to you — Whither am I running — Poor—your Wend 
—Poor gentleman. 

• I^d. Ha. I hope then as Campley'i eloquence is 
greater, fo has been his fuccefs. 

L.C/', Mylord? 

Ld» Ha. Your ladyftiip*s, 

EnUr Laify Karnot. 

Ij, Ha* Undone! Undone! Tattelaid has found, by 
feme means or other, that Campley brought my lonJ 
H..rdy hither ; we are utterly ruined, my lady's coming— 

I A. Ha. Til ilay and confront her. 

^, Cb. It mull nut bc"— •— we are too much in her 
power. 

tenter 
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Enter Camptey. 

Cam. Come, come, my lord, wcVe routed h<>rfe and 
Ibot— Down the beck (lairs, and fo out. [^Exeuntm 

Ladies, Ay, ay 

L, Ha, I tremble every joint of *me— 

L. Ch. Vm at a fland a little, but rage will recover 
me ; ihe's coming in ' 

Enter WlJow, 

Wtd. Ladies, your fervant— I fear X. interrupt you, 
have you company ? Lady Harriot, your fervant, lacify 
Chariot, your iervant ? What, not a word — Oh, I beg 
your ladyfliip's pardon — Lady Chariot did I fay ? My 
young lady Brumpton,' I wifh you joy. 

L. Cb, Oh, your fervant, iady dowager Brumpton— v 
That's an appellation of much more joy to you 

IVid. So fmart, Madam ; but you (hould, methinki, 
have made one acquainted— Yet, Madam, your conduit 
is feen through 

L. Ch. My condu^, lady Brumpton \ 

Wtd. Yourcondu^k, la^ Chariot J 

[Camiftg up to each otbrr. 

L. Ch. Madam, ^tis you are feen through all your 
thin difguifes— — — 

Wtd I feen ? By whom ! 

L. Ch. By an all-piercing eye; nay, by what you 
much more fear, th^eyeof the world — The world feet 
you, or ftiall fee you : it (hall know your fecrct intern^ 
pcrance, your public fafting— Loofe poems in y«tHr 
c]§rer, an homily on your toilette— Your eafy &ilful 
pra^tifed hypocnfy, by which you wrought on your 
hufhand bafeiy to transfer the trud and ward of us, two 
hclplefs virgins, into the hands and care of—- 1 cannot 
name it— You're a wicked woman. 

L. Ha. {Afide.^ Ob, rare fifter ! 'tis a fine thing to 
keep one's anger in (lock by one j we that are angry and 
pleafed every half hour, having nothing at all ofall this 
high-flown fury ! Why, (he rag^s like a prince(s in a 
tragedy ! Blcifings on her tongue— 

Wid. Is this the cfFeft of your morning le^lurcs, your 
felf>ezamination, all this fury. 
{«, 0u Yes, it is, Ma^am, if I take pams to govom 
J> A m.jr 
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my paffions, it ihal) not gire licemce to othen to goyem 
Vol tor tne ■ 

HQtL Well, l.ady Chariot, however you ill defervc-it 
of ine, I fl^all take care, while there ore locks anc^ bars, 
fo keep you from lord Hardy-^From beija^ft Iciger lady, 
Irom carrying a.knapfack. 

L. Ch. Knapfack ! Do you uobfaid the poverty your 
OWQ wicked arts have brought him to-^Knapfack ! Oh^ 
grant me patience, can I hear this of the man I love ? 
Knapfack ! I have not words. [Stamps ahoutthe room* 

Wid. I leave you to cool upon it ; love aj^ anger are 
"very warm paiSojls lE;f ii» 

1/. Ha, She has locked us in ■ ■ ' 

L. C/j. Knapfack ? W^eli, I will break walls to to to 
him«i»-* I could fit down and cry my eyes out \ Oftr 
^ fiHer^ what a rt^e have Xbe^in?' Knapfack! I'll 
give vjent to my juft refentme^ — Oh, how (hall I avoid 
this bafe woman, how meet that£xceUej?t m^ 1 ' Wl^^t 

* an helplefs condition are you and I in now? If we run 
' into the world, that youth and innooence, w|iich 

* fliould demand aMance, does but attradb invaders. 

• Will Providence gMard u^ ? How do I fee thatoyr fex 

• is naturally indigent of protcSion?*— I hofe ^is in 
fate to crown our loves ; foritk pnlj in the prpteitioA 
«f men 'of boi^ojiiur, that we are naturally truly ft fe j 

^ And wo)nan'« bapp^iefs, for all ber (coro, 
' h o^y by chat &le whence' flie was born,' 

End of the Second Act. 



ACT. ill. 
^«//r2>r</. Hardy, Camplef, ^aw^ Trim. 

LojLD Hardy. 

THAT jade Tattel^&w me upon the flairs, for J- 
had not patience to keep my concealment, but mud 
peep out to fee what was become pf you. 

Ca^, But we have advice* however, it feems from 
the garrifon already — this miiStrels of Trim's is a" mighty 
lucky accident ■ 

Trt'/Tf, Ay, gentlemen, flic has free egrefi and regrcfs, 

and 
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anJyon know the French are the beft bred people in the 
world— ihe*ll be affiftant— but, *faith, I have one fcru- 
ple that hangs about me — and that is— Look you, my 
ford, we fervants have no mafters in their abfence— 1^ 
^ word, when I atn with MademoifeUe, I talk of vour 
lordihip as only a particular acquaintance, that I cb 
bufinew indeed for you fometimes— I mufl needs fay» 
cries I, thar indeed my lord Hardy is really a perfon 1 
have a great honour for. 

Ld, fe . Pi(h! is that all ? I underftand you — your 
niftrefs does not know that you do me the honour to 
clean my (hoct or fo, upon occafion— -Pr'ythee^ Will^. 
ftake yourfelf at confiderable as you pleafe. 

Tritn. Well then, your leflbn is this — --She out o7 
her refpeft to me, and underflanding Mr. Campley was 
an indmate of my friend my lord Hardy, and conde.- 
fcending (though fhe is of a great houfe in France) to 

Jnake mantua's for the improvement of the Englilh 

which gives her cafy admittance— She, I fay, moved 
by thefe promifes, has vouchfafed to bring a letter fron> 
my lady Harriot to Mr, Campley, and came to me to 
bnhg her to him. You are to underfland alfo, that (he 
is dreffed in the lateft l^rench cut ; her drefs is the model 
<>f her habit, and herfelf of their manners -^ for fhe is— 
But you ih^ll fee her^ t^*'^- 

lA, Ha* This gives me fome life f — Cheer up, Tom— 
but behold the folemnity— Do you fee Trim's gaJlaniry ? 
I fliaU laugh out. 

£nt£r Trim leading in MademoifeWe. 

Trim* My dear lord Hardy, this is MademoifeUe 
d*Epingle, whofe name you've often heard me figh — 
[Lard Hzrdyjalutes ber,} Mr. Campley— MademoifcHc 
d'Epingle. [Campleyy2i/v/« /jen 

Mad. Votre fervante, gentlemen, votre fervantc — 

CafH. I proteft to you, I never faw any thing fo be* 
coming as your drefs— fliall I beg the favowr you'd con* 
defcend to let Mr. 'Trim lead you once round the room, 
that I may admire the elegance of your habit— — 
f ITrim leads her ronhd. 

Ld. Ha. How could you afk fuch a thing ? 

Cam, Pfliaw, my lord,, you'ma baihful Engliih fello\« 

•-You fee fhe is not furprlfed at it, but thinks me gaU 

D i but 
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lant in defiring it— *Oh, Madam ! your air I — The i^lgr 
ligence, the difengagement of your manner ! Oh, how 
delicate is your noble nation — ' 1 fwear, there's none 
' but the clumfy Dutch and £ngli(h would oppofe fuch 

* polite conquerors*— When (hall you fee a^ finglifli 
woiban fo drefled ? 

MaJ, De Englife ! poor barbaiian?, poor favages, dey 
Icnow no more of de drefs, but to cover dere nakedneyi 
[Oiii/es along the room*} Dey be closed, but no dre(re4-^ 
But, Monfieur Terim, which MonfieurCaippley? 
Trim. That's honeft Tom Camplev^ ■ , 
Cam, At yourfervice, Madcmoiielle ■ ■ 

MaJ. I fear I incur de ceufure, [^Pulling out the letter^ 
wtd recdlU^ing as^loth to delin/er it,^ but IVjr. Terim being 
your intimate friend^ and I defigning to honour him 14 
de way of an hu(band--So, (b, how do I runaway in 
difcourfe — -I never m^kepromife to Mr. Terim before, 

^nd now do it par accident ^ 

Cam- Dear, Will Trim \% extremely obllgipg in having 
prevailed upon you to do » thing, that the fc'verity of 
your virtue, ana the greatnefs of your quality, * (though 

* a ftranger in the country you now honour by your 

* dwelling in it)' would not l^t you ptherwife condeKen4 
to 

Mad* Oh, Monfieur! Oh, Monpevr ! ypufpeakmy 
very thoughts— Oh, I don't kqow how I Pardon me to 
give a billet — it fo lopk ! Oh fy 1 I cannot fl^y after ic 
'*^\props it^ rum affeHcdly to the other end of the room^ 
then quite out^ re'euterf,} I beg teiji {fcoufand pardons for 
go fo mal'-R-PFopos. ^ [C^Wfi asg^ipg. 

td. Ha. Your fervant, good Madam-^Mr. Trim, yoa 
l^now you command bei^— pray, if Madame d'JEpIngle 
will honour our cottage with longer flay, wait on her in 
sind entertain her— Pray, Sir, be free ■ ■ 

Trim* My lord, you know your pow^r over me, I^m 
all coraplai (ance ILeads her out. 

Cam* Now to my dear epiflle — -^ ' 

" Sir, 
«' There is one thing which you were too generous to 
touch upon in our lafi converfatiort— We have reaibii' to 
fear the widow's pradicei in relarion to our fortime, if 

Jim 
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you are not too quick for her— I aik lady Cbarlpt whether 
this is not her fcnfe to Lord Hardy — She fays nothing. 

but lets me write on Thefe people always have, and 

will have admittauce every where, therefore we may hear 
from you. 

1 gm, Sir, 

Your moft obedient fcrvant, 

Harriot Lovejuy/ 

My obedient krvfitit ! Thy obedience (hall eirer be «i 
voluntary as now — ten thoufand thouiand kifles on thee 
— — Thou dear papers— -Look you, my bttU^— What 
a pretty liand it is I 
' Ld. /&• Why, Tom, thou doft not give me leave 

to fee ic«— ^you &itoh it to yoor mouth fo y ott^ 

fBfle the poor lady— — — 

Csm. i/ook you, my lord, all along the lines, here 
went the pen, and thiou^ the white intefvaU her fnowy 
fingers. Do you fee, this is her name — ^ 

Ld. Ha. Na}^, there's kdy Chariot's n^metooin the 
midft of the letter*— -Why, you'l) not be fa uncon* 
fcionable—— you're fo greedy, you'll give me one kift 
fure 

• Cam. Well, you fliafl, but you're fo eager**<loii^t 
bite me— for you (han't have it in your own hands-** 
there, there, there — Let go my hand*-*-*- 

' Ld. /fa/What an exquifite pleaiure there is la dits 
foolery - But whatihail we do? 

Cam. I have a thought; pr'ythee, my lord, call Trim, 

* Ld. Ha. Ha, Trim— - 

Cam, Hdld, Mr. Trim*— 'You forget his miftrefr is 
there. 

Ld. Ha.. Cra'mercy-— Dear Will Trim, dep in hither. 

Cam. Ay, that's fomething-— 
Enttr Trim. 
T/im, have hot I feen a young woman (bmetimescarr^ 
Madame d'£pingle^s trinkeu i&.her, comii^ from my 
lady Brumpton's. 

' 7'rim. Yes, you might have foea fuch a o^e, ihewaici 
for her now. 

Cam, Do you think you could not psevail for me tor 
bedicfled in th^t wench's clocfaeiy ana acteod your mif« 

tiei«. 
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trefft In her Utttd thither; They'U notxlream weflkiuU 
fo foon attempt again. 

Trim. Yes, Iliengage. 

Cam. Then, WeMl truft the fcft to our good genius ; 
m about it inibmtly— Harriot Lovel y ^ • 

[Extt^'kijfng the letter^ 
Enter Widow and Taftleaii 

Wid. This was well done of you ; be fure you take care 
of their young lady fhips ; you flialS, I prodiifis you^ hav^ 
a fnip in the fale of them. 
, Ttf/. I thank your good ladyfliip. 

Wtd. Is that the porter's paper of how d'ye's ? 

* Tat. Yes, Bladatn, he juft^fentit up; his general an* 
fwer is, that you are as well as can be expedect in youc 
condition; but that you fee nobody. 

Wldi That's right — [Reading names.'} Lady Rig^1e« 
Lady Fcwmal— Oh, thatRiggle ! a pertoglcr— an iridif- 
creet, (illy thing, who is really known by no man,, yet for 
bercarriageju^y thought common to all; and as For- 
mal has only the appearance of virtue^ fo fhe has only the 
appearance of vice— '-~-* What chance, I wonder, put 

* thefe contradidions to each other into the fame 

* coach, aa you fay ihey called/— Mr8» Frances a^d Mrs. 
Winnifred Glebe, who are they ? 

Tat. They arc the country great fortunes, have been 
out of towB this whole year ; they are thofe whom your 
ladyfhip faid upon bebg very well born, took upon them 
to be very ill bred. 

M7^. Did I fay fo ? Really J think it was apt enou^^ ; 
now I remember them— -Lady, Wrinkle : Oh, that 
fmug old woman 1 there is no enduring her aftedation of 
youth; but I plague her; I always alk whether her 
daughter in Wiltfliirew^has a grandchild yet or not ■ 

* Lady Worthy : I can't b^ her company, llie has fo 

* much of that vktue in her heart, which I have in my 

* mouth only. {^fidf-V Mrs. Afierday : Oh, that's 

ihe that was the great beauty, the mighty toaft about 
town, that's juft come out of the fm^-pox ; .fte is hor- 
ribly pitted, they fay ; I long to fee her, and plague hev 
with my condolence. 'Tis a pure ill-natured fatisfadioQ 

. to fee one that was a beauty unfortunataly move with the 
lame languor, and fofitneiVof bdiaviour, that once was 

charming 
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cMrmiflf io.Jbi^tj ipfte,I6|r, ktrju^oidfy^ thatu&Ato 
kill; ba, ha,. ha ! -o^-^llie «eft a£e « x»ta1ogue of mere 
lu^es or tkle» the)r were Ikmh to; An iiifipid croud of 
seiti^^r good nor haA* But 70U jtse fine fohere other la- 
dies {^fc& Aot in the leaftithat I JcnoMTof tjieir OMiux^r ^ 
?a/. No, 4eiir Madam ; ihey atse toj& forme* 

Ihave noHT aa .eslouiibe pl6ftfii|:i ia the thov^^ of fw- 
. i^afibg i»y Z#^ dly, who pretends 40 ^ve OEUt-griened 
the whole towii for h^Uifiiaiid. They are certainly 
coming. Oh, no ! beoe kt me«^th»9 let me £t and tliink 
*^Wfd»w Hf her c$uch ; nMk J>€ is raving , .as tahev" 
Jtlf, TattkaU fofily iuintdMfa iktla^s.^ Wnetcliedp dif- 
ixw^>b(e as I am ! Oh, welcome, welcome, dear, kilMg 
aaguifti ! Oh^ that I looiild: lie down and die ia m v prefent . 
heayinefs 1 But .what— 4iow ? Nay, my dear, dear lot^d, 
i% io you Jook -fo pak, io ghaftly at:«aei Wx>ttoo^ 
\i^l»ff» ! £»ght th^ jovin tcea[U>ling, ihi«eriaig ivife«*«^-i^ 
ftf/. N,ay4 good Ms^am, be cooftfionted* 

Wyi* Thou ihak eot hare m e \Pnifes Tat. 

' 7at. Nay» good Madam, 'tk I, 'tis I, .your huLyifhipf^a 
9911 w^gsrx»o. . 'Tkl, M$tfiam,thaC;dcei8 yooi, talk to yo«« 
and tell you all tha^s done in the houfe evtiy <kf ; 
'm % 

Wi4. hk^ViipfMAt^ la ktheiipoiSbktbatlafo 
kCc^ Sp«|k m itte. not, hold me not ; Tli btieak the 
liflening walls with my complaints. [Looks furfr^d at 
fiein^ ih cmpa^y^ ^n finurdjat Tattlcaid.] Ah Tat- 
tleaid!— 

t La^ Nay, M(M^, be oot aogry at her; w« swpuhl 
fOBie in fpitis of b^r$ wne are your fcjoids^ aixlarsas 
concerned ai y^uar^^ 

ff7^ Afa) Madami, Madam^ Madam, Madam, I am 
an u«dpn^ woman ! 0h« mei ol^s^ ^as^ ! Oh,.ah I {4K^ 
Jpin h her im/<?».3 I liraoft ! I «iq>ke ! [FaitOs. 

% La. tr^f Mm. Tatsdieaid, briog foBiething that ia 
rnHzl to ber. lExU Tattlctil. 

% La* Jttdcod, Madam^ yoytiks^M haare patience 1 Ua 
Jordihip wniii^d. To. die k but^K befom ib a jpua* 
i^ «e«Mifl dl tfidcQ. 

. - Mmr 
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- £iy/^ Tatdeaid, UaiidvHtb UtiUs % ^d La^ iakii a < 

tie from ber and drinksm 

4 La. Lord, hovirniv Lady Fleer drinks! I have heard^ 

indeed, but neirer could beliere it of her. [Drinks~al/h^ 

1 La. But, Madasn, don't you hear what the towtk 
fays of the j^t. Flirt, the men liked fo much in the Park ? 

■ Hark ye— —was fcen with him in ahackbey coacla 
— * and filk ftockings*—*key. hole— —his wig— - 
on ^he chmr \J^{ffns by interruption;^ 

2 La. Impudent flirt, to be found out ! 

3 La. But I fpeak it only to you. 

4 La. Nor I, but to one more. [IVbi^ers next nxyomamm^ 
j La. I can't belieye it ; nay, I always thought ic 

Madam. ^ \Wbifperstheix)ida'vom 

Wid. Sure 'tis impoffible ! the demure, prim thing-^ 

Sure all the world is hypocrify— — Well, I thank my 
, Aars, whatfoever fufierings I have, I havie noqe in repq* 

tation. I wonder at the men ; I could never think her 

handfome. She has really a good fhape and complexion^ 
. but no mien ; and no woman has the nfe of her beauty 

without mien. Her charms are dumb, they want ut- 
, terance. But whither does diftra£tion lead me to talk of 

diarms? 

I La. Charms! a chit's, a girl's charms^! Come, 

let us widows be true to ourftlves, keep our countenan* 

ces and our charaders, and a fig for the maids, I mean 

the unmarried. 

J La. Ay, fince they will fet up for our knowledge 

why (hould not we for their ignorance ? 

3 La. But, Madam, o' Sunday siioming at church, I 
vcurtfied to you, and looked at a great fiifs in a glaring 

light drefs, next pew. That flrong, maicuUne thing ii^a 
knight's wife, pretends to all the tendemefs-in the world, 
and would fain put the unwieldy upon us, ^ the foft, 
the languid. She has of a fudden Iot her dairy, and hx\ 
.up for a fine town lady ; qalls her maid Cifly, her woman, 
.fpcaks to her by her fumame of Mrs. Chenyfid, and h^ 

Seat foot-boy of nineteen, big enough for a trooper, is 
ipped into a laced coat, now Mr. Page, fbrfooth. 

4 1m. Oh, I have feen her— WeU, I heartily piqr 
fome people for their wealth ; they might have been un« 
known elie— «->You wo^ld die, Madajn, to fee her and 

her 
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lier equipage : I thoof^t the honeft fat dti| her horfes, 
were afhamed of their Winery ; thej dragged on, as if they 
were all at plough, and a ^reat baihful-look'd booby be- 
hind, grafp'd the coach, as if had held one. 

; l!tf. Alas! fome people think there is nothing but 
being fine to be genteel : but the high prance of the 
horfes, and the bri& infolence of the fervants in an equi* 
page- of quality, are inimitable : * but to our own b^fb 
* Zad fervants.* 

1 La. Now you talk of an equipage, I envy this ladjR 
the beituty fbe will appear in in a mourning coach, it will 
fb become her complexion ; I coniefs I myfelf mourned 
for two years for no other reaibn. Take up that iiood 
there. Oh, that fair ^cewith a veil ! 

[T/jey take up her hood. 
Wtd. Fie, fie, ladies ?— But 1 have been told, in* 
deed, black does become 

2 ha^ Well, in take' the liberty to fpeak it, there vi 
young Nutbrain has long had (I'll be fworn) a ^flion for 
<thi8 kdy : but Til tell you one thing I fearfheildiflike^ 
diac is, he is younger than ihe is. 

3 La. No, that^s no exception ; but 1*11 tell you one, 
he is younger than his brother. 

Wtd. Ladies, talk not of fuch a£&ir8. Who coul4 
lovefuch an unhap|>y reli^ as I am ? But, dear Madam, 
what grounds have you for that idle fbry ? 

4 La^ Why, he toafts you, and trembles where you are 
fpcke oi. It mufl be a match* 

. Wid, Nay, nay, you rally, you rilly; but! know yotJ 
jnean it kindly. 

J La. I fwear we do. 

\y^KX}it2Aidi nahifjiers the Widroi. 

Wid. But I mufl befeech you, ladies, iince you have 
heen io corapaffionate as to vifit and accompany my fbr- 
>ow, to gtve me the oily comtbrt I can now know, to 
fee my friends chearful, and to honour an entertainment 
Tattleaid has prepared within for you. If I can find 
ilrength enough, Til attend you ; but' I wifb you would 
czcufft me, for I have no relifh of food or joy, but will 
try to get a bit down in my own chamber. 

I La, There is no pleafure without you. 
.. 1f^. But, Madami ImuHbegofyourladyfliipnot to 

be 
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he fe importuneto my freOk cdMo&tf^^ an to roention Nut* 
brain any more. I am fure ttare is BOthing in it. la 
love vrkh me, quoiA^a ! {Is led off^ 

[Exemtt Ladies y tsc^ 
Enter Mademoifeliey and Campley m nnwn^s clothes^ 
carrying her wings* 

Mad. I am very glad to be in de ladies andchamber ; 
I wai fhamed of you^ you yon fuch impudent look : be- 
(ides, roe wonder you were notfeized by the conftablei 
when you pti&ed de man into de kennd;^ 

Cojttp^ Why, Ihould I have let him kiifed me ? • 

Mad, No ; bift if you had hit him wit f»i, and fay, 
why^ fure, fancy-box, it beoii enough ; befide, what you 
bitted de gentleman for ofibr kide n&e ? 
. Camp}, 1 beg pardon, I did not know you were pleafed 
fmhitv 

Mad. Pleafc! no; but me rader be kifle den you^ 
Mr. Terim's friend be found out. Could not you'^fey, 
whcB-hckiilbme^furc, lauty^box, dat's meat for your 
mailer. Besides, you take fuch flrided when you walk-* 
Oh, fie ! defe little petie tiny bits a wtMnap fVeps. 
, . IShiiniitig hit fiepm 

Camp. But, pr*ythee, Mademotfeile^ why have you 
loft your Englilh tongue, all of a Aidden ? Methought, 
]wheo the fellow calfed u« French whores,- as we came 
along, and faid we came t6 flarve their own people,. yx>« 
|gxv« ^im ptttty plain Englifli \ he was a dog, a raical, 
youM fend to the ftock o 

Mtsd^ Ha, lia, h^ \ I was in a paffion, and betrayed my-> 
felf ; but you are my lover's friend, and a man of honour, 
therefore know you will do nothing to- injure us. Why, 
Jtf r. Ctmpley,"you muft kno\^ I can fpeak as good Eng- 
lifb as you ; but I don't, for fear of Idling mv cuftomers : 
<hc Eflglifh will never give a price for any thmg they un^. 
•derftand. Nay, I have 'known forae of your fools pretend 
to buy with good breeding, and give any rate, rather than 
not be thought to have French enough to know what 
they arc doing ; ' fttangfe and far-fetched things they on-* 
*• ly like ; don't you fee how they fwallow gallons of the 

* juice of tea, while their own dock-l^ves are tr^ under 

• ibot,' Mum— roy Lady Harriot. 

Smur 
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Smi€r Ladf Harriot- 
Madame, votrc fcrvantc, fcrvante- 



La. H. Well, Mademoifclle, di4 yoa deliver my 
letter? . ' , • 

Mzn, Oui— — - 
^ La. H. Well, and how f Is tbat.itm your Band ? 

^ iw;«^. Oui — -: 

Xa. H, Well, th^, wby .don*t you glvelt me ? 
Ma/I, Oh, fie, lady ! dat be fb nght Eaglife ; de l^ng* 
life mind only de words of dc lovers, but de words of it 
lovers are often lie, but de action no lie. 

]«a. JiTiar. What does the thing mean ? Give me my 
letter.* ., 

Mad, Me didnot deliver your letter. 
l^Ha. No? 

Mali* No, - me tell you me did drop it to fee\Mr, 
Csnnpley, how cavalier t^eit up* As dele me did divp 
; it, £b Monfieur run to take it up. . 

IT6&^ hotb run $0 take it up^ Mad. takes it. 
Had. Dus hedo— dere de letter-— *-,Yery well, very 
welL C*, Tamourl You a^ de manner Mr, .Campley 
' —take it, up better than I ; do. you no fee it ? 

\pi^hothrnn^YUxmig€t$it. 
La. Ha. [Rtadt.^ 

** Madam, 
•* I am glad you have mentioned what indeed I did 
not at that time think of, nor if I had, ihould I have * 

• known how to have fpoken of. But blefs me more thaa 

• fonune can, by turning thofe fair eyes upon, Madam, 

Your moft faithful, 

Moft obedient humble fervant, 

Thomas Campliy.'* 

What does he mean ?— But blefs me more, by turning 
■ Oh, 'tis he himfelf ! \JLoQlung ahput\ ehfir^es Camp. 

. fmU.'\ Oh, the hoyden ! the romp !— I did not think ahy 
thing could add to your native confidence ; but you look 
io very bold in that drefs, and your arms faH off, and 

your petticoats, how they hang » 

Camp, Mademoifelle voulcz vous de falville I'eau de 

^ Hongrie, chez Monfieur Ma^-^hant de, Montpelier— Dis 

for your teet. \^heviing his trifiksis,] * JJe eflci*ce, a little 

£ * book 
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« book French for teach de lelder broders make compU" 

* ments. Will you, I fay, have any thing that I have ? 

* WHl you have all I have, Madam ? 

* La, Ha. Yes, and for the humour's fake, will nc- 

* ver part with this box while I live. Ha, ha, ha I* 
Camf, But, Lady Harriot, we muft not (land laughing ; 

as you obfervc in your letter, delays are dangerous in 
this wicked woman s cuftody of you ; therefore, 1 muft. 
Madam, befeech you, and pray, ftay not on niceties, but 
be advifed. 

La. Ha, Mr. Campley, I have no will but yours. 

Camp. Thou dear creature! — But \^KiJfes her hand^l 
hark'e, then you mud change drefles with MadetnoifellCi 
«nd go with me infbintly. 

La, Ha, .What you pleafe. 

Camp, Madame d'Epingle, I muft defire 3rou t6 comply 
with a humour of gallantry of ours ; you may be fure VVL 
have an eye over the treatment you have upon my ac- 
count, only to change habits with Lady Harriot, and let 
her go while you ftay. 

Mad. Wit all my heart, [Offers to undrtfs berjelf. 

La, Ha, What, before "Mr, Cam|Jley ? 

3W. Oh, Oh^ very Anglaile ! Dat is fo Englife ; all 
women of quality in France are drefs and uncftefs by a 
valet de chambre, de man chamber-maid help complexioQ 
• better den de woman. * [Apart to Har, 

.. , loi. Ha, Nay, that's a fecrec in drefs, Mademoifellc, 
I never knew before ; and am fo unpolifhed an Englifli* 
woman, as to refolve never to learn even to dreis before 
my hulband. Oh, indecency ! Mr, Campley, do you 
hear what Mademoifelle fays ?— — 

Mad. C»i, hiil !-^— Bagatelle. 

La, Ha, Well, we'll run in, a^id be rea4y in an in* 
ftanr. [Exeunt 1m. Harriot and Mademoifelle. 

Camp, Well, I like her every minute better and better. 
What a delicate chaftity (he has ! * There is fomething 

* fo grot's in the carriage of fome wives, (tho* they are 

* honeft too; that they lofe their hu(band*s heins for 

* faults, which, if they have either good nature or good 

* breeding, they know not how to tell them of. But* 
how. happy am I in fUcha friend as Hardy, fuch a mif- 
trefs as Harriot ! 

Continue, 
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Continue, Hcav'n, a gptcful heart to blcft 
With faith m friendimp, and in love fuccds* 



End of the Third Act. 



[Er/Vt 



ACT IV, 

Enfir Widow and Trufty. 

Widow* 

MR, Trufty, you have, I do aflure you, tl\e fame 
place and power in the management of my Lord 
Brumpton's eftate, as in his life-time. I am reduced to 
a neceffity of trufHng him, [j^fiJc,'] However Tattleald 
^ dilTembles the matter, ihe muft be privy to Lady Harri- ' 
ot*s eicape. Mid Fardingale is as deep^ them bjth, and ' 
I fear*will be their ruin, whicTi it is my care and duty io 
prevent. Be vigilant, and you fliajl be rewarded. I ihall 
employ you wholly in Lady Chariot's affairs, (he is able 
to pay fervices done for her. You have fenfe, and un- 
demand me. [£^V Widow. 

Tru/l Yts, I do indeed. underfland ycAi, and could wifh 
another could with as much deceftation as I do $ but m^r 
poor old lord is ii> fhangely, fo bewitchedty enamoured 
of her, that even after this difcovery of her wickednefs, 
1 fee he could be reconciled to her.; and thowgji he ia 
afhamed to confefs to me, I know he Jongs to fpeak with 
her. If I tell Lord Kardy all, to make his fortijne, he 
would not let his father be diihonoured by a public way 
of feparation. If things are acted privately, I know 
^tc will throw us all ; there is no middle way ; I muft 
expofe her, to make a re-union impra£ticable. ' Alas, 
bow is honeft truth baniflied the world, when we muft 



watch the feaibns and ibft avenues to men's hearts^ 
to giain it entrance, even for their own good and intereft. 

Enter L^rd Hardy, Campley> and Trim. 
Ld. jfiT. I forget my own misfortunes, dear Camplfey^ 
whcnl refledlon yourfuccefs. 

Camf. I aflure you it moderates the fwell of joy that 

I am in^i to think of your difficulties. I hope my felici* 

El ty 
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ty 18 previous to 3rour8 : my Lady Harriot gives hct (cr- 
vice to you, and we both think it but decent toiu())end our 
marriage, till your and Lady Chariot's affairs arc in the 
fame pofture. 

Ld. H. Where is my Lady ? 

Car/If. She is at my aunt's, my lord, Kut, my lord, 
if you don't interpofe, I don't know how I fhall adju^ 
matters with Mr. Trim, for leaving his miflrefs* behind 
me ; I fear he'll demand Tatisfedion of me. 

Trim, No, Sir ; alas, I can know no fatisfa<^ion while 
Ihcisnn jeopardy! therefore would rather be put in a. 
way to recover her by ftorroing the caftle, or odier feac 
of arms, like a true enamoured Twain as I am. 

* Camfi, Since we are all three then expecting lovers, 

• my lord, pr'ythee let us have that fong of your's which. 

* fuits our common purpofe. 

* Ld. H. Call in the boy. 

* Boy ^j/. 

« Ye minutes, bring the happy hour^ 

* And Chloe blufhing to the bower ; 

* Then ihall all idle flames be o'er, 

* Nor eyes or heart e'er wander more : 

* BothJ Chloe, fix'd for e'er on th^ ; 

* For thou art aU thy fex to roe. 

* A guilty is a falfe embrace ; 

* Corinna's love's a fairy-chace ; 

* Begone, thou meteor, fleeting fire, I 

* And all that can't furvive defire, 

^ Chloe my reafon moves and awe i ^ 

* And Cupid fhot me when he faw. ' * 

* Trim. Look you, gentlemen, fince, as you are plea-*; 

• fed to fay, we are all lovers, ^nd confequently poets/ 

* pray do me the honour to hear a little air of mine. You ' 
^ mu(t know, then, I once had the misfortune to ^11 in 

• love below my felf; but things went hard with us. at 

* that time, fo that my paffion, or, as I may poerically 

• fpeak, my fire, was in the kitchen : it was towards sT 

* ^ook-maid ; but before I ever faw Mrs. Deborah. 

* Ld. //, Come on then, Trim,- let us have it. 

* Trim. 
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* Trim. I itmft run into next ro6tn for a-lute. [Exiu 

* C»n^. This rauft be diverting, C^ the rogue play ? 

* Re-enter Trim, with a fair of tongs, 

* fr/Vw. Dear Cynderaxa herfcU very well underftood 
* this inftruinent, 1 therefore always fung this fong to it^ 
^ as thus ; 

* Cynderaxa, kind and good, 

* Has all my heart and flomach too ^ 

* She makes roe love, not hate my food„ 

* As other peeviih wenches do. 

* When Venus leaves her Vulcan's ceU^ 
^ Which all but I a coal-hole call^ 

^ Fly, fly, ye that above flairs dwell, 

* Her face is wafh'd,. ye vaoiih alL 

^ And^ die's fair, (he can impart 

* That beauty to make all things fine ;: 

* Brightens the floor with wondVous art^ 
^ And at her touch the diflies fhine.. 

* Ld. H. I proteft^ Will, thou.art a poet indeed. And 

* at her touch the diflies flune— — 'And yoa touch yovit 

* hA^ as finely..' 

Enter Boy^ 
Boy. Thcreia one Mr. Trufty below, would fpcakwitk 
my lord. 

Ld. H. Mr. Trufty» my father's fleward ! What can 
he have to fa^ to me ? 
Camf. He is very honefl,.to my knowledge.. 
Ld. H. I remember, indeed, when I was turned out 
of the boufe^ he followed me to the gate,^ and wept over 
me,^ for which I have heard he had hke to have lofl his 
place. But,. however, 1 muft advife with you a little, 
about my behaviour to him. Let us in. Boy, bring 
him up hither ;, tdl him I'll wait on him prefentiy. 

[Exit Boy,^ 
I fliall want you, I believe,,here. Trim.. \^Extu7it.. 

Re-enter Boy and Trufty. 
Boy^ My lord will wait on you. here immediately. 

lExit Boy.. 

ttmf. *Ti0verj well. Thefe lodgings are but homely 

E 3L ' fct 
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for the Earl of Brumpton. Oh, that damned firompet ! 
that I ihould ever know my mailer's wife for fuch. How 
many thoufand things does my head run back to ? After 
my poor father*& death, the good lord took me, becaufc 
hewas a captain in his regiment, and gave me edacatioa* 
I was, I think, three -and-twenty when this young h>rd 
was chriflened — What ado there was about calling him 
Francis ! [fflfes his eyes,} Thefe ai^ but poor lodgings 
for him. I cannot bear the Joy, to think ^at I ^Iball lave 
the family from which I have had my bread. 
Enter Trim. 
Trim. Sir, my lord wiH wait on you immediately. 
Truf, Siij, 'tis nay duty to wntoa htm ■ l ^is Trim is 
goiftg*} But^ Sir, are not you the young maif that at- 
attended him at Chrift-cbarch in Oxford, and have iol* 
lowed him ever fince ? , 

Trim.. Yes, Sir, I am. ^ 

Tru/l Nay, Sir, no harm ; tut you'll thrive tjie better 
for it. 

Trim. I like this old fellow ; I fmell more money. 

[j^. J^xif. 

Truf. I think it is now eight years iGnce I faW him ; l)e 

was not then nineteen, when I toUoWed him to the gatp, 

and gave him fifty guineas, which I pretended his fkther 

^icnt after him. 

Enter LorUH^rdy, 
Ld. i/. Mr, Trufly, I am very glad to fee^ou ; yOu 
look very hale and jolly ; you Wear welt; I am glad to 
fee it — But your commands to me, Mr. Trufty ? 

Trujl Why, my lord, I prefumc to wait upon your 
lordfliip — —My lord, you are ftrangely grown ; ybuare 
. your father's very pidure ; ]^ou are he, my Iprd ; you 
are the very roan that looked fo pleafed to fee me look fo 
fine in my laced livery, to go to court. I was his F«ge, 
when he was juii fuch another as you. He killed me afore 
a great many lords, and faid I was abraVe man's fon, that 
had taught him to exercife his arms. I remember he 
carried me to the gre^r window, and bid me be furc to 
keep in your mother's fight in all my finery. Sh^ was 
the fineft young creature; * the maids of honour hated 
* to fee her at court.' My lord then courted my ^ood 
lady* She was as kind to me on her deaths-bed ; ^ fliife £ud 
"• ' . to 
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|9 mc,Mr.Trufty, take ctrc of my Lord's ieeojs4 mar- 
Tiage for t^ child's lake: (he pointed as well as ihe 
could to you;* you fell a-crying, and &id, fhe ikouldnoc 
die ; but fhe did, my Lord ; (he left the woiid, and na 
mae like her in it. For|^ve me, my honoured mafier^ 
{HF^^j, runs t$ $n^ Lard^ . and bi^s him.} I've often car- 
ried you in thefe arms Uiat grafp you, they were ftronger 
then, but if I die to-m<ttiDW you're worth five thoufand 
pounids by my gift, *tis what IVe got in tHe faoHiy, and 
I return it to you with thank s ' b ut alas, do I live to 
fee you want it ? 

Ld. H. You confound me with all this tendemeis zaA 
generofity. 

2jr». 1*11 trouble you no longer, my Lbrd*^but— ^*^ 
Lid./2^.Callit notadfouble; ft)r— ^ 
7r«. My good Lord, I will not, I fay, indulge myfeif 
in talldng rond tales that melt me, and interrupt. my 
ilory : my bufinefs to your loidilnp in one word, is this ; 
I am in good cimfidence at preient with my Lady 
Dowager, and I know fhe has fome fears upon her, 
which depend upcm the nature of the fettlementto yoMr 
disfavour; and under the rofe*'— — be yourfelfi— — I fear 
your.fiither has not had fair play for hi& life ; be compoied 
. my Lord. What is to be done m this ? We'll not apply to 
^ publickjufHce in this cafe, till we fee farther ; 'twill make 
It noify, which we mvtdt not do, if I might advife. Yon 
Ihall, widi a detachment of your company, fdze the 
corpfe ar it gpe&out of the houte this evening to be inter- 
red in the country, 'twill only look like taking the admi« 
niftmtion uponyburfelf, and commencing a fuit for the 
efbte ; (he has put oflf the lying in fbte, and Lady Har- 
riot's ei^pe with Mr. Campley makes her fear he will 
prove a powerful friend, both to the young Ladies and 
your Lordfhip. * She cannot with decency be fo bufy, 
*■ as when the corpfe is out of the houfe, therefore hafleos 
• •* it.' I know your whole afiair, leave the care of Lady 
Chariot to me, J'll pre-acquaiDt her, that (he may'nt he 
ftigbtned, and'dtfpofe or her fafely to obferve the 
I 'ilfue. . 

Ld. H* I wholly undariland you, it ihalLbe done. 
Tru. I'm fure 1 am wanted this moment for your ia- 
>4enfl at hornet This ring fhall be the pafTport of in- 
telligence, 
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telli^ence, for whom you fend to ai&ult us, < and the re<« 
^ raittance of it fealntwith thb, ihall be authendc firom 

* within the houfe. 
Ld,H. *Ti8very welU 

7r«. Hope all you can wifb, my Lord, from a certaia 
fecrec lelatmg to the eftate, which I'H acquaint yoa 
with next time I fee you. [-^/V. 

Ld. H, Your fervant— This fellow's ftrangdy h<v 
neft^Ha! WilU 

Enter Trim. 
Will, don't the recruits wait for me to fee them at thek 
)f3a:adt before this houfe ? 

Trim, Yes, and have waited thefe three hours* 

Ld. H. Goto them, I'll be there myfelf immediately^ 
we muft attack with them, if the rogues aie flur<ly, thii^ 
rcry evening. 

Trtm. I guefs where— I'm OTeijo3red at it. I'll wa»* 
rant you thoy do it, if I command tn chief* 

La. IL I defign you (hall [Trim runs out jumping. 

* Camp. You feem, my lord, to be in deep meditation. 

* Ld. H. I am fo, but not on any thing that you may 

* not be acquainted with.* 

Enur Trim^ wth a Compawj^ of raggid FtSows^ witit 
a Cane. 

1 Sol. Why then I find, Mr.. Trim, we ihall come (a 
blows before we fee the Frenc h 

Trim. Harkee, friend, 'tis not your afiair to guefs or 
enquire what you are going to do, 'tis only for us com-^ 
manders— - 

2 ScL Tlic French,, pox, they are but a company of 
fcratchjng civet -eats — They fight ? 

Tnm, Harkee, don*t blufler — were not yoa a little mi- 
flak en in your facings at S teenkirk ? 

2 Sol, I grant it ; you know X have an antipathy to the 

French 1 hate to fte the dogs— —Look you here, 

gcntleiten, I was fliot quite through the body— Look 
you. 

Trim, Fry 'thee, look,, where it entered at your back. 

2 Sol. Look you, Mr, Trim, you will have your joJ^ 
we kno\« you are a wit—— Bat what's that to a fighting 
man^ 

• . . E/Uer 
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Kate. Mr. Trim,— Mr. Trim— — 

Trim, Thbgsare not>«» tbey have been, Mrs. Kate^ 
I DOW pay the compaoy^-^-^and tre that pay money ex* 
pcd a little more ceremony—^ 

Kau. Wifl your honour pleafe totaile fome right Frendi 
brandy ? < - . 

Trim. Art thou fure, good woman, *tis right ? \Brinh^ . 
How— French— pray— ^y, if I find ybu'dec^^e me, 
who pay the mcn-»— • {Drinh. 

Kate. Pray, good nuifier, have you fpokc to my lor^ 
ri>outroe? 

Trim. I have, but you Ihall fpeak to him yourfclf— (• 
thou haft been a true campaigiler^ Kate, and we muft 
not ncglei5t thee— Do you fell grey peafe yet . of an 
CTCtttng— Mrs. Matchlock [Drinh ^aitt.. 

Hate. Anything to turn the penny, but I got more by 
ofpng pamphlets this year, than by any thii^ I have 
done a great while— Now^ I am married into the com*, 
pany again, I de%n to crofs jhe feas next year. But, 
maftet, my hufbai^v a Temple porter, and a parliament 
roan's footman, tail night by their talk, made me think 
there was danger of a peace ; why^ they faid all the 
prime people were againfl a war. 

Trim, No, no, Rate, never feap^ you know I ke^p 
great company ; all men are for war, but fome would have 
H abroad, and fome would have it at home in their owa 
country. . 

Kate. Ay, fay you fo : drink about, gentlemen, not a^ 
farthing to pay ; a war is a war, be it where it will ; ■ * 
but pray, Mr. Trim, fpeak to my lord, that when thefe* 
gentlemen hare (hirts I may waih for them* 

Trim, I tell you, if you behave well to-night> yow 
ftall have a fortnight's pay each man as a reward ; hut^ 
here's none of 3rou indullnout, there's a thou^nd thipga 
you might do to help out about this town— as to cry 
pu ff— ■ p uff pies. Have you any knives or fcii^urB! 
to gnnd— — or late in an evening, whip from Grubfheet 
ilrangeaiid bloody news from Flanders— votes from the 
Houus of Commons— buns, rare buns— old filver 
lace, cloaks, fuits, or. coats old ftoes, -boot^ or.hatSw 
But here, here, here's, my lord a coinbg— here's the 

captsun 
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capciiii ; fill! back^into die tank— —There m^ve up ia 
the centre* 

' Ltd. H. Let me fee whether mj ragged friends are* 
ffeady and about me. 

Katt^ Enfign Campley^ enfis^o Campley^ I am over-^ 
jpyed to fee your honour ; ha% me world's furely altered^ 
ha*. 

Cam. It isfo, 'faith Kate; why art thou true to the 
caufe, with the company ilill, honed Amazon* 

. Kmte, Dear foul, not a bit bf pride in him ; but won*!!: 
your honour help me in my bufineis with my lord ? Speak 
for me, noble enfign, do. 

Cam. Speak to him yourfelf, I'll fecond you. 

Kau. Noble captain, ray Lord, Ifuppofe Mr. Trim 
has told your honour about my petition, I ha^e been a 
great fu&rer in the fervice ; 'tis hard for a poor woman 
to lofe nine hulbands in .a war, and no notice taken ; nay^ 
threeof them, alas, in the fame campaign, here the wo- 
man ftands that fays it, I never dripped a man 'till I firft 
tried if he could fbnd on his legs, and if not, I think 
'twas fair plunder, except our adjutant, and he was a pupp;^ 
that made my eighth hulband run the gauntlet for not 
turning his toes out. 

Ld. H. Well, wellconfider thee, Kate ; but fall back 
into the rear. A roll of what ? gentlemen foldiers. 

Trim. to> Bumpkin.^ Do you hear that, my Lord himfeir 
can't deny but we are all gentlemen as much as his ho- 
nour— i- 

Ld. H. reading.'] Gentlemen foldiers quartered in and 
ikbout Guy^Court in Vinegar Yard, in Ruifel-Court in 
Drury-Lane; belonging to the honourable Captain Hardy 'a 
OMipany of foot— So, anfwer to your names, and march 
oif frcMn the left— —Corporal Swagger, march eafy that I 
may view you as you pais by me ; aruihs, Simon Ruffle^ 
Parby Tatoa— there's a ihilling for you— -Tatto, be 
^ways fo tight ; how does he keep himfelf fo clean ? 

frim. Sir, he is a tragedy-drum to one of the play« 
hou&s. 

14. Zr. Private gentleme n A lexander Cowitch, 
Humi^ey Mundungua, William Faggot}^ Nicholas Scab^ 

Timothjf 
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•Kmot^ Megrim, Philip Scratch, Nehcmith Dufl, Hum« 
phrey Garbage, Nathaniel Matchlock. 

Cam. What, is Matchlock come back to the company ? 
that's the fellow that brought me off at Sceenkirk. 

Ld. H. No, Sir, 'tis I am obliged to him for that ; 
' Wfferingto give htm Mffney] there, friend ; you (hall want 
for nothing, I'll give thee a halbert too. 

Kaie. O brave me ! fliall I be a ierJeaQt's lady— i*faith 
I'll make the drums, and the corporals wives^ and compa- 
ny-keepers know their di (lance. ^ 
. Cam^ How far out of the country did you come to lifl? 
Don't you come from Comwal ? How did you bear your 
charges ? 

Match. 1 was whipt from conflable to conftable'— * 

Trim. Ay, my Lord, that's due by the courteiV of 
England to all that want in red coats ; befides, there s an 
z€t that makes us free of all corporations, and that'% the 
ceremony of it. , 

Cam, But what pretence had they for ufing you fo ill^ 
you did not pilfer ? 

MatcL I was found guilty of being poor. 

Cam. Poor devil! 

Ld. H. Timothy Ragg— Ob, Ragg ! I thought when 
I gave you your difcharge, juft before the peace, wc 
ihould never hare had you again ; how came you to VkH 
jsow ? 

Rag. To pull down the French king. 

Ld. H. Bravely refolved— * but pull your ihirt 
• into your breeches,' in the mean time — Jeoffrey Tat- 
tcr-^ — what's become of the ikirts and buttons of your 
coat? 

Tatter. In our laft cjoathing, in the regiment I ferred 
in before, the coloi^l had one ikirt before, the ^gent 
one behind, and every captain of the regiment a 
button. 

Ld. H. Hufli you rogue, you talk mutiny. [Smiling. 

Trim. Ay, firrab, what have you to do with more 

knowledge than that of your right hand from your left ? 

[11 its him a Blow on the He/^d, 

Ld. H. Hugh Clump— —Clump, thpu growcfl a little 
toohe^vy for marching. 

Trim. 
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Trim. Av, myLfprd, but if we don't allonr himtbe 
pay, he*lliunre| for he*s too lame to get into the hof< 
pital, . 

Ld. H. Ricliard Bumpkin : Ha ! a perfe^ country 
hick — how came you, friend, to be a foldier ? 

Bump. An't pleafe your honour, I have been croffid in 
love, and am willing to feek my fortune. 

Ld. H, Well I've fecn enough of them, if you mind 
your affair, and a^ like a wife general, thePc fellows may 
ao— come, take your orders. [Trim puts bis hat on his 
Jtick^ while my hmrd is giving him the ring^ and<whifpers 
ofders.'\ Well, gentlemen, do your bufinefs manwUy, 
«nd nothing ihall be too good for you. 

All* Blefs your honour. [^;rv. Har.tf«^Campley; 

Trim* Now, my brave friends and fcllow-foldiers— — 
\4i^'\ I muft fellow-foldier them juft before battle, like 
a true officer, thou|;h I cane them all the year round be- 
fide— [5/r»/ft>y tf?w/] • M ajor-General Trim, no, pox. 
Trim founds io very ihort and prig^^— — -that my name 
fliould be a monofyllable ! But the foreijgn news will 
write me, I fuppofe, Moniieur pr Chevaber Triraont* 
Seigneur Trimoni, or Count Trimuntz, in the German 
army, I ihall perhaps be called ; ay, that's all the plague 
and comfort df us great men, they do fo tois our names 
about— —But, gentlemen, you are now under my com- 
mand-^-^Huzza ! thrice— —faith, this is veiy pfeafing, 
this grandeur ! why, after all, it is upon the neck of fuch 
fcoundrels as thefe gentlemen, that we^reat captains 
buildour renfifwn— A million or two of thefe fdlow$ 
- make an Alexander, and as that my predeceflbr feid in the 
' tragedy of him on the very, fame occafion, going to Aorm 
for his Statira, ib do I ior my dear fempHrefs^ Madam 
■d'Epinglc. 

When I rufli on^ fure none will dare to ftay ; 

•Tig beauty calls> and gjory leads the way, 

£n0 of the Fourth Act. 
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A C T V. 

£»//r Trufty ^Wi>r^Brumpton. 

Trusty- 

SH E l^nows no moderation in her good fortune; * iV.e 
» has, out of impatience to fee herfelf in her weed?,. 
*^ ordered Her mantua-woman to ftitch up any thing im- 
*■ mediately' — -—You may hear her and Tattlcald laugh 

aloud fhe is fo wantonly merry. 

l,d. J^. But this of Lady Chariot is the very utmoft of 

all- ill * Pray read— -but I muit fit— my late fit 

' of the gout mikes* me a6t with pain and conftraint— — 

* let me lee ' 

Tm. She writ it by the page, who brought it me, as I 
hud wheedled him to do all their pafTages- 
- Ld. ^. [n-aiis.] • 

** You muii watch the occafion of the fervants being 

fone out of the houfe with the corps ; Tattleaid (hall con- 
u<3: you to my Lady Chariot's tipartment— away with her 

-.-and be fure you bed her 

Your affeft'onate filler, Mary Brumpton.** 
Brumpton, The creature — She called as Frank's mo- 
ther was ? Brumpton ! the fucceba I What a devil in- 
carnate have I had in my bofom ? Why, the common 
abandoned tpwn-women would fcruple fuch an adion as 
this * Tho' they have loll all regard to their own 

* chaftity, they would be tepxder of another's why 

* fure file had.no infancy She never had virginity, to 

* have no compallion through memory of her own former 

* innocence*— -This is to forget her very humanity 
her very fex-^— Where is my poor boy ? where'a f ranjc ? 
does not he want ! how has he lived all this time ? — not 

a fervant I warrant, to attend him what company can 

he keep ? what can he fay ofliis father ? 

Tru, Though you made him not your heir, he is fiill 
your fon — and has all the dury and tenderuefs in the 
world for your memory 

Ld. J?, itis impoffible, Trully, it is impoffible— -f 

will not rack m} ielf with the thought, ^hat one I 

have injured can be' fo very good— keep me i i coinft- 

nance--tell me he hates my very name— — w'ou'd not 

F •' afiume 
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aifume my title, becaufc it defcends from me . ■ 
What's his company ? 

Tru, Young Tom Campley, tKey are never afunder. 

Ld. B. I am glad he has my pretty tattler the 

chearftil innocent Harriot— ^r-I hope he'U be good 

to her — he's good-natured and well-bred— 

Tru, But, my lord, (lie was very pun«5lual in order- 
ing the funeral (he bid Sable be fure to lay you 

deep enough— die had heard fuch ftories ot' the 
wicked fextons taking up people— but I wifli, my 
Lord, you would pleafe to hear her and Tattleaid once 
more — ; 

Ld. B, I know to what thy zeal tends ■ ■ but I tell 
3^ou, lince you cannot be convinc'd but that I have ftill.a 
foftnefs tor her— —I fay tho* I had fo, it ihould never 
make metranfgicfs that fcfupulous honour that becomes 

a peer of England if I could forget injuries done my- 

felf thus grofe 1 never will thofe done my friends— 

You knew Chariot's worthy father— no-^ — there's no 

need of my feeing more of this woman 1 behold her 

now with the fame eyes that you do there's a mean* 

nefs in all {he fays or does— (he has a ^reat wit but a 
little mind— fomething ever wanting to make her appear 
my Lady Brumpton fhe has notbing natively great . 

you fee I love her not 1 talk with judgment of 

her 

7r«. I fee it, my good Lord, with joy I fee it— nor 

care how few things I fee more in this World- my fa-, 

tisfadtion is compleat welcome old age— welcome 

decay— 'tis not decay, but growth to a latter being. 

[Exit^ leading Ld, B. 
Ke-enttr Trufty meeting Cabinet. 

Tru, I have your letter, Mr. Cabinet. 

Cah, I hope. Sir, you'll believe it was not in my na-. 
ture to be guilty of fo much bafenefs ; * but being born a 

* gentleman, and bred out of all road of induftry in 
i that idle manner too many are, I foon fpent a fmall 

* patrimony ; and being debauched by luxury, *I fell in- 

* to the narrow mind to dread no inramy like poverty— 

* which made me guilty, as that paper tells you' — and 
had I 'not writ to you, I am fure I never could have told 
you of it. 

Tru. 
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Tru, It is an ingenious, pious penitence in you— mX 

Lord Hardy (to whom this fecret is inelUmable) is * 

noWe natured man andyou fliall find him fuch 

I give you my word 

Cah. I know, Sir, your integrity 

Tru, But pray be there — all that yoa have to do is to 
aik for the gentlewoman at the houfeat my Lord Hardy's 
(he'll take care of you ' And pray have patience, 
where ihc places you, *till you fee me. — \^Ex, Cab.] 
My Lord Hardy *s being at an houfe where tliey receive 
lodgers, has allowed me convenience to place every 
body I think neceflary to be by at her difcovery— — — 
This prodigious welcome fecret I I fee, however imprac- 
ticable honeft adions may appear, we may go on wiih 
^uft hope. 

Alh that is ours, is to be juflly bent. 

And hcav*n in its own caufe will blefs th* event. [Exitm 
* Enter Trim and his Party, 

• Trim. March-up, march up Now we are neat 

' the citadel — and halt only to give the neceflary orders 
•■ forthe engagement— Ha I Clump, Cliunp, — When we 

* come to Lord Brumpton's door, and you fee us cgnvc- 

* niently diiix)fed about the houfe— — you are to wait till 

* you fee acorple brought out of the houfe then to go 

* up to him you obferve the director, and a(k importu- 

* nately for an alms to a poor foldier— — for which yoii . 

* may oe fure you fhall have a good blow or two but 

* if you have not, be fancy 'till yo*u have Then when 

* you fee a file of men got between the houfe and the bo- 

* dy — A file of men, Bumpkin,jis fix men — I fay, when 
« you fee the file in fuch a pofiure, that half the file may 

* face to the houfe, half to the body—- — you are to fall 

* down, crying murder, that the half file' faced to the 

* body may throw it and themfelves over you— I then 

* march to your refcue 'f hen, Swagger, you and your 

^ party fall in tofecure my rear, while I march off with 

* the body T hefe are the orders— ^and this, with a 

* little improvement of my own, is th« fame difpofition 

* Villeroy and Catinat made at Chiari. 

[Marches off <i\3ith his party. ^ 
¥ z . Ettter 
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E.ntcr Widow in deep mournings with a dead fquirrel on, 
her arjfi^ and Vattleaid. 

Wid. Itmuilbefo — It muft beyourcareleffnefs*— — 
What lind the page to do in my bed- chamber ? 

'fat, ludccd. Madam, I can't tell — ^But I came in aad. 
catch'd him wringing round his neck 

Wid» Tell the rafcal from me — he fliall romp with 
the footmen no more— No-: — Til fend the rogue in 
a frock to learn Latin anK)ng the dirty boys that come 
to good — I H ill — But it is ever fo among thefe creatures 
that live on one's fuperfluous'affe<5tion8 j a lady's woman ^ 
page, and fquirrel, are always rivals* 
Poor harn^lefs animal— pretty ev'n va death. 
Peath might have over-look'd thj^ little life 
How couid*il thou, Robin, leave thy nuts and hie ? 
' How was't, importunate deareft, thou fliould'ft die i 

* Thou li^ver didft invade thy neighbour's foils : 

' Never mad'ft war with fpecious iliews of peace : 

* Thou never haft depopulated regions, 

* But chearfully didft bear thy little chain, 

* Content — So I but i^^ thee with this hand.' 

\ Tat, Alas ! alas ! we are all mortal : conilder, Madam^^ 
my Lord's dead too, 

Wid. Ay, hut our «nim«l fricnd« do wholly ilie; ad 
hufband or relation, after dcflth, is rewarded or torw 

men ted— -that's fomc confolation ■■■ I know htfs 

tedrs are falfe, for die hated RoIhA alwayg ■ * [ ^ffideJ] 
But (lie's a well-bred diilioneft fervant, that never fpeak^ 
a painful truth— — But 1*11 refolve to conquer my a^ 

ilittion Never fpeak more of Robin — i^*— Hide him 

there-^ — But to my drefs— — How foberly magnificent 
is bbck — and the train— I wonder how widows canae tt) 
wear fuch long tails ! 

Tat. Why, Madam, the ftatelieft of all creatures hdH 
the longeft tail, the peacoci:, nay't has of all creatures 

the fineft mien too except your ladyiiiip, who are a 

phcenix — 

ffld* Ho ! brave Tattleaid But did not you ob- 

obferve what a whining my Lady Sly made, when fhe had 
*drank a little ?' Did you believe her ? Do you think there 
are really people forry for tljeir. huibands ? 

Taft 
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Tat. Really, Madam ^ fon(ie men do learc their for- 
tunes in fuch diftradlioB, that I believe it may be— - 

1 \^Sfeaksivhbfitts in ber mouth, 

Wid. But I fwear I wonder how it came up to dreft 

us thus 1 protcll, when all my equipage is ready, 

and I move in full pageantry, I fhall fancy myfelf an 
ambafladrefs from the commonwealth of women, the 

diftrefled ftate of Amazonia to treat for men--— -But 

I pro tell I wonder how two of us thus clad can meet witk 
a grave face— metbinks they fliould laugh out like 

* two fortune tellers, or* two opponent lawyers that know 
each other' for cheats. 

Tah Ha! ha! ha! I fwear to you, Madaip, your 

Ladyfliip*s wit will choke me one time or other 1 had 

like to have fwallowed all the pins in my mouth — 

* Wid. But, Tatty, to keep houfe fix weeks, thar*s 

* another barbarous ciiflom j but the reafon of it, I fup- 

* pofe, was that the bafe people (hould not fee people of 

* quality may be as afflicted as ihemfelves » 

* Tat, No; 'tis becaufe they lliould not fee them a< 

* merry as themfelves. 

* Wid, Ha ! ha ! ha ! hufley, you never faid that you 

* fpoke laft why *tisjufl 'tis fatire I'm fure 

* you faw it in my race, that I was going to fay it— 'twas 

* too good for^ou Come lay down that fcntenceand 

* the pin-culhion, and pin up my ihoulder— Hark'ye, 

* hufley, if you fhou'd, as I hope you won't, out-live 

* me, take care I an't buried in flannel, *twould never 

* become me I'm furc That they can be as merry r 

* well, I'll tell my new acquaintance What's her 

' name ? flie that reads fo;much, and writes verfes— 

* her hufband was deaf the.firft quarter of a year -I 

* forget her name That expreflion flie*ll like— ^Well, 

* that woman does divert me ft ran gel y»— I'll be very 

* great with her — (lie talk'd very learnedly of the ridi- 
^ cule, 'till flie was ridiculous — then flie fpoke of the de- 

* cent — of the agreeable— of the infenfible — file deiign^ 

* to print the difcourfe but of all things I like her 

' notion of the infenfible. 

* Tat, Pray, Madam, how was that ? 

* Wid. A moll ufeful dlfcoiu-fe to be inculcated In. our 
4 teens— the purpofe of it is to difguife ourapprehen- 

* fion in this ill bred generation of men, who ipeik bev 

F 5 * fore 
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* fore women what they ought not to hear— —As now 

* fuppofe you were a fpark in my company, and yea 

* fpoke fome double entendre 1 look thus! but be a 

* fellow, and you fhaH fee how 1*11 ufe you The in- 

* fenfible 13 ufeftil upon any occafion, where we feemjngly 

* negledV, and fecretly approve, which is our ordinary 

* common cafe Now fuppolc a coxcomb dancing, 

* prating and playing his tricks before me to move me — 
« without pleafure or diflaik in my countenance I look 

* athim— j^ft thus— but— Ha! ha! ha! I have found 

* out a fiipplement to this notion of the infcnfible, for 
- * my own ufe, which is infallible, Tind that is, to have 

< always in my head all that they can fay or do to me — 

* fo never be forprifed with laughter, the occafion of 

* which is always fudden , .,, 

* Tat. Oh, my Lady Brumpton fTatrieaid lr(nvs and 
€ cringes.] My Lady— your mofl obedient fervant— 

* l$ld. Lookyou,wench, you feebythe art of infen- 
« fibility I put you out of countenance, though you were 

* prepared for an ill reception— 

Tat. Oh! Madam ,howjuftlyare you formed for 

* what is now Men to you, the empire of mankind-—- 

* JFid. O Sir, that puts me out ot all my infenfibility 

* at once— that was fo gallant— '[^ mijc tvithin^Bring 

h'm along, hin^r him along. ] Ha ! what noife is that 

tiat noil'c of fighting Run, I fay ^Whtther are 

y)u going What, are you mad- Will you leave 

ine alone Can't you ft.r— What, you can't take 

your mefiage with you Whatever 'tis, I fuppofe you 

a-enot in the plot ; not you Nor that now they re 

b eakina open my houfe for Chariot Not you* Go 

Ite whafs ihe matter I fay, I have nobody 1 can truft 

One \Exit Tattleaid.] minute 1 think this wretch honefl, 
and the next faUe Whither fti^ll I turn me ? 

Tat. Madam— —Madam. [Re entring. 

W'id, Madam, Madam, will you fvvaUow* me gaping— 

Tat. Pray, good my Lady, be not fo out of> humour 

But there is a company of rogues have fet upon ouir 

fervants and the burial man's, while others ran away vrith 

thecorpfe-r ' .i j^ 

md. How, what can this-mean ? what can they dp 

wit}i 
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with it! * Well, 'twill fave the charge of inicrmcnt—-* 
• But to what end ? 

Enter Trufty, anJ a fervant hUod^ and dirt^j baling ik 
Clump and Bumkin. 

Ser. ini teach you better manners— —Fll poor foldier 

you You dog you, I will— Madam, here are two of 

the rafcals that were in the gang of n^ues that carried 
away the corpfe — 

Hid. We'll examine them apart Well, firrah, 
what are you ? whence came you ? what's your name ? 
firrah . [ CI u mp makes Jigns as a dumb man • 

Ser, O you dog, you could fpeak loud enough juft now, 
firrah, when your brother rogues mauled Mr. Sable— 
we'll make you fpeak, firrah— 

Wid^ Bring the other fellow hither— I fuppofe you 
will own you knew that man before you faw him at rojr 
door ? 

Clump, I think I have feen the gentleman's face. 

\B(m)ing to Bumkin, 

Wid. The gentleman's I the villain mocks me 
But, friend, you look like an honeft man, what are.you ? 
whence come you ? What are you, friend ? 

Bnmb. I'fe at prefent but a private gentleman, but I 
was lifted to be a ferjeant in my Lord Hardy's company 

I'fe not afhamed of my name, nor ot my kop- 

tin 

Wtd. Leave the room all. 

lExeunt all hut Trufty and Tattleaid. 

Mr. Trufty Lord Hardy ! O that impious young man 

-ythus, with the facrilegious hands of ruffians to divert 
his father's afhes from their urn, and reft— ——I fufpedt 
t' is fellow. {ajtde.'\ Mr. Trufty, I muft defire you to be 

f^ill near me I'll know the bottom of this, and goto 

Lord Hardv!s lodgings as I am, inftantly^= — 'Tis but the 
backfide of this ftrect, I think— — Let a coach be called 
— Tdttleaid, as foon "as I am, gone — condudt my brother 
and his friends to Lady Chariot, away with her — bring 
Madamoifelle away to me — that (he may not be a witnefs 

Come, good Mr. Trufty. [Exeunt. 

Enter Ld, Hardy, leading Harriot; Campley and Trim. 

Lady Har, Why then 1 find this Mr. Tri^n is a perfe<a 
general — ?m* but I'll affure you, Sir, I'll never allow yo\i 

' an 
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« an bero, who could leave your miftrcfs behind you ; 

* you fliould have broke the houfe down, but you fhould 

* have brought Madamoifelle with you. 

Trim. No really, Madam, I have feen fuch ftrange 

* fears come into the men's heads, and fuch flrange re- 

* folucions into the women's, upon the occafion of ladies 

* following a ca^p, that I thought it inore difcreet to 

* leave her behind me — my fuccefs wilt naturally touch • 

* her as much as if (he were here 

* Lady H» A good intelligent arch fellow this, [afide."] 
But were not you faying, my Lord, you. believed Lady 
Brumpton would follow hithe r ■ if fo, pray let me be 
gone 

Ld, H, No, Madam ; I mufl befeech your Ladyfliip 
to {lay, for there are things alledged ag^inft her which 
you, who have lived in the family, may perhaps, giv# 
light into, and which I can't believe even (he could be 
guilty of. • 

. Lady Ha. Nay, my Lord, that's generous to a folly» 
for even for her ufageof you (without rcgavd to myreU*) 
I am ready to believe fhe would do any thing tliat can 
come into the head of a clofe, malicious, cruel, defigning 
woman. 

Enter Boy. 

. Boy., My Lady Brumpton's bdowj 

hzdy Ha, I'll run then 

Cam. No, no, (land your ground ; you are a foldler's 

.wife. Come, we'll rally her to death 

L. iifo. Pr*yibee entertain her a little, while I go in • 
for a moment's thought on this occafion, ^ lExIt, 

Lady Har. She has more wit than us both 

Cam. Pfbaw, no matter for that Be fure, as foon 

as the fentence is out of my mouth to clap in with fome- 

thing elfe and laugh at all I fay ; I'll be gnjieful, 

and burftmyfelf at my pretty witty ^ wife ——We'll fall in 

(lap upon her, (he (han't have time to fay a word of 

the running away. 

' flfiter Lady Brumpton ^«^Tr\ifty. 
O, my Lady Brumpton, your I adyftiip's* mod obedient 

fervant. This is my Lady Harriot CamjSley Why, 

Madam, your Lady/hip is immediately in your mourning 
•——Nay, as you have more wit than any body, (f« 

what 
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wbat feliloni wits have) you have more prudence too- 
Other widows have notBing in readinefs but a fecond 
huiband — but you, I fee, h;S your very .weeds and dref« 
lying by you • 

L. Ha. Ay, Madam ; I fee your Ladyfliip is of the 
order of widowhood, for you have put on the ha- 
bit 

. iVi^. I fee your Ladyfliip is not of the profeffion of 
virginity, for you IjaVe loft the look on*t— 

Cdf/». You're in the habit— That was fo pretty, ilay, 
without flattery. Lady Harriot, you have a great deal qf 
wit, ha ! ha ! ha ! • 

L. Ha,^ No, my Lady BrUn^pron here is the womaii 
of* wit; but indeed flie has got but little enough, con^ 
fidering how much her Lady&ip has to defend. Ha 1 
ha! ha! • 

• ffid, I am forry, Madatai, your La<fyflup has not 
svhat's fufhci^dt for your occafiops^ or that this pr^l^ 
gentleman cin't fiApj>ly them 

[Campley dancing abmt andtrollingm 
Hey-day! I find, Sir, your heels are a gi^eat help to 
your head - ■ They relieve your wit, I fee ; and I 

• den't que^W but ere now they have been as kind to yoc^^ 
valour; Ha! tto! 

Captp. Pox, Itran (ay nothing, 'tis alwavs thus with 
youi' endeavours to be witty \<^de.'\ | {aw, Madam, 
your mouth go, but there coiUd be nothing oftered in 
aafwer to what my, Lady Harriot faid— — 'Twas home 
— 'Twas cutting fatire 

L. Ha, Oh, Mr, Campley ! But pray, Madam, hu 
]Mr. Cabinet vilited your Ladyihip fince this calamity*^ 
How (lands that affair now ? 

Wid. Nay, Madam, if you already want inftrudtiona 
——I'll acquaint you how the world Hands, if you 
are in diflrefs ■ ' but I fear Mr, Campley overhears 
us. 

Cam, And all the tune the pipers played, was toll-toll- 

doroll \ fwcar, Lady Harriot, were I not already 

yours, I could have a tendre for this Lady. 

Wid, Come, good folks, I find we are very free with 
each other— What makes you two here ? Do you boapd 
my Lord, or he you ? Come* come, ten (hillings a head 

will 
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will go a great way in a family — What do you fay, Mrf» 
Campley, is it U) ? Docs your ladyihip go to market 
yourlclf ? — Nay, you*re in the richt ot it — Com^^ 
can you imneine what makes my lord flay?— He is not 
now with his land (leward— not figning leafes I hope; 
ha ! ha ! ha ! - 

Cam. Hang her, to have more tongue than a man and 
his wife too— — \^4fi^* 

Enter Lord Hardy. 

Lord Ha* Becaufe 3rour ladylhip is, I know, in very 
much pain in company you have injured-— 1*11 be 
ihort — Open thofe doors— there lies your hufband's, my 
father's body, and by you Hands the man accufes you of 
poifbning him ! , 

Wtd, Of poifbning him ! 

!fr».' The fymptoms will appear upon the corps. 

Lord 1&. But I am feizcd by nature— How fliall I vie^ 
a breathkfs lump of claj^ — Him whofe high veins con^ 
veyed to me this vital force and motion* 
X cannot bear this fight ■■■ 
1 am as fixM and motionlefs as he 

[yZ«gv open the coffin^ out of 'which jumps I^dy CharIot# 
Art thou' the ghaflly (hape my mind had form'd ! 
Art thou the cold inanimate — Bright maid ! 
Thou giv*fl new higher life to all around. 
Whither does fancy, fir*d with love convey me ! 

* Whither tranfported by my pleafing fury ! 

* The feafon vanifhes.atthy approach ; 

* *Ti8 morn, 'tis fpring 

* Daifies and lilies flrow thy flow'ry way/ 
Why is my fairunmov'd — My heav'nly fair ; 
Does fhe but finite at my exalted rapture ? 

L- Cha. Oh, fenfe of praife to me unfelt before. 
Speak on, fpeak on, and charm niy attentive ear : 
How fweet applaufe is from an honefl tonguq, 

* Thou lov'lt my mind — Hafl well ^e6lion placM ; 

* In what, nor time, nor age, nor care, nor want can 
.Oh, how I joy in the^— * My eternal lover i [alter/ 

* Immutable as the objc6t of thy flame ! 

* I love, I'm proud, I triumph that I love, 

* Pure I approach thee — Nor did I with empty fhows, 
^ Gorgeous attire, or fludied negligencey 

« Or 
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* Or fong^ or dance, or ball, allure thy foul ; 

* Nor want, or fear, fuch arts to keep, or lofe it :* . * 
Nor now with fond relu<5tance doubt to enter 
MyfpaciouSy^lfVight abode, this gallant heart. 

[Reclines on Hardy. 

Lady Ha. . Ay marry thefe are high doings indeed, 

the greatnefs of the occafion has burft their paffion in- 
to fpeech-: — Why, Mr. Campley, when we are near 
thefe fine folks, you and I are but mere fweet-hearts— -. 

I proteft -I'll never be won fo ', you (hall begin agaia 

with me. 

Cam. Pr'ythee, why doft name us poor animab ! They 
have forgot there are any fuch creatures as their old ac- 
quaintance Tom and Harriot. 

Lord Ha, So we did indeed, but you'll pardon us. 

Cam. My lord, I never thought to fee the minute 
wherein I ftiould rejoice at your forgetting me, but now 
I do heartily. \^Emhracing^ 

L. Ch. Harriot. 1 i^ » . 

I.. Ha. Chariot. ] ^^^'^^^^i^ 

Wid. Sir, you're at the bottom of all this— *I fee 
you're (kill at clofe conveyances— < — I'll know the* mean- 
ing inftantly of thefe intricacies ; 'tis not your feeming 
honefty and gravity fliall fave you from your deferts ■ 
My huKband's death was fudden-^You and the burial 
fellow were obferv'd very familiar— —Produce my huf- 
band's body, or I'll try you for his murder j which I 
find you'd put on me, thou hellifli engine ! 

Tru. Look you, Madam, I could anfwer you, but I 

fcorn to reproach people in mifery you^'rc undono— 

Madam 

Wid. What does the dotard mean ? Produce the body, 
villain, or the law fiiall have thine for it [Truily, 

Exit /jajii/y.] Do you defign to let the villain efcape ? 
How juftly did your father judge, tjaat made you a beg- 
gar with that fpirit — You meniion'd jufl now you could 
not bear the company of thofe you'd injured. 

Lord H.Yoa are a woman, Madara~, and my father'i 
widow— But fure you think you've highly injured me. 

[Hrre my Lord. and Trufty half enter and ohferve. 

Wid. N6, Sir, I have not, will not injure you 1 

inufl obey the will of my deceafed lord to a tittle — ^I 

iliuil 
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muft juftly pay legacies. Your father, in confideratton 
that you were his blood, would not wholly alienate 
you — He left you, Sir, this fllilling, with which eitate 
you now are earl of Brumpton. 

Lord H. In (blent woman — It was not me my good far- 
ther difinherited, 'twas him you reprefented. The guilt 
was thine, he did an a6^ of juftice. 

Lmd Brumpton entering ixsitb Trufty. 

Ld. B. Oh, unparalleled goodnefs ! 
* Tattelaid and Mademoifelle at the other door enter iiig^ 

* 7r«. Oh, Tattelaid — His and our hour is come.' 

Wid, What do I fee, my lord, my mailer, hulband 
living ! 

Ld. B. [Turning from her^ running to his'fon,'\ Oh, my' 
boy, my fon— Mr. Cainpley — Chariot — Harriot. [M 
kneeling to him.] Oh, my children-—' Oh, Oh, thefe 

* paffions are too flrong for my old frame Oh, the 

* fweet torture, my fon, my fon !' I Ihall expire in 
the too mighty pleafurc ! my boy! 

Ld. /f. A fon, an heir ! a bridegroom in- one hour ! 
Oh, grant me heaven, grant me moderation ! 

JVid, A fon, an heir ! Am I negle6kd then ? 
What ! can my lord revive, yet dead to me ? 

Only to me deceafed to me alone. 

Deaf to my fighs, and fenfelefs to my moan ? 

Ld. B, 'Tis fo long lince I have feen plays, good 
Madam, that I know not whence" thou doft repeat, nor 
can I snfvver. 

Wid, You can remember though a certain fettlement, 
in which I am thy fon and heir— great Noble, that I fup- 
pofe not taken rrom a play, that's as irrevocable as law 
can make it, ' that if you fcorn me— your death and 

* life are equal Or I'll ftill wear my mourning,' 

* 'caufe you're living.* 

Tru, Value her hof, my lord, a prior obligation made 
you incapable of fettling on her, your wife. 

Ld. B, Thy kindnefs, Trufty, does d;ftra<5l thee — I 
would indeed difen gage niyfelf by any honed means, but, 
alas, I know no prior gift that avoids this to her—* Oh, 

* my. child !* 

Tru. Look you, Madam, Til come again immediately 
—Be not troubled, my dear lords— — [Exlt^ 

Camp, 
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Camp, Trufty lodes very confidcnti there is fome good 
in that. 

Re*enter Trufty w//(6 Cabinet. 

Cab. What my lord Brumpton living ? nay then— 

Tru. Hold, Sir, you muft not ilir, nor can you, Sir, 
retradt this for your hand-writing— My lord, this 
gentleman, fince your fuppofed death, has lurked about 
the houfe to fpeak with my lady, or Tattleaid, who 
upon your deceafe have ftiunned him, in hopes, I fup* 
pofc, to buy him off for ever l Now as he was 

prying about, he peeped into your clofet where he 

law your lordfhip reading — ftruck with horror, and be- 
lieving himfelf (as well he might) the difturbcr of your 
ghoft for alienation of your fortune from your family- 
he wm me this letter, wherein he acknowledges a pri- 
vate marriage with this lady, half a year before you ever 
faw her. 

AH* How ! [All mm upon her difdainftdlj. 

ITuL No more a widow then, but ftill a wife. 

[Recovering from her amfufion^ 
1 am thy wife— thou author of my evil. 

* Thou muft partake with me an homely board, 

* An homely board that never (hall be chearful ; 

* But cv'ry^ mealembitter'd with upbraidings,* 
Thou that could'ft tell me, good and ill were wordSf 
IVhen thou could'ft bafely let me to another, 

Yet could'ft fee fprights, great unbeliever ! 
Coward! bugg-tear'd penitent— — 

* Stranger heiiceforth to all my joys, my jojrs.. 

* To thy dilhonour ; defpicable thing, 

* Diihonoor thee !' Thou voluntary cuckold ! 

Thou difgrace to thy own fex, and the whole human race \ 
May fcorn and beggary purfue thy name. 
And dark defpair clofe up a life of ft:ame. 

[Cabinet y«/#^j <2^. ^\^<cm flings after hifn^ Tatttleaid 
following. ^ 

Ld. B. I fee you're all confufed as well as I Ye 

arc my children— I hold you all fo. A^^d for your own 
life will fpeak plainly to you, I cannot hate that woman : 
nor ihall (he ever want. Though I fcorn to bear her in- 
juries —.yet had I ne'er been, roufed * from that 

* tow paffion to a worthlefs creature— *^but by dil'dainof > 

G * her 
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* licr ftttem^ on my fnciHi's chikL* I an ^gbdtiiat 

fcorn's confirmed by her being that fellow's > ^U 

whom for my own fake I only will contemn. Thee, 
Truily, how (hall we profecutc with cqud praifcand 
thanks for this great iievx>lutioa in our houfe* 

Trti» Never to (peak on't more, my lord. 

^ Ld. S. You are now, gentleman, going into carts 

* at a criiis in your country. 

* And on this great occaiion, Tom 1*11 mount 

* Old Campley which thy father gave me, 

* And attend thee a chearful gay old man, 
' Into the field to r^reicnt our country. 

* My rough Plebeian Britons, not ye flavca 

* To Fnaacc, fhall mount thy father's i<m 

* Upon their Moulders. Echo loud thekjoy f 

* Wiiile I and Truihr follow weeping 'after ; > 

* But be thou honeft, firm, impartial, 

* Let neither lo7C, nor hate, nor fadion movetbee, 

* Diilinguifh words from things, and men firom crimes; 

* J^ut^Slual be thou in payments, not bafely 
' Screen thy faults 'gainil kw, behind the 

* Law thou* makc ft ■ ^ ■ 

^ But thou againil my death, muft learn a fupereivgit^ 
morality. , [ To Lmrd Haidy. 

* A$ he istobejull, be generous thou: 

* Nor let thy reafooable foul be ftrwrk 

* With founds and appcUatioM \ tatle is 

* No more, if notligaificam * 

* Of fomething that's fuperiorin thyfcif 

* To other men, of which thoumay'ft he 

* Confcious, yet not proud— —But if you fwerve 
^ From higher virtue t^an the crowd poiefa, 

* Know they that call thee honourabk mock the^ 

* You are to be a peer, by birth, to judge 

* Upon your honour, otbprs lives and fcntunes ; 

* Becaufe that honour's dearer than your own. 

* Be good, my fon, and be a worthy lond : 

* For wlwn our fhining virtues blefe maakind, 

* We difappoint the livid malccontients, 

* Who long to call our noble order.ufelefs, 

* Our all's in danger. Sir, nor ihall you dally 
^ Your youth away with your fine wires..' 

« No, 
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* No, in your country^s csuft you fiiall meet death, 

' While teeblc we with, mmds refigned do wait it, . 

* Not but I intend your nuptials as foon as poilible, to 

* draw intails and. fettlements* How neceflkry fuch 

* things are, I had like to hare been a fatal inHance. 

^ * Cam^, But, ray lord, here are a couple that need not 
*'wait fuch ceremonies. Ple^fe but to fit; you have 

* been extremely moved, and mull be tired. You fay we 

* muft not fpena our time in dalliance : you will fee, my 

* lord, the entertainment reminds ui alfo of nobler 

* things ; and what I defigned for my own wedding, 1*11 

* compliment the general with. ' The bride dances finc- 

* ly— Trim, will you dance with her ? 

* Trim. I would, but I can't— There is a country* 

* man of hers without by accident. 

* Camf, Ay, but is he_a dancer ? 

* Trim, Is a Frenchman a dancer ? Is a Welfliman a 

* gentleman ? 1*11 bring him in 

* l^Here a dance ^ and the following fongs^ 

S O N G I. - 

* On yicmder bied fapiaely lai4, 

* Behold thy lov'd expeding maid ; 

* In tremor, blufhes, half in tears, 

* Much, much fhe wifhes, more (he fean* 

* Take, take her to thy faithful arms, 

* Hymen bellows thee all her charms. 

* Heav*n to thee bequeaths the fair, 

* To raife thy joy, and lul^thy care ; 

* Hcav'n made grief, if mutual, ceafe> 

* But joy divided, to increafe : 

* To mourn with her exceeds delight, 

* Darknefs with her, the joys of light. 

S O N G II. 

* Arife, arife, great dead, for arms renown'd, 

* Rife from your urns, and fave your dying (lory, 

* Your deeds will be in dark oblivion drown'd, 

* For mighty William feizes all your glory. 

Q 2 * Agaift 
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' Agatn the Britiih trumpet founds ; 

* Again Britannia bleeds ; 

• To glorious death, or comely wounds, 

* Her godiike monarch leads. 

• Pay us, kind fate, the debt you owe ; 

* Celeftial minds from clay untie* 

• Let coward fpirits dwell below, 

* And only give the brave to die.* 

Ld. i?. Now, gentlemen, let the miferies which W 
have but miraculoufly efcaped, admonifli you to have al- 
ways inclinations proper for the ftage of life you are ii^. 

* Don't follow love, when nature feeks but eafe, other- 

* wife you will fall into a lethargy of your diflionour, 

* when warm purfuits of glory are over with you ; for 

* Fame and reft are utter oppontes.* . , 
You who the path of honour make your guide^ 
Muft let your pafHon with your blood fubfide. 

And no untim'd ambition, love, or rage, 
Employ the moments of declbiog age i 
£lfe boys will in your prefeuce loie their fear, 
And iau{h at the grey head they fliouU reverci^ 
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Spoken by Lord Hardy. 



T OP'Ey hope^ and f cur ^ defircy averfion^ ^^g^t 
^"^ All that can move the fouly or can ajfuage^ 
Are dratun in miniature of life^ the ftage. 
Here you can vievo yourfehvei^ and here is JhovoUy 
To whatyou^re horn^ in Jufferings not your own,, 
The Jlage to tjQifdom^s no fantaftic ivayy 
Athens her/elf learned virtue at a play n 
Our author me to-night a foldier dre^ ; 
But faintly vjrit^ what warmly you furfue r 
To his great furpofey had he eq^ual fire^ 
He^d not aim topleafe o*iiy^ hut injpire ; 
He^d fing vjhat hovering fate attends our ijle^ 
And from hafepleafure rouje to glorious toiU 
Full time the earth /' a new decifion brings^ 
Whik William gives the Roman eagle wings r 
With arts and arms Jhall Britain tamely endy 
Which naked P IBs fo bravely could defend; 
The painted heroes on th* invaders prefSy 
And think their wounds addition to their drefs .• 
In younger years we^vebeen with conqueJiblefF^ 
And Paris has the Britijh yoke eot^ef}d\ 
Is^t then in England^ ih hle[?d England^ knowny. 
Her kings are nam d from a revolted throne ?" , 

But we offend Tpu no examples need*. 

In imitation of yomfeVvis proceed \ 
*Tis you your country^s honour mufl fecure ; 
Be all your anions wortfy of Namure : 
With gentle fires your gallantry improve \ 
Courage is brutal, if untouched with love, - 
If foon our utmofi bravery* s not dlfplay^d^ 
TlMnk that bright circle mufi be captives made ;; 
I.ei thoughts of favinz them our toils beguile f, 
Andtljiy reward our labours ^vith a fmiU^ 
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To the Right Honoumble 

CHARLES 

Earl of I>ORSET and MimrLESEx. 

Lord Chamberlain of his Majefty^s Houfhold, and Knight, 
of the Moft Noble Ordfer of the Garter, &c. 

My Lord, 

AYoun|r poet is liabfe to the fame vanity and indi& 
cretion with •a young lover : and the great man 
who fmiles upon one, and the fine woman who )ook» 
kindly upon the other, are both of them in danger of 
haviDgthe favour published with the firft opportunity. 

But there may be a different motive, which will a little 
£(lin^uiih the ofTendera*. For, though one iliould have 
a vanity in ruining another's reputation, yet the other 
may only have an ambition to advance his own. And I 
beg leave, my lord, that I may plead the latter, both aa 
the caufe and excufe of this dedication. Whoever is king. 
It alfo the father of his country ; and as nobody can dif- 
pute your lordihip*3 monarchy in poetry ; fo all that 
arc concerned ought to acknowledge your univerial pa- 
tron^ : and it is only prefuming on the privilege of a 
k)yal fubjedk tkat I have ventur^ to make this my ad* 
drefs of thanks to your Ibrdfhip ; which at the fame 
tome includes a prayer for your protedion. 

I am not ignorant of the common form of poetical de« 
dications, which are generally made up of |>anegyric, 
where the authors en£avour to difHnguifh their patrons, 
by the ihining chara^rs they ^ve them, above other 
. men. But that, my lord, is not my bufinefs at this 
time ; nor is your lordihip now to be diiHnguilhed. I am 
contented with the honour I do myfelf in this epiflle ; 
without the vanity to add to, or explab^ your lord* 
fiup*s chara6ter» 

Icon- 
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I confefs,. It 18 not without fome ftruggliag^ that I be- 
kav'd rayfclf in this cafe,, as I ought : for it is very 
hard to be plcafed with a fubjc(^, and yet forbear it* 
But i cfaufe rather to f<^low Pliny's pecept, than hit' 
example, when in his panegyric to the emperor Trajan, 
be fays, Nee minus conjtderabo quid aures ejus pati foJpiU^ 
fium quid Hfirtutihus deheatur* 

I hope I may be excufedr the pedantry of a quota- 
toon, when it is fo juftly applied. Here are fome Hnes 
in the print (and which your lordihip read befcM-e this 
play was a6ted) that were omitted on the fiage ; and par- 
ticularly one whole icene in the third ad, which not 
cnly helps the dcfign ferward with lefe precipitation, 
but alfo heightens the ridiculous character of Forefight, 
whjch inde^ feems to be maimed without it. But I 
tbund myfelf in great danger of a long play, and was 
^ad to help it were I could. Though, notwithftancUng 
my care, and the kind reception it had from the town ; 
I could heartily wifh it yet (horter : but the number of 
different characters reprefented in it would have been 
too much crowded in lefs room. 

This rdleCtion on prolixity (a fault for which fcarc« 
any one beauty will aton^) warns me not to be tedioui 
oow, and detain your lordihip any longer with &e tri* 
tffi of^ 

My Lord, 

Your Lordftiip^s moft obedient. 

And moft humble Servant,. 

WILLIAM CONGREVE. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken at opening the New Houfc. . 
yHE hufiandman in vain renews bis ioiL 

< Tp cultivate eachyear a hungry foil ; 
Andfonjdhf botes for rich and generous fruit 
fTben wbatfhouldfee4 the tree devours tbe root • 
iTh unladen bougbs. be fees, hode certain dtatb^ 
JJnlefs tranfplantedto more kindfy earth. 
&, thepoorbujhandsoftbeflagey who found 
Tbeir labours loft upon ungrateful ground 
This loft and onfy remedy have proved ; ' 
And hope new fruit from ancient flocks removed. 
Well may they hope, when you fo kindly aid. 
Well plant a foil which you fo rich have made. 
As nature gave tJye world to man's frfl age 
Sofromyour bounty We receive this f age ; * 
^he freedom man was born to,you*ve re/loPd 
And to our world fuch plentyyou afford^ ' 
Itfeems Uke Ed^^ fruitful of its own accora.X 
But f nee in Paradife frail fejh gave way. 
And when but two were made both went afiray • - 
Forbearyour wonder, and the fault forgive^ *' 
Jfin our larger famify vje grieve 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. . 
We V)ho remain, would gratefully repay ^ 

What our endeavours can,.and bring, this day, \ 

^'efirfl^fruitojfering, if a virgin play. J 

We bop there sfome thing that may pleafe each taJlL ^ 

Andtho of homely fare we make tbe feaft:. I 

jtetyouwillfind variety at le'afl. \f 

rhereh humour, which for chearful friends we^oi^ 
And for the thinking party thereU aplot. . 
JVe^vefomething too to grati^ ill-nature, 
(If there he any here) and that is fat ire. 
no'fatirefcarce dares grin, hisgrownfomild' 
Or onlyjhews its teeth, m ifilfmird. 
As affes thiftlet, poets munwle-wif. 
And dare not lite, for fear of being bit. 
They hold their pens, asfwords ane held hyfopls^ 
Md are afraid to ufe their own edge-tools. 
Since the Piairi'Dfaler'sfceyits of fnanly rage 
Not otsi has dar*d to lajh this crying age. * 
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^his titke^ the poet O'wns the hold effay^ 
let hopes there* s no iU-mamiers in bis plajf%. 
Jnd he declares hy mfy he has defied 
Affront to none^ butfrankfyfitala his mind^ 
Andjbould th^enfuingfcenes notchetnce to hitf. 
He offers hut this one estcufe^ *twas *iwt 
Before your Imte encouragement ofwit^ 



} 
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tiiriy .mfith many oihtr linei^ in this ccmedf,. marktS wiik mverud 
ctmmoif « rbMif are tarfjudicwufif omated Im the rffrefentatm, 
snd the Itttis printed in iwics, are aided to comuB tbefeeneu 



A G T I., 

SCENE, Valentine in. his chamber readings JercmTi 
n^3aiting^ Several hooks ufoa. the table^. 

JEREMY^. 
Jer, ^n 
. fTal. Here, take awiy; I'll wttt attinv and digeft: 
what I have read 

Jerm You'll grow, deviliih fat upon iKis paper diet, . 

[.r^6^, an^ ttAing awtty the hooksm . 

FaL And, d')^erheaiv.g» you to hreamfl—- Therc^s a 
. page doubled down , in Epiddtu^ tkM: is a hdit for an 
emperor* 

Jer. .Was-Epiflctua a real cook, .or did heonly write 
jeceipts ? 

f^aL Rcad,^ rcad^ firrah, and cefioe your appetite ; 
learn to live upon inftm^lioo i JosSL your mind, and 
: iBortify your fleih ; read, .and take ycair nounfhment ia 
/at your %yt9 ; .feut up ^your jBoutb, and .chew, tbe- cud ■. 
of underfiandtng* So Epi^tus advtto.. 

Jer. ,Oh, lord 1 I.hav© heaxd much of him^ .when I 
waited upon a gentleman at Cambridge^ Pray, what 
was that Epi(aetu*? 

ff^dU A very rich mam— Not worth a groat. 

Jer. Humph, and fo he has made a very fine fi^ft 
where there i^ nothing to he. eaten* - 

Fal. Yet. 
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Jer. Sir, you're a gentleman, and probably tinder-^ 
ftand this fine feeding : but, if you pleafe, I had rather 
be at board wages. l3oes your Epidetus, or your Seneca 
here, or a»y of thefe poor rich rogues,, teach you horr %m 
pay your debts mthout money? Will they" i9iut up 
the mouths of your creditors ? Will Plato be bail for 
. you ? Or Diogenes, becaufe he underibads con&^ment* 
and lived in a tub, go to prifbn for you T 'Slife, Sir, 
wHat do you mean, to mew y^urfeff up iere with three 
or four mufty books, in commendation of flarying and 
' poverty \ 

FaL Why, firrah, I have no money, you imow it ; 
-«nd t h crefo ie T cf o h re to rail at ill that have : and in that 
I but follow the examples of the wifeft and wittiefl men 
in all ages ;— — >thde poets and p&ilofopherswhom yon 
naturally hate, for juft fuch another ro^on % becaufe' 
'they abound in fbnfe,^ aad.you area fool. 

Jer. Ay^. Sir, I am a. fool, I know it : and yet, hea- 
ven h©lp me, I'm poor enough to be a wit But I 

was: always a fool, when 1 told ypu what your ezpences 
would bring you to ; your coaches and your liveries ; 
your treatr and your* balls; your l^etng in love with 
a lady, that did not care a farthing for you in your 
profperity ; and.keeping company witktWits^ that cared 
. for notMng'but you f profperity, and now when you are 
. poor, hate ytxa. as much as they do one anothen 

FaL Well ; and now I am poor, I have an oppomi* 
nity to be revenged on them all; I'll purfue Angeliea. 
widi more bve than, ever ; and appear more notoriouily 
her admirer in this reftraint, than when I openly rivalled ' 
the ridi fop»f that made -court to bei»; fo fhall my po*- 
verty be a mortification to her pride,, and perhaps, make 
her compaifionate the love which has principally reduced 
me to this lowneis of fortune. And for the wits,*IVn* 
fure I am in a condid«n to be even with them-^— 

Jer, Nay, your coodition is pretty even with thein^ 
. that'^ the truth on*t* 

Fal. I'll take fome of their trade out of their hands.- 

Jer, Now heaven of raerey- continue! the* tax upcMt. 
psiper ; : you don't mean to write ? 

FaL Yies, I do; PU write a play, 

Jer. Henv! Sir, if you pleafe to give me a finall . 

•ejlificate; of three liaci— ^y to certify thoff whom it 
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ntikycQucem ; that the bearer heteo£f JeDemy Felcli b^ 
name, has £%r the fpace of ieven vears truly and £uth* 
iudy fenred Valeatine Legend, ek}. and that be 10 not 
ilow^ turned avtray for any imideiaeaoor; but does vokm* 
trnly difmii^ bis mafter from any iiiture authority over 
him— 

A^ No, £rrab, you ihall live with me ftill. 

J^er. Sir, 'tis impoffible—I may die with you, fiarve 
with you, or be damned with your works : but to live^ 
even three days, the }ife of a play, I no more exped it, 
than to be canonised for a mufe, a&er my deceafe* 

AW« You ai^ wkty, you rogue, I (ball want your 
help;— ru have you learn to make coupklte, to tag the 
ends of a&. D'ye hesar, get the maids to crambo la an 
evenijig, and learn the knack of rhiming^ you may ar^ 
rive at the height of a fi>ng, ient by au unknown hand, or 
a chocolate houfe lampoon* 

y^r. But, Sir, is this the way to recover your father's 
favour ? Why Sir Sampfon will be irreconcileable. If 
your younger brother fhould come from fea, he'd never 
lode upon you again. You're undone. Sir ; you're ruined ; 
you won't have a friend left in the world^ if you turn 
poet — Ah, pox confouiui that Will's coffee- houfe ! it has 
fuined more young men than the Royal Oak lottery — No- 
thing thrives that belongs to't* The man of the houfe 
would ha^e been an alderman by this time wkh half the 
trade, if he had fet up in the city— — Fof my part, I 
pever fit at the door, that I d(m't get double the ftomach 
that I do at a horfe-race. The air upon BaHflead Downs 
is nothing to it for a whetter ; yet I never &e it, but the 
ipirit of famine appears tome, ibmetimes like a deoi^ed 
porter, worn out with pimping, and earring billet-doux 
and iongsi not like other jporters for hire, but for the 
jeft's iake* Now like a thin diairman, melted down to 
lialf his proportion, with cairying a poet Vfon tick, to 
^tfit feme great fortune ; and his fare to be paid like the 
wages of nn, either at the day of mamage, <^the day of 
4eitth. 

* VsL Very well. Sir, can you proceed? 

* Jer. Sometiines likea bilked bookfeUer with a meagve 
< terrified coumeoancc^ that tookr as i£ hehzi written 
^ for htmiei^ '<Hrw!eie reUred to tum autbof, and bring 

* the 
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« the reft of hit brethren into the fame condidon : anJ;* 

* laftly, in the form of a worn-out punk, mth verfet ii» 

* her hand, which her vanity had preferred to icttle- 

* ments, without a whole tatter to her tail, but as raggedb 

* as one of the mufes ; or as if (he were carrying her 

* dinner to the paper-mill to be converted into folio 

* books of warning to all young maids, not to prefer 

* poetry to good fenfe ; or lying m the arms of a JOtedY 
f wit, bef6re the embraces of a wealthy feoU' 

Enter Soindsi. - 

Scan. What, Jeremy holding forth } 

P^ah The xo^ has, with all the wit he could mufier 
^p, been declaiming againft wit. 

Scan. Ay ! Why then I'm afraid Jeremy has wit: for 
where ever it is, it's always contriving its own ruin. 

Jer. Why fo I have been telling my mafter. Sir* 
Mr. Scandal, for heaven's fake, Sir, try if you can dif^ 
fuade him from turning poet. 

Scim. Poet I He (hall turn foldier firft, and rather de-^ 
pend upon the outiide o£ his head tilan the lining*. 
Why, what the devil has not your poverty made your 
enemies enough ^ Mu(l you netds (hew your wit to get 
more ^ 

Jer. Ay, more indeed : for who cares for any body 
that hat more wit than himfelf ? 

Scan. Jeremy fpeaks like an oracle. Dbnt you fee 
how wordileft gr^ men, and dull rich rogues, avoid a 
witty man of finall fonune-^ Why, he lo^like a writ 
of enquiry into their titles and ellates ; and feems com-^ 
miflioned oy heaven to feize the better half. 

F'ah Therefbfo I would rail in my writings^ and be 
revenged. 

^ Scan. Rail^!' At whom? the- whole world? Impotent 
and vain ! Who would die a martyr to fenfe in a country 
where the religion is fbllv ? You^may fiand at bay for a 
while ; but when the full cry it againft you, you (han*t 
teve faii^ play for your tif<u If you can't be fairly run 
down by the hounds, you will be treacheroufly (hot by 
the huntfmen««*No, turn pimp, flatterer, quack, law- 
tyer^ any thing but poet; a modem poet is worfe, More 
ifervile, timorous, and fawmng, that any I have named*; 
without xott could retrieve the andent honours, of thb 
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name, recaU the flage of Athens, and be alknred die 
force of open and honefi fatire, 

FkL You are as inveterate againft our poets, as if your 
charadcr had been lately expofed upon the ftage — Nay, 
I am not violently bent upon the trade — \0n^ knocks f\ 
Jeremy, fee who's there, [Jeremy goes to the door J] Bttt 
tell me what you would have me do ? — What do the 
world fay of me, and my forced confinement ? 

Scan, The world behaves itfelf, as it ufes to do on 
fuch occafions ; fome pity you, and condemn your fa- 
ther ; others excufe hira, and blame you ; only the la- 
dies are merciful, and wiih you well; iince love and 
pleafurable expence, have been your greated faults. 
Enter Jeremy. 

yaL How now ? 

Jer. Nothbg new. Sir : I have difpatcked forae half 
m dozen duns, with as much dexterity as a hungry judge 
^oes caufes at dinner time. 

J^ah What anfwer, have you i^ven *cm.? 

Scan. Patience, I fup|>o(e9 tl^ old receipt. 

Jer. 1^0, faifh. Sir ; I have put !cm off {o long with 
patience and forbearance, and other lair words ; that I 
was forced now to tcU 'em in plain downright Engliib— 

JTaL What? 

yer. That they (hould he psud, 

/W. When ? 

yer. To-morrow. 

Fah And how the xlevil do ypu meatn to iceep your 
word? 

Jer. Keep it ? Not at all ; it has been fo very much 
Wretched, that I reckon, it will break of courfe by to* 
jnorrow^ and no body be furprized at the ;naitcr.— 
J^iT^flfibff^J— -Agsun \ Sir, if you don't like my n^o- 
tiation, will you be pleafed to anfwer thefe yourfelf. 

FaL See who they are. £JEjr//Jer*] By this. Scandal, 
you may fee what it is to be great ; fecretaries of ftate, 
^jrefidents^of the council, ^and generals of an, army lead 
juft fuch a life as I do ; have juft fuph ciiowds of vifc- 
tants in a morning, all foUcitiog of paft promifes ; 
^hich are but a ctviler fort of duns, that lay claim to 
voluntary debts. 

Jksa, Andyou^ like a true great man, havmg engaged 

their 
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their atccadaaice, mid prqiiured more tkan «Ter you Uk 
tended to perform, are more peiplexed to iiod evafions 
tban yon srenild be to iaT^nt the honeft means of keep* 
ing your word, atid gratifyiwg your crecfitors. 

Atf/. Scandal, learn to fpare your friends, and do not 
. provoke vour enemies ; this liberty of your tongue, wiH 
one day oring a confinement on your body, my friend, 
Ettter Jeremy. 

y#r. Oh, Sir, there's Traplaiid the Scrtvener, with 
two fufpicious fello^ys like lawtul pads, that would knock a 

man down with pocket tipAares. And thene'i your 

father's ftewar<l, and the nurfe with one of your chU- 
dren from Twickenam. 

P^aL Pox on her^ • could iht find no other time to fling 
Tny fins in my face. Here, give her this, {Gk^s money.] 
-and bid her trouble me no more : • a thoughtlefs two- 
'■* handed whore, (be knows my condition^ well enough, 
' * and might have overlaid the child a fortnight ago, if fhe 
-* had any forecaft in her. 

*' Scan. What, is it bouncing Margeiy, wkh my god- 
* fon? 

• 7>r. Yes, Sir. 

-* Scoft. My Weffing to thcboy, wkh this token {Ghvts 
-money,'] of my love. And, d'ye hear, bid Margery put 
^ more flocks in her bed, fbkit twice a week, and not 
•* work fo h?ird, that fbe may not fmell fo vigoroufly*-— — 
'• I ihall take the airihortly, 

» r^l Scandal, don^tfpoil my bov's milk.'— Bid Trap- 
land come in. If I can j;ive that Cerberus a fop, I fhaU 
ht at refl for one day. 

Enter Trapland onJjeremyM 
Oh, Mr. Trapland ! my old friend !, welcome— —Je- 
-cemy, a chair quickly. A bottle of fack and a toaft^^- 
«y achairfirft. 

Tra^ A good morning to you, Mr. Valentine, and to 
^ou, Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. The morning's a very good morning, if you 
^n't%>oilit. 

Fal^ Come, fit yxm down, you know his way. 

Tn^. [Sits.] There is a debt, Mr, Vakntine, of i^roL 
^f pretty long ftanding— — 
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f^d^ I cannot talk alH>ut bufincfs With a thirfty palate. 
*— Sirrah, thefack. 

Trt^. And I define te know what courfe you have takeft 
fiw the payment ? 

Vfll, Faith and troth, I am heartily glad to fee you,— 
my fervice to you,— fill, fill, to honeft Mr. Trapland^ 
luilei'. 

• Trap, Hold— This is not to our bufineik— My fervice 
10 you, Mr. Scandal.— ^[Z>r/«ifer.]— I hare forborne 
as long 

FaU T'other glafs, and then we*ll talk. Fill, Jeremy, 

TreA. No more, in truth,— I have forborne, I fay 

F'm^ Sirrah, fill when I bid you. And how does 

your h»idfome daughter? Come, a good hufband to 

her. {Drinks. 

Troj^. Thank you — I have been out of this money— 

Vol. Drink firft. Scandal, why do you not drink ? 

[TheydHftk. 

Irap. And injhort I can be put off no longer. 

f^aL I was mticb obliged to you for your fupply: it 
did me fignal fervice in Any neceflity. But you delight 
in doing good.— —Scandal, drink to me, my friend 
Trapland's health. An honefler man lives not, nor one 
more ready to ferve his friend in diflrefs : though I fay 
it to his face. Come, fill each man his glafs. 

Scam. What, I know Trapland has been a whorem after, 
and loves a wench flill. You never knewa whoremafler^ 
that was not an honeil fellow. 

Trap. Fy, Mr. Scandal, you never knew 

Span. What, 4on't 1 know ? 1 know the buxom 

black widow in the Poultry— Pool, a year jointure, 
and 20,cool. in money. Ahah ! Old Trap. 

^W. Say you fo, i'taith. Come, we'll remember the 
widow" : I know whereabouts you are. Come, to the 
wido w , 

Trap, No more, indeed. 

. F^aL What, the widow's health j give it him off 

whh it. [Th^ ^rink.1 A lovely girl, i'faitb^ black fpark- 
ling eyes, foft pouting ruby-lips ? Better fealing there, 
than a bond &r a million, hah ! = 

Trap, No, no, there's no fuch thing, we*d better 
mind our bufiaefs—~ You're a wag» 

B Fah 
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F'aL NOf faitti» we*ll mind the widow's bufineft ; fill 

again Pretty round heaving breafts, a Barbaiy 

Ihape, and a jut with her bum^ would ftir an anchoret : 
and the prettied foot ! Oh, if a man could but fallen his 
eyes to her feet, as they deal in and out, and play at 
bo-peep under her petticoats, ah, Mr* Trapland ! 

Trap. Verily, give me a glafe— - youVe a wag,— 
and here's to the widow. [Drinis. 

Scan. He b^ns to chuckle ; ■ }^j him cloie, or 

he'll relapfe into a dun. 

Enter Officer^ 

Off. By your leave, gentlemen. Mr. Trapland, 

if we mull do our office, tell ut. ■ We have half a 
dozen gentlemen to arrcfl in Pall-Mall and Covcnt-Gar- 
den ; and if we don't make hafte, the chairmen will be 
* abroad, and block up the chocolate-houfes, and then our 
labour's loft. 

7rap. Udfo, that's true, Mr. Valentine, I love mirth, 
but bufinefe mufl be done, are you ready to 

Jer. Sir, your father's fteward fays he comes to make 
propoials concerning your debts. 

F^al. Bid him come in. Mr. Trapland, fend away 
your officer, you fliall have an anfwer prefently. 

Irap. Mr. Snap, flay within call. [Exit Officer^ 

JE«/rr -Jeremy, and Steward^ w^^ w^^^rj Valentine. 

Scan. Here's a dog now, a traitor in his wine ; firrah, 
refund the fack. Jeremy, fetch him fome warm water, 
or ril rip up his flomach, and go the fhortefl way to his 
confcience. 

Trap. Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil ; I did not value 
your fack ; but you cannot expert it agam, when I have 
drunk it. 

Scan. And how do you exped to have your money 
again, when a gentleman has fpent it. 

Fal. You need fay no more, I underfland the condi- 
tions ; they are very hard, and my neceffity is vety pref- 
fine; I. agree to *em. Take Mr. Trapland with you, 
and let him draw the writing— —Mr. Trapland, you 
know this man, he fhall fatisfy you. 

Trap. Sincerely, I atn loth to be thus preffing, but 
my neceffity 
rah No apology, g^ood Mr. Scrivener, you (hall be paid. 

Trap. 
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7r4^. I hope you for^ve me, my bufinefs requires^- 
[Exeunt Jeremy andSteviard. 
Scan, He begs paixion like a hangman at an execution* 
VaL But I have got a reprieve. 
Scan* I am furpnzcd ; what does yoyxt father rdent ? 

VaU No 5 he haft fent me the hardeft conditioni in the 
world. You have- heard of a booby-brother of mine, 
that was ient to fea three years ago : this brother, my 
f^her hears, is landed ; whereupon he very af!e6Honate- 
ly fends me word, if I will make a deed of conveyance 
of my right to his eilate after his death, to my youngei 
brother, he will immediately fumiih mc with four thou- 
fand pounds to pay rviy debts, and make my fortune. This 
was once propofed before, and I rcfufed it ; but the pre- 
fent impatience of my creditor^ for their money, and my 
own impatience of confinement, and abfeuce from An* 
gelica, force me to conienr. 

Scan, A very defpcratc demonftration of your love to 
Angelica : and, I think, (he has never given you anj 
aflurance of hers, 

Fah You know her temper ; fhc never gave mc any 
^reat reafen either for hope or defpair. 

Scan. Women of her airy temper, as they feldom think 
before they a^, fo they rarely give us any light to guei» 
at what they mean : but you have little reafon to believe 
that a woman of this age, who has had an indifference 
for yoii in your profperity, will fall in love with your ill 
fortune ; befides, Angelica has a great fortune of her 
own ; and great fortunes either ex|^ another great for* 
tune, or a fool. 

EntfT Jeremy. 

^er. More misfortunes, Sir. 

Fal. What another dun ? 

yer. No, Sir, but Mr. Tattle U come to wait upon 
you. 

FaL Well, I can't help it— -you muft bring him; 
tip ; he knows I don't go abroad. [Exit Jeremy. 

Scan. Pox on him, I'll be gone. 

Fai. No, pr*y thee ftay : Tattle and you (bould never 
be afunder ; you are light and fhadow, and ihew one 
another ; heisperfe^ly thy reverfe both in humour and 
B 2 under#v 
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vindcrAaiidiag ; and as you iet up for defamation, he is 
a tnender of reputattons, 

fcan. A nninder of reputations ! ay, juil as ke is '^ 
keej>er of fccrers, another virtve that he fets up for in 
thcfame nuuioen Fcmt the rogue will fpeak aloud in the 
piaAure of a whifper ; and deny a woman's name, whUe 
he ^ves you the marks e£ her perAw : he will forfwear 
receiving a letter from her, and at the fame tune ihew 
you her hand in the fupcrfcriptian^ : wai yet perbapa jhe 
has co«mter&ited the hand too, smd fwwn to a truth; 

* but he hopes not to be believed ; and refuies the repu- 

* ration of a lady's favour, as a do^r &ys, no, to a 

* biOioprick, only that it may be granted him.*-— —In 
lUorr, he is a public profeflbr of fecrecy, and makes a 
pro<;lamatlon mat he holds private ia^ll^ence.-'— He'a 
here. 

Enter Tattle. 

Tat. Valentine, good-morrow ; Scandal, I am 3n>ttr8 
-^that is when you fpeak well of me. 

Scan. That 18, when I am yours; for while I am my • 
own, /or aiiyi>9dy'8 d&, that wiH never happen. 

TVi/. How inhiiman. 

Fkl Why, Tittle, you need not be much conoemed 
at any thing that he fays : for to convecfe with Scandal, 
18 to play at Lofmg Loaduro ; you mufl lob a g«od: 
nameto him, before you can win it feryourfelf. 

7ai» But how barbarous that is, and how unfomittaie 
for him, that the world ihiU think the betterurf any per- 
Um for his oduinmation !-*-^I tfaadc heaven, k has aK 
ways been a part of my character, to handle the fepiua<f 
tions of others very tenderiy indeed. 

Scan. Ay, fuch rotten reputations as you have to 4eal 
with, are to be handled tender^ indeed* 

Tigt. Nay, but why rotten? Why Orould you fey, 
rotten, when you know not the penons of whom yiw 
ifcski Ifcw cruel ti»t is-? 

i&TMr. Not know 'em ? Why, thou never had'A to d* 
with any body that did not iHnk to all the .town. 

Tat. Ha^ ha, ha; nay, now you make a )dk of it 
indeed. For diere is nothing moreknown^ than that n^ 
body knows any thmg of tku nature>of >ine. .As 1 hope 

to 
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t»be(aved, Valentine^ I nerer ezpofed a woman, fiace 
1 knew what woman was* 

Fai. And yet you have converiied with fcvcral. 

Tat, To be free with you, I have 1 don*t care if I 

own that — Nay, more, (I'm going to fay a bold word 
now) I never could meddle with a woman^ that had ta 
do with any body elfe* 

Scan, How t 

yal. Nay, faith, Fm apt to bdieve him*'— —Except 
herhnftand, Tattlew 

Tat. Oh, that 

Sean,. What think you of that noble commoner, Mrs. 
Drab? 

Tat. Fooh, I know Madam Drab ha« made her bnig» 
in three or four places, that I faid this and that, and writ 
to her, and did I know not what— But, upon my repu* 
tation, fhe did me wrong— Weil, well,, that was malice 
—But I know the bottom of it* She was bribed to that 
by one we all know — A man too. Only to bring me into 
diigsace with a certain woman of (|uality— - 

Scan. Whom we all know. 

Tat. No matter for that— —Yes, yes, every body 
)(now8 — no doubt on't, every body knows my fecrets*— 
But I foon fatisfied the lady of my innocence y for I told 

her Madam, iays I, there are fome perfons who 

make it their bufinefs to tell ftoriet, and fay this and that 
^of one and t'other, and every thing in the world j and^ 
liiys I, if your grace- 

Scan. Grace ! 

Tat. Oh, lord, what ha^e I faid ^ lify unlucky tongue t 

Fal. Ha, ha, ha. 

Scan. Why, Tattle, thou haft moreimpudence than one 
can in feafon expeilr I ihall haveanefteem< for theei 
well, and, ha, ha, ha ; well, go on, and what did yoii 
(ay to her grace I ^ 

Fal. I confefs this is ibmething extraordinary. 

Tat. Not a word, at I hope to be faved f an arrant 
4^^ ///ff«i«— -Come, let*8 talk of fomething elfe.^ 

FaJ, Well, but how did you acquit yourfelf ? 

Tat. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, 1 only rallied with- 

you— a woman of ordinary rank was a little jealous of 

B 5 me. 
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me, aad I toild ber i<H»efehmg or jotktr^ iaitL**! kntow 
not what— <-Come, let** talk of ionutkamg ebe. 

IHums afimgn 
Scan. Hang kuHy let kim aione, be lias a mind we 

fhouki enquire. 

Tat. Valeotiue, I fupped kfl night trith yoor mifbvfs^ 
and her uncle, old Foreiight. I think your mher lies at 
Forefight's, 

Tat, Upon my foul Angelica's a fine wonHm— And fb 
19 Mrs. Foreiight, and her lifter Mrs. Frail. 

Scan. Yes, Mrs« Frail is a very fiae woman, we all- 
know her. 

Tat. Oh^ that is hot fair. 

Scan. What? 

Tat. To tdl. 

Scan. To tell what ? Wlty , what do ycm* know of Mrs • 
Frail ? 

Tat* Who« I ? Upon hoaotir I don't know^ wbethei* 
fhe be man or woooao ; but by the ffliootbne& of bee 
chin, and roundnefs o f ber bips. 

ScHn. No! 

Tat. No. 
. Scott. She fays otbenrife* 

Tat. Impoffible! 

Scan. Yes, faith. ASl Valentine fiUe. 

7at. Why then^ as I bopr to be iared, I beltere a^ 
woman only obliges a man to feci^ecy^ tbat Ibe may bare 
the pleafure of telling herfelf. 

Scan. No da«ibt on't. WeiL, but baa ^ done yoa 
wrong, or no ? You have bad her ? Ha ! 
. Tat. Though I have more honour than to tell firft ; I 
have more manners than to contradi^ what a iadj ba» 
declared^ 

Scan. Well, you own it ? - 

Tat. I am Arangely furpriMi ! Yes, y«s, I can*t de* 
»y*t» if (he taxes me with it. 

Scan. She'll be here by and by^ (he fees Valentine 
every morning. 

Tat. How ! 

VaL She does me the favour^ I mean of a vifitibme'* 
times. I did not think fhe had granted more to any body. 

Scan. Nor I faith— But Tattle does not ufe to belie a 

lady ; 
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lady ; it Is contrsry to kis ckftrafter— Hofr one may be 
decdved ib a womtn, Vtkntme ! 

Tat. Nay, what do you mean, gentlemen ? 

&-IMI, Pra refolvcd I'll afk her. 

Tat, Oh, barbarous ! Why did you not tell me— 

Scatty No^ you told us. 

Tat, Afid bid me alk Valentine ? 

Fai, What did I fay ? I hope you won't bring me to 
confefs an anfwer, when you nerer a&'d me the quef- 
tion ? 

Tat, But, gentlemen, this is the moil inhuman pro- 
ceeding. 

FaJ, Nay, if you hare known Scandal thus long, and 
cannot avoid fuch a palpable decoy as this was, the la- 
dies have a fine time^ whofe reputations are in your keep- 
ing. 

Enter Jeremy. 

^en Sir, Mrs. Frtil has fent to know if you are ftir* 
ing. 

Fial, Shew her up when fhe comes* [Exit Jtu 

Tat, I*n be gone. 

Fal, You'll meet her. 

Tat, Is the» not a back way ? 

F'al, If there were, you hare more £feretion than to 
^ve Scandal fuch an advantage ; why, your running 
away will prove all tliat he can tell her. 

Tat^ Scandal, you will not be fo ungenerous — Oh, I 
ihall lofe my reputation of fecrecy for ever ! — I fhall ne- 
ver be leceived but upon public days ; and my vifits uMll 
never be admitted beyond a drawing-room : I (hall nc- 
▼er fee a bed-chamber again ; never be locked in a clofct, 
Bor run behind a fcreen, or under a table ; never be dif- 
tinguifti'd among the waiting-women by the name of 
trufty Mr. Tattle more— You will not be fo cruel. 

FaL ScaiKlal, have pity on hini : he'll yield to any 
eonditioRs. 

yi/. Any, any tertns. 

Scag^ Come then, Sacrifice half a dozen women of 
good reputation to me prefcntly— Come,, where are 
you familiar ^ And fee that they arc women of qua* 
Kty too, the firft quality———— 

Tat. *Tis very hard^-~Wott*ta baronet's lady pafs ? 

Scafti 
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Scan* No, nothing under a right hcmourable. 

Tat, Oh, mhuman ! You don't expert their n&me^ 

Scan. No, their titles (hall ferve. 

Tat, Alas, that's the fame thing. Pray fpare mc their 
title* ; I'll defcribe their perfons. 

Scan, Well, begin then : but take notice, if you are 
fo ill a painter, that I cannot know the perfon by your 
picture of her, you muft be condemned, like other bad 
painters, to write the name at the bottom. 

Tat. Well, firfl then — the countefs of Oh, unfor- 
tunate ! (he's come already. Will you have patience till 
another time ?— I'll double the number. 

Scan, Well, on that condition — Take heed you don't 
fail me. 

Efiter Mrs, Frail, 

Mrs. Fra, I (hall get a fine reputation, by coming to 
fee fellows in a morning. Scandal, you devil, are you 
bcre too ? — Oh, Mr. Tattle, every thing Is fofe with 
you, we know. 

Scan, Tattle. 

Tat, Mum— Oh, Madam, you do me too much ko* 
nour. 

VaJ, Well, lady galloper, how does Angelica ? 
, Mri. Fra, Angelica ! m annex's ! 

VaJ, What, you will allow an abfent lover 

Mrs. Fra* No, I'll allow a lover prefent with his mif^ 
trefs to be particular : but otherwife I think his paffioa 
ought to g^ve place to his manners, 

yal. But what if he has more pai&on than manners I 

Mrs. Fra, Then let him marry and reform » 

Fal, Marriage, indeed, may qualify the fury of his 
pafSon, but it very rarely mends a man's manners. 

Mrs. Fra, You are the moft miftaken in the world ^ 
there is no creature perfedlly civil, but a hufband ; for 
in a little time he grows only rude to his witc, and that 
is the higheft good breeding, for it begets his civility ta 
ether people. Well, I'll tell you news ;. but I fuppofe 
you hear your brother Benjamin is landed \ and. my bro- 
ther Foreught's daughter is come out of the country 
I aflbreyou there's a match talk'd of by the old people— 
Well, if he be but as a great fea-beaft, as (he is a land-^ 
monfter^ we (hall have a mofl amphibious breed— *-*The 

pro* 
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proeeny^^IbeaUocten: lie has be^a bredtt fea, md 
fhe &88 never been out «f the country « 

Fal. Pccx taloe 'eno, tfaetr .GODjUD^oa bodes me no 
gcxx), Fmfure. 

Mrs. iPnf. MenryouittlkefcQi^iKStion, my brother 
Corefight has caft both their jiatbjttes^ and pv^gnofitcatet 
an admiral and an eminent juftice of the peace to be the, 
iiae-mak of thetr two bodies. Tis the nu>0: fupetftif ious 
old fool ! He woald ha^ perfuaded me, that this was an. 
milaeky day, and would not let me come abroad : but I 
inrented^ dream, and (enthim to ArtsenMdorus for inter- 
pcBtatkti, and forihile ottt tote.you« Well, and what, 
will you give me now ? Ckme,! nuift hare fometbing. 

F4tL S^ into thesext room— «•- and rU give you 
fooMthing. 

Scaiu Ay, we'll all give you fomething. 

Mrs. Tra. Well, what will you «U give me ? 

yah Mine's a fecret. 

Mrs. ¥ra* 1 thou^ you would give me (iEMnething 
fStnax would be a trouUe^to jom tx> lieep. 

Fid. jlbid Scaodd iail gnre you a gsnd nane* 

Mrs. Fra. That's more than \& has £»* himfelf. And 
what m\\ you give me, Mr. Tattle? 

Tm. I? Myfbul, Madam. 

Mrs. tra. Pooh, nq, I thank you, I iiave enou^ ^ 
do to take care of my own. Well ; but I'll come and 
te you one <»ftiiefeinoinii;gti Ihtar youhaveagi^t 
many jMcfturcs. i 

iTat. I havea pretty good coUeSion at your ferviee ; > 
Ibme originals. 

£bi».HaagMm, lie faasnotkiaf but'diejSeafbiifi aadr 
tiie twehre CsBrfiurs, palti^r ec^ues^; and the five Senfes,, 
as 111 n q prefente d as tb^ are in himfelf ; andhehimfelf 
is the only original you will fee there. 

Mrs. Fra, Av, but I hear he has a cbiet^ beauties. 

Scan» Yes, aU that have done him fawonn, if you wiU 
believe him. 

Mrs. Fra* Ay, let me fee thofe, Mr. 'Bmte* 

Tat* <%, Madam, thofe are ^iand io love 4uid con- 
temphition. Ko man but the painter and myfelf way * 
everbieil M^h tfae&ght, 

Mrs. ^a» Well, Eatawonu4i—«M 

7i/# 
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Tai, Nor woman, till fhe confented to have har pic- 
ture there tdb— for then file's obliged to keep the feciet. 

Scan* Noy no, come to me if you'd fee pidures. 

Mrs, Fra. You ! 

Scan. Yet, faith, I can (he«<r3^ou your own ptfture,«id 
moOt of your acquaintance to the life, and as like as at 
KncUer's. 

Mrs. F^a* Oh, lyin^ creatur e Valentine, does not 
he lie ? 1 can't beSeve a word he (ays. 

Fai. No, indeed, he fpeaks truth now : for as Tattle 
has pi^res of all that have granted him ^vours, he has 
the pi£hires of all that hare refufed him ; if fatires, de^ 
fcriptions, chani6lers, and lampoons aie pi£hires. 

Scan* Yes, mine are moft in black and white— And 
yet there are fome fetout in their true colours, both men 
and women. I can (hew you pride, foll^, afe^btion, 
wantonnefs, incon(bncy, covetoufnefs, diffimulation, ma- 
lice, and ignorance, all in one piece. Then I can (hew 
you, lying, foppery, Tanity, cowardife, bragging, im- 
potence and uglinels in another piece ; yet one ot thefe 
n a celebrated beauty, and t'other a profefi beau; I 
have paintings too, fome pleafant enough. 

Mrs. Fra. Come, let's hear 'em. 

Scan, Why, I have a beau in a bagnio, cupping for m 
complexion, and fweating for a (hape. 

Mrs. Fra. So. 

ScaH. Then I have a lady burning brandy in a cellar 
with a hackney coachman. 

Mrs. Fra. Oh, devil ! Well but that (bry is not true. 

Scan. I have fome hieroglyphicks too. I have a law- 
yer with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one face ; 
a divine with two fiices, and one head ; and I have a fel* 
dier with his brains in his belly, and his heart where hia 
head (hould be. 

Mr%.Fra. And no head* 

Scan. No head. 

Mrs. Fra. Pooh, that is all invention. * Have you 

* ne'er a poet ? 

^ ^an* Yes, I have a poet weighing words and (elling 

* praife for praife, and a critick picking his pocket. I 

* have another large jnece too, reprefenting a (choal^ 
^ where there are huge proportion'd crttidra, mth long 

. * wigs, 
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' «ng8y lac'd coatSf Steinkirk craratt, and terrible facet ; 

* with cat-calls in their hands, and horn-books about 

* their necks. I have man^ more of this kind, yery 
' well painted, as you (hall fee.' 

MvB.Fra. Well, I'll come, if it be but todifprove 
you. 

Enter Jeremy. 

y/r. Sir, here's the fteward again fix>m yojir father. 

Fal. I'll come to him — Will you give roc leave, 111 
wait on you asain prefently. 

Mrs. Fra. No^ I'll be gone. Come, who fquires me 
to the Exchange ? I mufl call on my fifler Forefight there. 

Scan. I will. I have a mind toyourfifler. 

Mrs. Fra. Civil ! , 

Taf. I will, becaufe I have a tendre for your ladyfhip, 

Mrs. Fra» That's fomewhat the better reafon, to my 
opinion. [Exeunt Tattle, 65*^. 

* Scan. Well, if Mr. Tattle entertaiiis you, I have 

* the better opportunity to entertain your fi[jftcr.' 

FiiJ, Tell Angelica, I am about making hard condi« 
tk>n8 to come abroad, and be at liberty to ^ her. 

Scan. I'll give an account of you, and your proceed- 
ings. If indifcretion be a fign of love, you are the moft 
a lover of any body that I know : you fanqy that panbg 
with your eilate will help you to your miuitfs— In my 
fliind he is a thoughtlefs adventurer. 

Who h(3pes to purchafe wealth by felling land ; 

Or win a miilrefs with a loiing hand. [Exetmu 

End of the First Act. 



ACT II. 

SCENE, a Room in Forefight'j Uoufe. 

Enter Forefight and Servant. 

Foresight. 

HEY dav ! What, are all the women of my family 
abroad ? Is not my wife come home ? Nor my 
fifler, nor my daughter ? 
Serif. No, Sir. 

Forje. Mercy on \i8, what can be the meaning of it ? 

Sure 
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Sore the moon h in all her fbrtitodes Is my mece M* 
gelica at home ? • . . .. 

Serv. Yea, Sin, 

Fere, I believe you licj Sir. 

Serv* Sir. 

Fcre» I fay you lie, Sir. -^It b impoffible that any Mfig 
ihould be as I would hare it; for I was bom. Sir, when 
the crab vfks afcending, and all my affiiirs go badni^KU 

&ifv, Ican^ tell, indeedy Sir, 

Fore. No, I know you can't, Sir: but lean t^, and 
foretell, Sir* - 

jEff/^Nurfe, 

Fore. Nupfc, where*8 your young miflref8^ 

Nur/e. Wee'ft heart, I know not, they're none of 'em 
€ome^ home yet. Poor child, I warrant (he's fond oTee* 
ing the town— —Marry, pray Heav'n they ha? given her 
any dinne r ■ ■ G t>od lack-a-day 5 ha, ha, ha ! Oh, 
ftrange, I'll vow and (wear now, hay^ ha, ha, marry, 
and did you ever fete the like ! 

Fore. Why, how n6w, what's the matter ? 

Nur/e. Pnsiy Heaven fend your wor(hip good l«ck, mar- 
ry ancf amen, with all my heart, for you have put on 
one locking with the wrong fide outwand. 

Fore. Ha, how? Fsuth and troth I'm glad of h ; and 
fo' I have, that may be good luck in troth, - in troth ir 
may, veiy good luck : nay, I have had fome omens f I 
got out of ^d backwards too this morning, without pre- 
meditation; pretty good that too : but then I ihmibled 
coming down flairs, and met a weafel ; bad omens thofe : 
fome bad, fome good^ our lives arc checquer'd ; mirth 
atfd ffrrow, want and plenty, night and day, make tip' 
our time — r-But in troth l.jwn .pieas'd at my flecking ; 
very well pleas'd at my ftocking---Oh, here's my niece I 
— -^Sirrah, go jtell Sir Sampfon Legend I'll wait on him 
if he is at leifure. [Ea*// Servant.] 'Tis now three a 
clock ; a very good hour for bufinefs : Mercury governs 
this hour. 

Enter Angelica. 

Af/£;. I« it not a good hour for pleafure too, uncle ? 

Pray lend me your coach, mine'« •ut of order. • ' 

Fore. What, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all fe* 

inales ate mad to-day ■> I t is^ of evil porte{>t| and bodes 

mif^ 
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mlfchicf to the matter of a family. I remember an old ' 
prophecy, written by Me^bala the Arabian, and thof 
tranflated by a reverend Buckinghamftiire bard : 

When hmifewiveg all the houfe forfake, 

And leave good men to brew and bake, 

Withouten guile, then, be it faid, 

That houfe doth ftond upon its head ; 

And when the head is fet in ground, 

Ne marl, if it be fruitful found. 
Fruitful, the head fruitful, that bodes horns ; the fruit of 
the hea J is horns. Dear niece, ftay at home ; for by the 
head of the houfe is meant the hulband ; the prophecy 
needs no explanation. 

Ang, Well, but I can neither make you a cuckold, 
uncle, by going abroad ; nOr fecure you from being onc^ 
by {laying at home. 

Fore. Yes, yes, while there is one woman left, the pro- 
phecy i& not in full force. 

Ang^ But my inclinations are in force ; I have a mind 
to go abroad^ and if you won't lend me your coach, I'll 
taTic a hackaey, or a chair, * and leave you to tttdt % 
* feheme, ana find who is in conjunction wrth your wife.* 
Why don't you keep yoor wife at home, if you are jea- 
loos of her when flie is abroad ? You know my annt is a 
little retrograde (as you call it) in her natin-e ; uncle, 
1 am afraid yoii are not lord of the afccndafnt, ha, ha, ha t 

Fore. Well, jill-fUrt, ^ou arc very pert, and always 
ridiculing that celcitial fcience. 

jing. Nay, uncle, don't be angry ; if you are, 1*11 
reap up all your falfe prophecies, ridiculous dreams, and 
idle divinations. 1*11 fwear you are a miifance toiJi^ 
neighbourhood. What a burfle did you keep againft the 
laft invifible eclipfe, tayiog in provifion as 'twere for a 
finger ?- What a world of fire and candle, matches and tm- 
der-boscs did you purchaie ? One would have thought 
we were ever after to live under ground, or at leaftf mi^ 
king a voyagp to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark 
feaion. 

* Fore. Why, you malapert flut ■ ■ ■■ 

* Ang. Will you lend me your coach, or I'll go on > 
« Nay, 1 11 declanp how you prophefied popery was com- 
i ing, only bccaufe tl)« butler had nviflaid ibme of the 

C • appftlc 
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* apoftlc fpoons, and thought they were loft. Away wcn^ 

* religion and fpoon-meat together.* Indeed, uncle, I'l^ 
indite you for a wizard. 

fore. How, hufly I Was there ever fuch a provoking 
minx ? 

liurfe. Oh, merciful father, how (he talks ! 

Ang^ Yes, I can ma)pe oath of your unlawful midnight 
practices ; you and the old nurfc there. 

Uurfe. Marry, Heaven defend ! I at midnight pradii- 
ces ! Oh, lord ! what's here to do ? I in unlawful doings 
with my maftcr's worfliip ! Why, did you ever hear the 
like now ? — Sir, did I ever do any thing * of your mid- 

* night concerns,* but warm your bed, and tuck you up, 
mid let the candle, and your tobacco-box, * and your 

* urinal' by you, and now and then rub the foles of your 
fect?-.Oh,lord, I! 

Ang. Yes, I faw you together, through the key-hole of 
the clofet, one night, like Saul and the witch pf Endor^ 
turning the (ieve and (heers, and pricking your thumbs, 
to write poor innocent fervants names in blood, about a 
little nutmeg grater, which (lie had forgot in the caudle- 
cup * Nay, I know fomething worfe, if I would 

* fpeak of it. 

Fare. * I defy you, hu(ry'— But Pll remember this, 
hufly; I'll be revenged on you, cockatrice; I'll hamper 
^ou. You have your fortune in your own hands ; but 
'II find a way to make your lover, your prodigal, fpend- 
thrift gallant, Valentine, pay for all ; I will. 

Ang, Will you ? I care not ; but all (hall out then— 

* Look to it, nurfe ; I can bring witnefs that you have a 

* great unrtatural teat under your left arm, and he ano- 

* ther ; and that you fuckle a young devil, in the (hapc 

* of a tabby-cat, by turns ; fo I can. 

* l^urfe. A teat, a teat ! Ian unnatural teat ! Oh, the 

* falfe, flanderous thing ! Feel here, if I have any thing, 

* but like another chriitian.' 

Fore. I will have patience, (ince it is the will of the 
ibirs I ftiall be thus tormented. This is the effed of the 
malicious conjun6tions and oppoficions in the third houfe 
of my nativity : there the curfe of kindred was foretold. 
But I will have my doors locked upj I'll puni(h you| 
not a man fliall enter my houle, 

Ang. 
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Ang, Do, uncle, lock them up quickly, before m/ 
aunt comes home : you*Il have a letter for alimony to- 
morrow morning ; but let me be gone firft, and then let 
no mankind come near the houfe : but conveiiewith fpi- 
rits and celefHal ligns, the bull, tho ram, and the goat. 
Blefs me ! there are a great many homed beads among 
the twelve ligns uncle. But cuckolds go to Heaven. 

Fore. But there is but one virgin among the figns, fpit- 
fire ; but one virgin. 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if llie had had 
,to do with any thing but aftrologers, uncle. That makc$ 
my aunt go abroad. 

Fore. How, how ! Is that the reafon ? Come, you 
know fomething ; tell me, and I'll forgive you ; do, good 
niece— Come, you Ihall have my coach and horfes — -faiib 
and troth you (hall — ' Dpes. my wife complain ? Come, 

* I know women tell one another She is young and 

* fanguine, has a wanton hazle eye, and was born under 

* Gemini, which may incline her to fociety ; (he has a 

* mole upon her lip, with a moid palm, and an opctt 

* liberality on the mount of Venus/ 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Fore. Do you laugh ? Well^ gentlewoman, 1*11— But 
come ; be a good girl ; don't perplex your poor uncle ; 
^ icU me. , Won't you fpeak ? Od I'll 
Enter Servant, 
Ser*v. Sir Sampfon is coming down to wait upon you. 

Ang. Goodbye, uncle Call mc a chair I'll find 

out my aunt, and tell her (he muft not come home. 

[Exeunt Servant and Angelica* 

Fore. I am fo perplexed and vexed, I am not fit to re* 

ccive him ; I (hall fcarce recover myfelf before the hour 

be pafl. Go, nurfe, tell Sir Sampfon I am ready to wait 

on him. 

Nurfe. Yes, Sir. [^Exit. 

Fore. Well Why, Jf I wasiwm to be a cuckold, 

there is no more to be faid. He is here already. 

Enter Sir Sampfon Legend ivith a paper. 

Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, old boy ; that"k 

plain. Here it is ; I have it in my hand, old Ptolomy ; 

I'll make the ungracious prodigal know who begat^him ; I 

frill, Qld Noftrodamus. What, I warrant my ton thought 

C z nothing 



Digitized by 



Google 



^H LOVE FOR LOVE, 

Botbmg belonged to a father, but fiM^venefs and auc- 
tion : no authority, no corre^ion, do arbitrary power ; 
nothing to be done, but for him to offend, and roe to par« 
don. I warrant yog, if he danced tiU doomfday, be 
thought I was to pay the piper. Well, but here it is, 
under black and white, Jignatum^JigiUatum^ and deUhra* 
ium^ that as foon as xziy fon Benjamin is arrired, he is to 
make over to him his right of inneritance. Where is my 

daughter that is to be ? Ha, old Merlin ! Bodyo*me, 

)'m fo g}ad I'm revenged on this undutiful rogue -^— 

Fore. Odfo, let me fee ; let me fee the paper. Ay, , 
faith and troth, here it is, if it will but hold. I wiih 
things were done, and the conveyance made. When 
was this iigned; what hour? Odfo, you flu>uld have 
confulted me for the time. Well, but we'll make 
hafte :. 

Sir Samp, Hafte! ay, ay, hafte enough: my fon Bea 
will be in town to-night ; I have ordered my lawyer ta 
draw up writings of fettlement and jointure: all (hall be 
done to-night : no matter for the time ; pr*ythee, brother 
Fonefight, leave fuperftition. * Pox o'the time!* there 
is no time but the time prefent ; there is no more to be 
6iid of wt^at \B pafi ; and all that is to come will happen. 
Jf thf fu» (hin^ by day, and the liars by night, why, we 
iliall know oneanothcr's faces without the belp of acaa- 
die ; and that's all the dars are good for. 

]F0i'e, How, hoW) Sir Sampibn, that all ? Give me leave 
^ contradii^ youy an4d tell ypu, you are ignorant* 

Sir S0mp* I tell you I am wife : uni/apiems d^minahitur 
4/9r/>, thece's latin for you to prove it, and an argument 
to confound your Ephemeris. Ignorant ? I tell you I 
havf travelled, old Fircu, and know the glpbe. I have 
fee^ the Antipodes, where tjie funrifes at midnight, and 
fcts at noon-day. 

. fofe. But I tell you I have travelled and travelled in 
the celf ftial fpheres ; know the iigns and the planets, and 
their houfes ; can judge of motions direct and retrograde, 
of fextiles, quadrates, trines and oppolitions, fiery tri- 
gbns, and aquatical trigons ; know whether life fliall be 
ipng or (bort, happy or unhappy, whether difeafes are 
curable pr iucur4ble j if jourueys fhall be profperout, 

undertakings 
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undertakings fucccfsful, or goods ftolea recovered; I 
know- - > ■ 

Sir Samp, I know the length of the emperor of China's 
foot ; have kifled the Great Mogul's flipper, and rid st 
hunting upon an elephant with the cham ofTartary 
Body o'me ! I have made a cuckold of a king, and the pre-* 
fent majefty of Bantam is the iiTue of the(? loins. 

Fore, I know when travellers lie or fpeak truth, when 
they don't know themfelves. 

Sir Samp. I have known an aflrologer made a cuckoldr 
in the twinkling of a ftar; * and feen a conjurer, that 

* couM not keep the devil ont of his wife's circle.' 
Fore. What, does he twit me with my wife too ? 1 

. muft be better informed of this— f^^^rj— Do you mean 
my wife, SirS^mpfon ^ Tho' you made acuckold of the 
king of Bantum, yet by the body .of the fun 

Sir Samp, fiy the horns of the moon, you would fay^ 
brother CapVicorn. 

F^wTf. ' Capricorn in your teeth, thou modern Mande* 
vil ; * Ferdinand Mondez Pinto was but a. type of thee, 

• thou liar of the firft magnitude^' Take back your pa- 
per of inheritance ; fend yourfon to fea again. 1*11 wed 
my daughtier to an Egyptian mummy, ere flie fhall in- 
corporate with a contemner of fciences, and a defame r 
of virtue. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, I have gone too far ; I mufl not 
provoke honell Albumazar* [Jfide.^ An Egyptian mum- 
my is an illuflnous creature, niy trufty hieroglyphic, 
and may have fignifications of futurity about him 
odfbud, I would my fon were an Egyptian mummy for 
thy fake. What, thou art not angry for a jeil^my good 
Haly ■ I reverence the fun, • moon, and {feirs with all 
my heart. What, I'll make thee a prefent of a mummy t 
now I think on't, body o'me, I have a fhoulder of an 
Egyptian king, that 1 purloined from one of the pyra- 
mids, powdeced with hieroglyphics ; thou (halt have it 
brought home to thy houfe, and make an entertainmenat 
for all the philomaths and ftudents in phyfic and aftrolo- 
gy in and about London. 

Fore. But what do you know of my wife, Sir Sampfon- ? 

Sir. Samp. Thy wife is aconllellation of virtues ; (he 

is the moon, -and^ihouart the man in the moon : nay, 

C 3 flic 
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(he IS moFC illufhious than the moon ; for (he has her 
chaflity without her inconilancy. 'Sbud, I was but in 
jefl. 

Enter Jeremy. , 

How now ? Who fent for you ? Ma ! What would yo\| 
liav^? 

Fore. Nay, if you were but in jc ft * ■ Who is that 
fellow ? I don't Hke his phyfiognomy. 

Sir Samp. My fon, Sir ? What fon, Sir ? My fon Bcn^ 
jamin, hoh } 

Jcr. No, Sir, Mr. Valcntiije, my mafteir j 'tis the firft 
time, he has been abroad iince his confinement, and he 
coiT\p8 to pay his duty to you. 

Sir Samp. WeU, Sir. 

.E«*^ Valentine 

Jer. He is here. Sir. 

Fal. Your bleffing, Sir. ^ 

Sir ^amp. You have had it already. Sir 5 I think I fent 
It you to-day, in a bill of four thoufand pound : a great 
deal of money, brother Forefight. 

tore. Ay, indeed, Sir Sampfon, a great deal of money 
for a young man ; I wonder what he can do with it. 

Sir Samp, Body o*me, fodo I ■■ Hark ye, Valen- 
tine, if there be too much, refund the fuperfluiiyj do£l 
hear, boy ? 

FaL Superfluity, Sir ! it will fcarce pay my debts. I 
hope you will have more indulgence, than to oblige me 
to thofe hard conditions, which my neceffity iigned to. 

Sir Samp. Sir, how, I befeech you,' what were you 
pleafed to intimate. concerning indulgence? 

VaL Why, Sir, that you would not go to the extre- 
mity of the conditions, but rekafe me, at i^» from 
fome part. 

Sir Samp. Oh, Sir, I underftand you-*-That's-all, ha ? 

f^al. Yes, Sir, all that I prefume to aik : but what 
you, out of fatherly fondnefs, will be pleafed to add, 
ihall be doubly welcome. 

Sir Samp. ' No doubt of it, fweet Sir 5 but your fiUal 

* piety, and my fatherly fondnefs, would fit like two tal- 

• lies' Here's a rogue, brother Foreiight, makes a bar- 
gain under hand and feal in the morning, and would be 
releafed from it in the afternoon ; here'« a rogue, dog ; 

b«rc'a 
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here's confcience and hoocftjr ; this is yoiir wit, now ; . 
this is the morality of your wits. You arc a wit, and 
have been a beau^ and may be a— —Why, lirrah, is it 
oot here, under hand and feal ? Can you deny it ? 
. Fed, Sir, I don't deny \u 

Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be hangM ; I fhall live to fee 
you go up Holbom-hilL Has he not a rogue's face ^ 
Speak, brother ; you underfland phyfiognomy ; a hang<« 
ing look to me— of all my boys, the mou unlike me : he 
has a damned Tyburn-face, without the benefit o'thc 
clergy. 

Fort. Hum'**^ Truly, I don't care to difcourage a 

young man he has a violent death in his face ; but 

hope no danger of hanging;* 

ydl, &r, IS this ufage xor your fon ? For that old wea* 
ther^headed fool, I know how to laugh at him ; bat you^ 
Sir 

Sir Samp. You, Sir, and you,^ Sir— -Why> who ara 
you^ Sir t 

FaU Your fon, Sir* 

Sir Samp^ That's more than I know, Sir ; and I be«^ 
Jieve not. 

FaL Faith^ I hope not. 

Sir Samp. What, would you have your mother a whore ? 
Did you ever hear the like t Did you^ ever h^ar the like I 
Body o'me ! 

Fai. I would have an excufe for your barbarity and 
iinxiatural ufage» 

Sir Samp, £xcv& \ Impudence!' Why,£rrah, may'nt 
I do what I pleafe ? ^ Are not you my iUve ? Did not | 
* beget you ? And mi^t not I have chofen whether I 
*■ would have begpt you or no .^ Oons,.who are you ? 
Whence came you ? What brought you into the world ? 
How came yon here, Sir; here, to fiand here, upon 
thofc twole^, and look ere6b with that audacious face, . 
ha ? Aniwcr me that. ^ Did you come a volunteer into 
the world ? Or did I, with the lawful authority of a pa- 
rent, prefs you tothe (ervice .^ 

FaL I know no more why I came, than you do why 
you caUed me. But here I am ; and if you. don't mean 
to provide for nM» I dcfire vyou would leave me as you 
found met 

Sir 
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Sir Samp, With all my heart : come, uncafc, ftrip, and 
go naked out of the world, as fOM came into it. 

FaL My doaths are foon put off; but you mwft 

alfodiveft me ofreafon, thought, paffions, inclinations, 
affections, appetites, fenfes, and the huge train of atten- 
dant^ that you begot along with me. 
. Sir Samp, Bo^ o'me, what a many -headed monflef 
have I propagated ! 

VaL I am of myfelf a plain eafy iirople creature ; and 
to be kept at fmallexpence j but the retmuc that you 

Save me are craving and invincible ; they are fo many 
evils that you have raifed, and will have employment. 

Sir Samf. 'Oons, what had I to do to get children,— 
can't a pnvate man be born without all thefe followers ? 
-^— Why nothing under an emperor fliould be born with 
appetites,— Why, at this rate a fellow that has bu! a groat 
in his pocket, may have a 'ilomach capable of a ten fliil* 
ling ordinary. 

Jer. Nay that's as clear as the fun ; IMl make oath cf 
it before any Jullicein Middjefex. 

Stir Samp, Here*s a cormorant too — — 'S'heart this fel- 
low was not born with you ? 1 did not beget hin>, 

aid I? 

Jer. By the provifion that's made for me, you might 
have begot me too r Nay, and to tell your worfliip 

another truth, I believe you did, for I find I was bom 
with thofe fame whorefon appetites too, that my mafter 
^eaks of. 

Sir Samp, y^hy \oo\i you there now,— — J'il main- 
tain it, that by tne rule of right reafon this fellow ought 
to' have been born without a palate. * ■■ S^heart, what 
ifhould he do with a difKnguifhing tafte? — I "warrant 
you he*d rather eat a pheafant than a piece of poor John: 
andfmell, now, why I warrant he can fmell, and loves 
perfumes — above a ftink— Why there's it ; and mu- 
fick, don't you * love mufick,' fcoundrel ? 

yer* Yes, I have a rcafonable good ear, fir, as to jigg« 
and country dances ; and the Kke ; I don't much matter 
vour folo's or fonato^s j they give me the fpleen. 

Sir Samp, The fpleen, ha, ha, ha, a plague confound 
you ■ folo's or fonato's } 'Cons whofe fon are you ? 

* how were you engendered,' muckworm ? 
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Jir. 1 am by bAa thefimofji ctuurouHi : iDjr foodier 
fold oyflers in winter^ and cucumbenT in fummer, and I 
came up &uri into the world ; for I was bom in a 
a cellar. 

tore. Byyourlaoks, jroaAwt^dgo up flatrioutof tbe 
world too, ffiead* 

^rSsmf. And if thk rogue veffeanatomiK'd now, and 
diife6M, h^ has his vefleU of di|[eftion and coacodioo, and 
fo forth, Uunge enou^ for the iafide of a cardinal, thk 
foa of a cucumber ——Thefe things ane unaooouotable and 
\mreaioi|able'-— Body o* me, why was liot I a bear ? that 
my cubs might have hred upon uicking their paws ; na* 
turehas hem prorident only to bears and folders; the 
one has its nutrmient in his own haads ; and rother fpiAS 
his habitations out of his own entrails. 

F^al. Fortune was provident enough to fojpply all the 
nece^lkies of my nature, if I had my right of mherilance. 

Sir Samp. Agfsin ! 'Cons han^t you four thoulaad pound 
—if I had it again, I wou'd not ^e thee a groat,— —» 
What, would'ft thou have me turn peliom, and feed thee 
out of my own Vitab ?— ^^-'S'beart, live by your wita, 

^— You were always fond of the wits ■ N ow 

let's foe« if you hare wit enough to keep youHelf— — 
Your brother will be in town to«night, or to«morrow 
morning, and then look you perform covenants, and fo 
your fnend and ierrant*-«-*Come, brother Fotefight. 

\EMiunt Sir Simon and Forefight* 

Jer. I told you what your vtfit would a>me to. 

FaL *Tis as much as 1 expeded—I did not come to ieo 
liifii : I came to Angelica : but fince (he was gone abroad, 
it was eafily turned another way ; and at leail looked well 
on my fide ; what's here ? Mrs! Forefight and Mfb. Frail, 
they are earnefl««-«»IUl avoid them-^Uraie this way, aai 
go and enquhe lyhea Aogelidi will return. {^Exiunt^ 

Enter Mrs. Forefight ondMrs. FraiL 

Mr$. Frail. What have you to do to watch me ? 'S'life 
m do what I pleafe. 

JKrirF#r#. You will? 

JMri. VraiU Ycs^ marry will I^ A jjeat piece of bufiV 
nefs to go to Covent-Garden Square m a hackney -ocnch, 
and take a turn with one^s friend* 



Digitized by 



Google 



$4 LOVE FOR LOVE. 

Mrs. F^i. Nay, two or three turns, V\\ take my 
oath* 

Mrs, I rail Well, what if I took twenty I war- 
rant if you had been there, it' had been only innocent re- 
creation, — Lord, where*8 the comfort of this life, if we 
can*t have the happinefs of converfing where we like ? 

Mrs, Fore, ^But can't you converfe at hgme ? 1 own 

it, I think there is no happinefs like converfing with^an 
agreeable man ; I don't quarrel at that, nor I don't think 
but your convtrfation was very innocent ; but the place 
is publick, and to be feen with a man in a hackney-coach 
is fcandalous ; what if any body elfe fhould have feea 
you alight, as I did ? How can any body be happy, 
while they're in perpetual fear of being feen and cen- 

fured ? Befides it would not only reflect upon you, 

fifter, but me. 

M^i. Frail. Pooh, here's a clutter— Why ihou'd it 
reflect upon you } — I don't doubt but you have thought 
yourfelf happy in a hackney-coach before now — ^-^if I 
bad gone to Knightftridge, or to Chelfea, or to Spring- 
Garden, orBarn-Elms with a man alone— — fomething 
might have been faid. 

Mrs, Fore, Why, was I ever in any of thofe places ? 
What do you mean, fifter ? 

J^j. Fraii, Was I ? What do you mean ? 

Mrs, Fore, You have been at a worfe place. 

Mrs. Fraii, I at a Worfe f^ace, and with a man ! 

Mrs, Fore, I fuppofe you wou'd not gd alone to the 
World's-End. 

Mrs. Frail. The World's-Endl What! Do you mean 
to banter me ? 

Mrs. Fore, Poor innocent! You don't know that 
there's a place called the World's End ! I'll fwear you 
can keep your countenance purely, you'd make an admi- 
rable player.' 

' Mrs, trail, I'll fwear you have a great deal of confi- 
dence, and in my mind too much for £e ilage. 
_ Mrs, Fore, Very well, that will appear who has moft ? 
You never were at the World's-End ? 

M-s. Frail, No. 

Mrs, Fore, You deny it pofitively to my fecc. 

Mrs, Frail. Your face, what's your fiM:c ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



LOVE FOR LO V E. 3^ 

Mrs. Fore. No mattefr for that, itV as good a face as 
yours. 

M-s. Frail, Not by a dozen years wearing. —Bat I do 
deny it poiitively to your face then. 

Mrs, Fore. I'll allow you now to find fault with my face : 

for I'll fwear your impudence has put me out of 

countenance : Bat look you here now, ■ where did 
you lofc this gold bodkin ? -Oh fifler, fitter ! 

Mrs. Frail. My bodkin ! . ^ 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, 'tis yours, look at it. 

Mrs, Frail, Well, if you go to that, where did you 

fiad this bodkin? Oh, filler, fifter!- lifter every 

way. 

M^s. Fore, O devil on*t, that I coukh n«t difcover her, 
without betraying myfelf. [AJide. 

Mrs. Frail. 1 have heard gentlemen fay, fifter ; that 
one (hould take great care, when one makes a thruft in 
fencing, not to lay open one's felf. 

Mrs, For£. It's very true, fifter: well, fince all's out, 
and as you fay, fince4iKe-are both wounded, let us do what 
is often done in duels, take care of one another, and grow 
better friends than before. , - , 

Mrs. Frail, With all my heart ; * our's arc but flight 

* flefti wounds ; and If we keep them from air, not at all 

* dangerous.* Well, give me your hand in token of 
fifterly fecrefy and affedlion, 

Mrs, Fore, Here 'tis with all my heart. 

Mrs. Frail, Well; * ^ an earneft of friendfliip and 

* confidence, I'll acquaint you with adefign that I have:* 
—to tell truth, and fpeak openly to, one another : I'm 
afraid the world hav« obferved us more than we have ob- 
ierved one another. You have a rich hufiiand, and are 
provided for ; I am at a lofs, and have no great jftock either 
of fortune or reputation, and therefore muft look fliarply 
about me. Sir Sampfon has a fon that is expedied to<p 
night, by the account I have heard of his education, can 
be no conjurer : the eftate you know is to be made over to 

him: now if I could wteedle him, fitter, ha? you 

underftand me ? 

Mrs,Fore, I do; and will help you to the utmoft of 

my power And I can tell you one thing that falls out 

luckily enough j my awlcard daughter-in-law, who you 

know 



Digitized by 



Google 



3& LOVE FOR LOVE* 

know tt defigMd to be hit wife, is groira food of Mr» 
Tattle ; now if we can improve that, and make her htTO 
an averfiott for the booby, it may go a great way to- 
wards his liking yoiu Here they come together ; and kt 
us contrifve ibine way or other to leave them together* 
Enter Tattle ami Mifs Pruc. 

Jlij/} P. Mother, mother, mother, look you here. 

Mrs, Fore. Fy, fy, Mifi>, how you bawl— — Befides, I 
have told you, you muft not call me mother. 

Mi/s P, What muft I call you then, are you not my 
Other's wife ? 

M's, Fore^ Madam ; you muil fny Mada m ■ By 
my foul, I (hall fancy myfelf old indeed, to have this 
great girl call me mother— -* Well, but Mils, what are 
you fo overjoyed at } 

Mi/sP. Look you here. Madam then, what Mr* Tattle 
has ipven me — Look 3^u here, coufin, here's a fnuff-box ; 
nay, there's fnufFin't ; i ' ■'*■ here, will you have any ?— 
Ob, good ! how fWeet it is—Mr. Tattle is all over fwcct, 
bia peruke is fweet,^ toid his gloves are fweet,--^iid b» 
bandkerchief isfweety pure fweet, fweeter tlum roTes^ 
Smell him mother. Madam, I mean ■ ■ He gave me 
this ring for a kifs^ 

Tat^ O fy^, Mifs ; you muft not Wh and teH. 

Myi P., Yes ; I may tell my mother — And ke txjt 
he'll give me fomething to make me fmeU fo- Ob, jpray 
lend me jrour handkerdbie£— Smell, couiin ; * he nys, 

* be'irgi!vemefometfaiiigthait wiH make my fmock feiell 

* this way'— Is not it pure ?— -It'r better tlum lavender, 
mun-^Pm refoived I won't let nurfe put any more la- 
vender among my fmocks — h^ coufsn-? 

J^j. FraiL Fy, Mi(« ; amongft yoor linea you rouft 
fey— you muft never fay fmocks 

Mi/s P. Why, it is not bawdy, is^it coufin ? 

Tau Oh, Madam ; you ^setoo fevere upon ^fifs ; yoa 
muft not find fault with her pretty (Implicity ; it becomes 
her ftrangely^pretty Mifs, don't let them perfuade you 
out of your mnocency. 

Mrs, Fore, * Oh, demm you, toad' — I w^ you don't 
^rfuade her out of her innocency. 

Tat, Who I, J^&dam ? ■ ■ ■■Qh lord, how can your 

Ladylhif 
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Lady fbp have fuch a thought fure yoii dont* know 

me ? 

Mrs, IfrarL Ah, devil, tly devil— ——fi[e*8 as dofc, 
fifter, as a conteHbr—— He thinks we don't obfervc 
him. 

* Mrs, Fare, A cunningj cur; how foon he cou*d find 

* out a frcfli harmlefs creature ; and left us, fifter, pre* 

* fently/ 

^at. Upon reputation ■ 

Mrs. Fore, They're all fo, fitter, ■ ■ I warrant it 
would break Mr. Tattle's heart, to' think that any body 
dfe fhould be beforehand with him. 

Tat, Oh, lord, I fwear I would not for the world 

Mrs, Frail, O hang you ; who'll believe you ?-— You'd 
be hangM before you d confefs— we know you — She's 
very pretjy ! — * Lord, what pure red and white! fho 

* looks fo wholeiome' ■■ ne'er fiir, I don't know, but 
I fancy, if I were a man ^ 

Mifs P, How you love to jeer one, coufin. 
Mrs, Fore, Hark'ee, fifter, — By my foul the girl is 
fpoiled already— d'ye think fhe*ll ever enddre a great lub- 
"berly tarpawlln — Gad I warrant you, fhe won't let him 
come near her, after Mr. Tattle. 

Mrs, Frail, O' my foul, I'm afraid not— eh ! — filthy 
•creature,- that fmclls all of pitcjj and tar— —devil take 
^you, you confounded toad——* why did you fee her, 

* before ftie was married ? You will fupplant the failor.' 

Mrs. Fore, *Nay, why did we lethim'— — Well, per- ' 
haps the match may be better; but my hufiwnd will 
hang us — He'll think we brought them acq^jainted. 

Mrs, Frail, Come, faith, let us be gone— if my brother '* 
Forefight fliou'd find us with them;— -he'd think fo, 
fure enough. 

Mrs, Fore, So he wou'd — but then leaving them toge- 
ther is as bad — And he's fuch a fly devil, he'U never mifs 
an opportunity. 

Mrs^ Frail, I don't care; I won't be feen in't. [Exit, 

Mrs, Fort. Well, * if you fliould,' Mr. Tattle, * you'll 

* have a world fO anfwer for, remember I wa(h my hands 

* of it. Fin thoroughly innocent;* we truft to your dif- 
cretion, l^Exit, 

D, Mifs 
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MtfiP. What makes them go away> Mr. Tattle 
What do they mean, do you know ? 

Tat. Yes, my dear 1 think I can guefs But 

liang me if I know the feafon of it. 

Mifi P. Come, muft not we go too ? 

Tat. No, no, they don't mean that. . 

Mifs P. No ! what then ? what (hall you and I do to- 
gether. 

Tat. I nnifl make love to you, pretty Mifs ; will you 
let me make love to you ? 

Mifs P. Yes, if youpleafe. 

Jat, Frank, I gad, at leafr. What a plague does Mrs. 
Forcfight mean by this civility ? Is it to make a fool of me ? 
or does ihe leave us together out of good morality, and 
do as (he wou'd be done by ?— Gad 1*11 undcrftand it 
fo ■ [^Jide. 

Mifs P, Well 5 and how will you make love to me - 

Come, I long to have you begin rauft I make love 

too? You mu ft tell me how. 

Tat, You muft let me fpeak, Mifs, you muft not fpeak 
fir ft ; I Tnuft alk you queftions, and you muft anfwer. 

Mifs P. * What, is it like the c^techifm?' Come 

then,aikme. , 

Tat. D'ye think you can love me ? 
' Mif P. Yes. 

Tat, P(»bh, plague, you muft not fay yes already ; I 
(han't care a farthing for you then m a twinkling. 

Mifs P. What muft 1 lay then ? 

Tat, Why you muft fay no, or you believe not, or 
you can't tell 

Mifs P. Why muft I tell a lie tken ? 

Tat. Yes, if you'll be well-bred. All well-bred per- 
fons lie— — Belides, you are a woman, you. muft never 
fpeak what you think: your words poult contradict your 
thoughts ; but your a6tions may contradict your words, 
bo, when I alk you, if you can love me, you muft fay no, 
but you muft love me too— If I tell you you are hand- 

iome, you muft deny it, and fay I flatter you But you 

muft think yourfelf more charming than I fpeak you : 
— — and like me for the beauty which I fay you have, as 

much as if I had it myfelf If I afk you tokifs me, you 

muft be angry, but you muft not refiife me. If I aik you 

for 
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for more, you muft be more angry,— but more comply- 
ing ; and as foon as ever I make you fay you'll cry outj 
you mufl be fure to hold your tongue. 

Mi/sP, O lord, I fwear this is pure, 1 like it better 

tban ouroldfalhion'd country way of fpeaklng one's mindj 
and mufl not you lie too ? 

7at. Hum— Yes— —But you muft believe I fpeak 
truth. ' 

Mifs P. O Gemini ! Well, I always had a great mind 

to teil lies but they frighted me, and faid it was a 

iin. 

Tat, Well, my pretty creature j will you make ijic 
happy by giving me a kifs ? 

li^fs P, No, indeed ; I'm angry at you. — 

IRufU and kijfes him. 

Tat. Hold, hold, that's pretty well but you fhould 

not have given it |ne, but have fuflfcred me to have taken 
it. 

Mifs P. Well, we'll do't again* 

Tat. With all my hean ■ Now then my little 

angeh [Kijfesber^ 

Mifs P. Pifh. 

Tat. That's right,— Again my charmer, [KiJJes again^ 

Mifs P. O fy, nay, now I can't abide you. 

Tat* Admirable ! that was as well as if you had been 
bom and bred in St. James's And won't you (hew 

me, pretty Mifs, where your drefling-room is. 

H£fsP. No,* indeed won't I ; but I'll run there, and 
hide myielf from you behind the curtains. 

Tat, I'll follow you. 

MifsP, Ah, but I'H hold the door with both hands, 

and be angry ; and you (hall pulh me down before yoa 

come in. . 

Tat. No, I'll come in firft, * andpufh you down after- 
f Wards.' 

MifsP. Will you ? then I'll be more angry, and more' 
complyinc;. 

Tat. Then I'll make you cry out. 
- M/iP. Obut you (han't, for III hold my tongue*— 

Tat. Oh, mydearapt fcholar. 

Mifs P. Well, now I'll run and make more hafte than 

^ Da Tmf. 
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Tat. You fhall not fly fo faft, as 1*11 purfue. 
Enter Nuife. 

Nurfi. Mifs^ Mifs, Mifs Pnic Mercy on me, marry 

and amen. Why, Wbat^s becom^of the child ^ — Why 
Mifs, Mifs Forefight — Sure fhe has locked herfelf up in 
her chamber, and gone to fleep, or t6 prayers : Mifs, Mifs, 
I hear her— Come to your father, child : open the door 

—Open the door, Mifs, 1 hear you cry hu(ht— — 

O lord, who*8 there ^ [Fe^5.'\ What*s here to do ? O 

the father! a man with her! Why, Mifs, I fay ; 

God's my Kfc, here's fine doing towards O lord, 

we're all undone O you young harlotry* [Knocks^ 

Od's my life, won't you open the dow ? I'll come In the 

back way. [Exit Nu rfe* 

Enter Tattle an J Mifs Prue. 

Mf/s F. O lord, ihc's coming— and {hc*ll tell n\y fa- 
ther ; what fhall I do now ? 

Tat. Plague take her ; if (be had ftaid two minutes 
longer^ I mould have wiihed for her coming* 

M/i P. O dear, what (hall I fay ? tell me, Mr. Tattle, 
tell me a lie. 

Tat. There's no occafion for a lie ; I could neiEer tell 
it lie to nopprpofe— -rBut fince.we have done nothing* 
ye muft fay nothing, * I think, I hear her.*— I'll Ic^vc 
you together, and come off as you can^ 

[ Tbrufis her in^ andjhuts the dpifr^ 

* Enp of the SECOND Act. 



ACT III. 

Enter Valentine, Scandal, 4r»^ Angelici. 

Angelica. 

YO U can't accufe me of inconfiancy ; I ncTcr told 
you that I loved you. 
f^al. But I can accufe you of uncertainty, for not telling 
me whether you did or not. 

Atig* You miftake indifference for uncertainty ! I ne- 
ver had concern enough to aik myfelf the queftlon. 

Stan. 
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Scan. Nar good-nature enough to anfwer him that did 
aik you : I'll fay that for you. Madam. 

Ang, What are you ferting up for good-nature ? 

Scan. Only for the aftecEUtion of it, as the women dd 
for ill-nature. 

Jng^ Perfoadc your friend, that it is all affectation. ' 

Scan. I fhall receive no benefit from the opinion : foV I 
know no efifedual diiference between continued a^dtatioil 
and reality,^ 

Enier Tattle* 

Tat. * Scandal, are you in prtvaite difcourfe ? any thfng 

* offecrefy? , [^^//^ /i> ScandaR 

* Scam Yes, but I dare truft you. We were talking 

* of Angelica's love to Valentine ; you won't fpeak of It, 

Tau No, no, not a (yllable— I know that's a fecret', 

* for it is wliifpered every where^ 
' * &rtf«.:Ha, ha,ha! 

* Jng. What is, Mr. Tattle ? i heard you fay fomethin^ 

* was whifpered every where. 

* 5rtf». Your love of Valentine. * 

* w^»^. How! 

* Tau No, Madam ; his love for your Ladyrtiip— i 

* Gad X3k& mc, I beg your pardon — for I never heard a 

* word of your Ladyfhip's paffion till this inftant. 

* Ang. My paffion l^-And who told you of my paflion;> 

* pray. Sir ? 

* Scan. Why, is the devil in you ? Did not I tell it yoit 

* for a fecret I 

* Tau Gadfo; but I thought Ihc might have been 
' trufted with her own affiiirs. ' 

* Scan. Is that your difcretion ? trufl a woman with 

* herfclf ? 

* Tau You fey true j I b^ your pard<m I'll bring 

' alloffl — It was impoffible. Madam, for me to imagine,* 

* that a perfon of your I*ady (hip's wit and gallantry could 

* havefo long received the paffionate addrelFcs of the ac- 
^ complifhed Valentine, and yet remain infenfibhc : 
^ therefore you wilj pardon. me, if, from a juft weight of 

* his merit, with your Lady fhip's good judgment, 1 for-' 
' Bied the balance of a reciprocal afte^^ion. 

* Fah Othe devil ! what damn«i cofiive poet has given 

* thee this leffon of fulHan to get by rote i - 

D 5 -i/^. 



Digitized by 



Google 



41 to YE FOR LOVE. 

* Ang. I dare fwear^ you wrong him ; it is his o«rn-r> 

* and Mn Tattle only judges of the fuccefs of others, from 

* the effbSls of his own merit ; for, certainly, Mr. Tattle 

* was never denied any thing in his life. > 

* TaU O lord I yes indeed, Madam, feveral times* 
^ Ang. I fwear, I don^ think it is poiible. 

* Tau Yes, I TOW and Arear, 2 hare* * Lordi, Madam 
^ I'm the mofi unfortunate man ia the Wfoid, and tki 

* mod cruelly ufed by the ladies. 

* Ang^ Nay, now you*re ungrateful. ^ 

* Tau No, I hope aot.— -It is as much iagr^itiidc to 
'^ own fome favours, as to conceal others. 

* VaL There, now it is o«t. 

* Ang. I don't underdo y-QU n«w. I ^oug^t you 

* had never aiked jany tiling, hut what a Ijady might mo* 

* deftly grant, and you comeft. 

* Scan* So, faith, your bufinefs is done here ; . now you 

* may go brag ibmewhereelfe. 

.* 7at. Brag! O Heavens ! Why, did I name any- 
^ body? 

* Ang^ No ; I fuppofe that is not in yaiir|K)9Per ; but • 
f you would if )/6u could, rio dowbt on't. 

^ Tau Not in my power, Madam ?«t- What ! doea^KAir 

* Ladyfliip mean, that I liave no womaa^s jrepusaftiimJA 
« my power ? 

' Scan. Oons, why you Woa't own it, will you ? 

[Afide. 

* Tat. Faith, Madam, you are in the right ; no more 

* I have, as I ho^e to be faved ; I ntvpr had it ia my 

* power to fay any thing to a Lady*s ipnejudice in my 

* life. For, as I was telling y<»i. Madam, I have been 

* the mofi: unfuccefsful creature living in things of that 

* nature ; and never had the good fortune to be -truikd 

* once with a Lady's fecret ; not once. 

* Ang. No! 

* V-au Not once, I dare anfwer for him. 

* Scan. And I'll anfwer for him; far, I'm fure if ho 
y had, he would have told me. I find, Madam, you don't 

* know Mr. Tattle. 

* Tat. No indeed. Madam, you don't know me at ally 
f I find; for fure, my intinaate friends would have 

* known—— 

• Ang. 
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^ At^^ Thca it feems you would have toU, if yow bad 

* been triifted. 

^ Tatn O pox, Scandal, that Was too far put !— Never 

* have told p^ruculars, Madam. Perhaps I might have 

* talked aa of a third perfon-^or have introduced au amouf 
^ of my owft, in converfation, by way of novel ; but ue» 
y ver have expl^ned particulars. 

^ Ai^ But whence comes the reputation of Mr. Tatv 

* tie's fccrefy, if he was never trufled ? 

' Scan. Why thence itarifes. — The thing is prover* 

* bially fpolpen; but may be applied to him.-r — ^As if 

* we ihould fay in general terms, He only is fecret, who 
^ never was trufled ; a fatirical proverb upon our fex.— 

* There is a^oihcr u^n^yours^ — as, She is chafte, who was 

* never aiked the queflion. That's all, 

* TTi^U A couple of very civil proverbs, truly. It it 
^ hard to teH whether the Lady or Mr. Tattle be the more 

* obliged to you. For you found her virtue upon the 

* backwardnefs of the men; and his fecrecy upon the 

* miilruft of the women. 

* TiU. Gad, His veiy true, Madam ; I think we are 

* obliged to acquiifr ounelve^.— f And for my part— but 
^ your Ladyihip is to &e9k firft. 

* j^if Am I ? W?il, lireely C9nfef8t, | have tefiikid ^ 

* great deal of temptation. 

*• Tat. And, egad, I have given fome temptation that 

* has not been rcMed. 

* FaL Good. 

* Jtig, I c\te Valentine here, todcckre to the court, 
' how truitlefshe h^ fou|id hi& endeavours^ and to conn 
*. fefsail his jfoU^utations and my denials. 

* FaL I am ready to plead, not ^ilty^ for ypaj and 

* guihy, for myfelf. 

* Sc^H. So, why tills is fair ! here's demonftratbn, with 

* a wiinefs. 

* Tat, Well, my witnefles are not prefent.— Yet, 1 

* coofeTsy I hay^ h?d favours from . perfims ; but, as th^ 

* favours are numl^rlef^, fo the peifons ar&namelefs. * 

^'SfOfi* pooh, this proves nothing. 

* ^^. No? I can (hew letters, lockets, pictures, aijd 

* ri^?g8 ; and if there beoccafion for witnefles, I can fum- 
^ mon the maids at the chocolate^houfes, all the porters at 

* Pall. 
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• Pall-Mali and Cbvcnt-Gardca, the door-keepers at the 

• play-houfc, the drawers at Locket's, Pontack, the Rum- 

• mer. Spring- garden, my own landlady and valet de 

• chambre; all who (hall' make oath, that I receive more 

• letters than the fecretary'is office ; and that I have more 

• vizor- inaiks to enquire for me, than ever went to fee the 

• hermaphrodite, or the naked prince. And it is notori- 

• 0U8, that, in a country -church, once, an inquiry being 

• made who I was, it was anfwcred, '* I was the faraou* 

• Tattle, who had ruined fo many women*'* 

FaL ' It was there, I fuppofe, yoo got the nickname 

• of the Great Turk. 

* Tat. Tni*; I was called Turk Tattle all over the 

• patiih. — The next Sunday, all the old women kept 

• their daughters at home, and the parfon had not half 

• hi9 congregation. He would have brought me into the 

• fpiritual court : but I was revenged upon him, for h^ 

• had a handfomc daughter whom I initiated into the 

• fcicnce. But I repented it afterwards ; for it was talk- 

• ed of in town. — And a lady of quality, that fliali hi 

• naipelefs, in a raging fit of jealousy, came down in her 

• coach and foe horfes, and expofed herfelf upon my ac- 
< count; 'gad>I wasibrry for it with all my heart.— ^— 

• You know whom I mean— —You know where wc 

• raffled— 

* Scan. Mum, Tattle ! 

^^F'ah 'Sdeath, are not you afhamed ? * 

* j^ng, O barb^^rogs ! I never h?ard fo infolent a piece 
« of"Vanity!— Tie, Mr.* Tattle l—nifwear I could not 
' have believed it. — Is this yourfecrecy \ 

. * Tat, Gad fo,- the heat of- my flory carried nie be- 

• yt>nd my difcretion, as the heat of the Lady's pafiion 

• hurried her beyond her reputation. But I hopd. 

• you don't know whom I mean j for there were a great 

• many Ladies raffled.— Pox on't, now could I bite off 

• my tongue. 

* Scan. No, don*t ; for then you*ll tell us no more.* 

• Come, I'll recommend a fong to you, upon the hint of 

• my two i>roverbs ; and I fee one in the next room that 

• wiU fmg it, \GQes to tht dclbr. 

Tat: 
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* Taf. For Hcavcn*a fekc, if you do gutO, fyfmtimg^ 
f Gady Tm very unfortuoatc ! 

* Scan, Pray fing the firft foog in the Uft aew pj^, 

SONG. 

* A nymph and a Twain to Apollo once prayM, 

^ The fw^n had been jilted, the nymph been betray'd':' 
^ Their intent was, to try if hit oracle knew 

* £*er a nymph that was chafte, or a Twain that was true, 

^ Apollo wai mute, and had Uke t'have been po^'d, 
^ fiat fagely at length he this fecret difclos'd : 

* He alone won't betray, in whom none will cqnfide : 

< And the nymph may be chaAey that has never beeix 
* try*d. 

^fft^^/rSanrnfon, lUks.^ Frail, J/^ Prue, andServani^, 

Sir Samf, Is Ben come ? Odfo, noy Ton Ben come ? 
odd, Pm glad on't : Where is he ? 1 long to fee hijiu 
Now, Mrs. fri^l, you flullfee my fon Ben — Body o*ipe, 
Ive's tVe hopes of my family— I han't feen him thefe thro# 
years — I warrant he's grown—— rCall him in; bid' him 
^aakehafie— t^ — Pm reac^r to cry for joy. 

Mrs. FraiL Now, Mifs, you (hall fee vour hufljand» 

^fs f. Pilh, he fli^U be none of my hufband. 

[4fide t0 TmU 

JUw. FraiL Huft : well he fbaix't ; le^re th^t to mc— 
I'll beckon Mr. Tattle tq us^ 

Jn^. "Won't you (Uy and fee your brother ? 

Fal, We are the twm-dars, and cannot fhine in one 
fphere ; when h^ rifes, I mufi fet-rBefides, if I fbould 
%y, I dqa'ikaqw but my father in good nature may nrefa 
me to the immediate figniog the deeci of cpuv^vance or mr 
efbite ; and I^ll defer it a^ bng as I can-^«r-Well, you'u 
come to a refblution. 

J»g. I can't. Resolution nrnft cpme to met or I ihl4| 
Ixever have one. 

Scan, Come, Valentine, I'll go with you ; I've foniC? 
thing in my head to conununif a^ to you« 

[Exeunt VaJ. ami Scj^n. 

Sir Sufffj/L WlKit ! Is my fon V^entino gone ? Whgt I 
^ he fne^e^ o£^ and wq\i14 not iee l^is brother i There's 

\ ■ . . « 
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sm unnatural whelp ? there's an ill-natur'd dog ? What I 
Were you here too, Madam, and could not keep him I 
CouMuekher love, nor duty, nor natural affedion oblige 
him. Odfbud, Madam, have no more to fay to him : he 
is not worth your confideration. The rogue has not a 
drachm of generous^ love about him i all intefefi, ajil inte- 
reft ; he's an undone fcoundrel, and courts your eflate ; 
body o'me, he does not care a doit for yoiir perfon.^ 

Jing, Vm pretty even with hira, Sir Sampfon; for -if 
ever I cou'd have liked any thing in him, it fhould hajee 
been his cftate too: * but fince that's gone, the bait's off, 

* and the naked hook appears.' [ 
Sir Sam. Odlbud, well fpoken ; and you are awiferi^^o- 

man ihan I thought you were : * for raoft young women 

• now-a-days are to be tempted with a naked hookV 
j4ng. If 1 marry. Sir Sampfon, Tm for agoodeflatB 

' tirith any man, and for any man with a good eflate : there- 
fore if I were obliged to make a choice, I declare I'd ra- 
ther have you than )rour fon. 

Sir Samp, Faith and troth, you're a wife woman, and 
I'm glad to hear you fay fo ; I was afraid you were in love 
with the reprobate ; odd, I was forry for you with all my. 
heart: hang him," mungr^I ; caft him off; you ihalUe# 
the Vogue Ihew himfelf, and make love tofome defponding 
Caduaof fourfcore fot fuilenance. Odd, I love to fee a 
yoimg fpendthrift forced to cling to an old woman for fyp- 
pbrt, like ivy round a dead oak ; faidi I do ; I love to fee 
them hug and cotton together, like down upon a thiiUe» 

Enter Ben, Legend, and Servant* 
'. ^<r«. Where's father ? 

-Serv^ There, Sir, his back's toward you. 

Sir^amp. My fon Ben! blefe thee my dear boy; body 
o'me, thou are heartily welcome. 

Ben: Thank you, father,' and Frti glad tofeeyou. 

Sir Samp. Odfbud, and I'm glad, to fee thee ; kifs me^ 
boy ; kifs me again and again, dear Ben. • [KiJJes him. 

Ben. So, fo, enough father:— Mefs", I'd rather kifs thefe 
gcntlewbnicn. 

Sir Samp, And fa thou (halt' Mts«. Angelica, 

tny* fon Ben. 

Ben, Forfoeth if youpleafe— [5'rf&/fi her'] Nay miflrefi^ 
I'm not for dropping anchor here; about mip i'Jaitb 
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"""■^[KHfes Frail.] Nay, and you too, my little cock- 
boat-^ — ^fo ' IKiJPcsMifu 

Tat. Sir, you're welcome a-(hore. 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, friend. 

Sir Samp. Thou haft been many a weary league, Ben, 
fince I faw thee. 

Sen, Ey, ey, been ! been far enough, an that be all 
—Well, father, and how do all at home ? how does 
brother Dick and brother Val ? 

Sir Samp, Dick, body o'me, Dick has been dead thefe 
two years ; I writ you word, when you were at Leghorn. 

Ben, Mefs, that's true : marry I had forgot, Dick's 
dead -as you fay— Well, and how? I have many quef- 
tions to afk you ; well, you ben*t married again, father, 
be you ? . 

Sir Samp, No, I intend you (hall marry, Ben j I 
would not marry for thy fake. 

Bm* Nay, what does that fignlfy ?^— ati you marry 

again ^-^why then, I'll go to fea again, fo there s 

one for t!other, an that be all Pray don't let me be 

your hindrance ; e'en marry, a god's name, an the wind ^t 
that way. As for my part, may-hap I have no mind to 
marry. ' ' ** 

Mrs. Frail, That would be pity, fuch a handfomc 
young gentleman. 

Ben, Handfome ! he, he, he, nay forfooth, an you 
be for joking, I'll joke with you, for I love my jeft, an 
'the fliip were finking, as we fay at fea. But I'll tell 
you' why I don't much fland towards matrimony. I love 
to roam about from port to port, and from land to land : 
I could never abide to be port-bound, as we call it : now 
a man that is married, has as it were, d*ye fee, his feet 
in the bilboes, and may-hap mayn't get 'em out again 
when he would. 

Sir Samp. Beh's a wag. 

Ben. A man that is married, A^yt fee, is no more like, 
another man, than a galley -Have is like one of us free 
' Tailors, he is chained to an oar all his Hfe ; and may-hap 
forced to tug a leaky veflel into the bargain. 

Sir Samp. A very wag, Ben's, a very Wag ; o«1y a lit- 
tle rough, he want's a little pblllhing. 

Mrs. Frail. Not at all i I like his. humour mightily, 

it's 
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It's plain and hotted, I fhould like filch a humour b fl 
hulband extremely, 

BfH. Say'n you fo forfooth? marry,' and I Ihouldlikc 
fuch a handsome gentlewoman for a crib-mate hugely ; 
liow fay you, miurefs, would you like going to fea? 
Mef», yop're a tight veflcl, and well rigged, and you 
were but as well manned. 

Mrs* Frail. I fhould not doubt that, if you were maf- 
ter of mc. 

Ben. But ini tell you one thing, an you come tofea 

in a high wind, or that lady ^ou mayn't carry fo 

much lail o'your head— Top and top gallant, by the 
mefs. 

il4rx. FraiL No, why To ? 

Bert* Why an you do, you may run the rHk to be 
overfcti and then youll carry your keels above water, 
he, he, he. 

jing. I fwear Mr. Benjamin is the verieft wag in na- 
ture ; an abfolute fea-wit. 

Sir Samp, Nay, Ben has parts, but as I told you be- 
fore they want a little poliflung : you mufl not take any 
thing ill. Madam. 

Ben, No, I hope the gentlewoman is not angry; 1 
mean all in good pani for if I give a jeft. Til take a 
jeft r and fo, forfooth, you may be as free with me. 

Ane;. I thank you, Sir, I am not at all ofended ; — ^but, 
methmks, Sir Sampfon, you ftiould leave him alone with 
.his mtftrefs. Mr. Tattle, w^ muft not hinder lovers. 

Tat, Well, Mifs, 1 have your promife. 

\MJe to Mijs, Exeunt Tattle and Angelict. 

Sir Samp, Body o'me, Madam, you fay true : — Look 

you, Ben, this is your millrefs Come, Mifs, you 

'muft not be fhame faced, we'll leave you together. 

Mifs, I can't abide to be left alone, mayn't my coufin 
ftiy with me ? 

Sir Samp, No, no. Come, let's away. 
, Ben, Look you, father, mayhap the young woman 
mayn't take a liking to me. 

Sir Samp, 1 warrant thee, boy ! Come, come, wcTl 
begone ; I'll venture that. {^^^^ ^^ Samp. 

Ben, Corre^ miftrefs, witl you pleafe to fit down? 
'/or an you fland a flern a that'n, we fh^ never'grapplc 

together. 
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♦ogethcr.— Come, 1*11 haul a chair; there, an you 
^^afe to (it, rH fit by you. 

' Mzfsm Ycu need not fit fo near onei if you have any 
thing to fay, I can hear you farther off, I an't deaf. 

JBen* Why that*8 true, as you fay, nor I an't dumb, 
•I wn be heard as far as another — I'll heave off to pleafe 
you. [Si fs further of,] An we were a league afunder, I'd 
-undertake to hold difcourfe with you, an 'twere not a^ 
4nain high wind indeed, and full in my teeth. Look you 
^rfooth, i am as it were, bound for the land of matrix 
mony ; 'tis a voyage, d'ye fee, that was none of my 
fcdkmg^ I waa commanded by father, * and if you like 
'• of it, mayhap I may fteer into your harbour.' How 
-fey ypu, miftrefs ? the fliort of the thing is, that if you 
like meu and X lil^e you, we may chance to fwing in a 
hammock together. 

Mi/s, I don't4cnow what to fay to you, nor I don't care 
to fpeak with you at all. 

J^en, No, Vm forry for that. But pray, why 

<irc you fo fcornful. 

Mi/s, As long as on« muft not fpeak onc*s mind, one 
had better not fpeak at all, I think, and truly I won't 
tell a lie for the matter ? ' . 

Befi. Nay, you fay true in th^ir, it's but folly to lie : 
for to fpeak' one thing, and to think jull the contrary 
way, 18 as it were, to look one way, and to row another^ 
Now, for my part, d'ye fee, I'm for carrying things 
^bovc board, I'm not for keeping any thing under hatches, 
— fo that if you ben't as willing as I, fay fo a god's name, 
there's no harm done ; may-hap you may be (hame-faced, 
■fome maidens thof ' they love a man well enough, yet 
they don't care to tell'n fo to*s face : if that's the cafe, 
why filence gives confent. 

MI/s, But I'm fure it is not fo, for I'll fpeak fooner 
than you fliall believe that ; and I'll fpeak truth, though 
one (hould always tell a lie to a man ; and I don^t care, 
-let my father do what he will ; I'm too big to be whipt, 
^fo I'll tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor.love you at 
all, nor never will, that's more : fo, there's your anfwer 
•for you ; and don't trouble me no more, you ugly thing. 

Btfi* Look you, young woman, you may learn ro give 
good words however. 1 fpoke you fair, d'ye fee, and 

E ^* civil. 
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. -ciril.— As for vour love or 3?our liking, I doa*t value i 
of a rope's end ; — and mayhap I like you as little as you 
-do me : —What I (aid was m obedience to father ; 'gad, I 
fear a whipping no more than you do. But I tell you 
one thing, if you fhould give fuch language at fea, 
you'd have a cat o'nioe-tails laid crofs your (houlderi. 
Flefti ! who are you ? you heard t'other handfome young 
woman fpeak civilly to me, of her own accord : what- 
ever you think of yourfelf, 'gad I don't think you arc 
any more to compare to her, than a kan of fmall-beer to 
a bowl of bunch« 

Mifs, Well, and there's a handfome gentleman, andi 
iine gentleman, and a fweet gentleman, that was here 
that loves me, and I love him ; and if he fees you fpeak 
to me any more, he'll thrafii your jacket for you, he 
will, you great fea-calf« 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair weather fpatk that 
was here juft now ? will he thraih my jacket ? — Let'n— 
iet'n.— 'But an he comes near me, may -hap I may have 
giv'n a fait eel for's fuppef, for all that. What doe$ 
father mean to leave me alone as I come home, with fuch 
2i dirty dowdy— Sea-calf ! I an't calf enough to lick your 

chalked face, you cheefe-curd you, marry thee! 

Cons, I'll marry a Lapland witch asfoon, and live upon 
felling contrary winds, and wrecked veflels. 

Mifs, I won't be called names, nor I won't be abufed 
thus, fo I won't— If I were a man — [Cr/«.]-— you durft 
not talk at this rate— No, you durfl not, you iUnking tar- 
tarreh 

Efitcr Mrs, Forefight and Mrs, Frail. 

Mrs. Tore, They have quarrelled juft as We could urifli. 

Ben, Tar barrel ! let your fweet-heart there call me 
fo, if he'll take your part, your Tom Eflence, and I'U 
fay fomething to him ; 'gad, I'll lace his mu&-doublet 
for him, • I'll make him iHnk ;' he (hall fmell more like 
a weafel than a civet-cat, afore I ha* done with *en. 

Mrs. Fore, Blefs me, what's the matter, Mifs ? What 
does flie cry ? ■ Mr. Benjamin, whar have you done to 
her ? 

Ben, Let her cry : * the more fhe cries the lefs fte'ir— 
— (he has been gathering foul weather in her mouth, and 
now it rains out at her eyes. . 
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l/lrs^ T^re. Come, Mifs, come along with mc, and tdl 
me, poor child. 

,Mrs, Frail. Lord, what (hall we do, there's my brother 
Forefight, and Sir Sampfon coming. Sifter, do you take 
Mife down into the parlour, and rll carry Mr. Benjamin 
into my chamber, for they moft not know that they arc 
fellen out. — Come, Sir, will you venture yourfclf with 
me ? [Locking kindfy on him. 

Ben. Venture, meft, and that I will, though 'twet-e 
to fea in a ftorm. [Exeunt Ben . and Mrs. Frail. 

Enter Sir Sampfon and Forefigbt. 

Sir Samp, I left *era together here? what are they' 
gone ? Bea's a brilk boy : he has got her into a corner, ' 
lather's own fon, faith, he*ll touzle her, and mouzle 
her : the rogue's fharp fet, coming from fea ; if he' 
foould not Hay for faying grace, old Forefight, but* 
fall to without the help of a parfon, ha ? odd if he (hould, 
I could not be angry with htm ; 'twould be but like me, 
A chip of the old block. Ha ! thou'rt melancholic, old 
prognoftication ; as melancholic as if thou hadft fpilt the 
4*alt, or pared thy nails on a Sunday :-— -Come, cheer 
up, look about thee : look up, old ftar-gazer» Now is 
he poring upon the ground for a crooked pin, or an old 
horfe-nail, with the head tovyards him. 

fore. Sir Sampfon, we'll have the wedding to>mormw 
morning. 

Sir Samp. With 9k\ my heart.^ 
. tore. At ten o'clock, pundually at teir* 

Sir Samp, To a minute, to a fecond ; thou fliak fet thy 
watch, and the bridegroom (hall obfervc its motions $ 

* they ihall be married to a minute,^ go to bed to a mi- 

* nute; and, when the alarm ftrikes, they ihall keep 
^ time like the figures of St. Dunftan's clock^ and con- 
^ /kmmatum eft all over the parifh.' 

Enter Scandal. 
^ Scand, Sir Sampfon, fad news » 

* Fore. Blefsus.! 

* 5/V &//»/. Why, what's the matter? 

* Scand. Can't you guefs at what ought to afBi6t ybtt^ 
' and him, and all of us, more than any thing elfe } 

* Sir Samp, Body o'me, I don't know any univerfaF 

* grievance, but a new tax, or the lofs of the Canary 

E 2 ^ * fleet 



Digitized by 



Google 



5* LOVE FOR LOVE. 

* fleet— unlefs popery fiioald be landed in the Wefty •r 

* the French fleet were at anchor at Blackwall* . 

• Scand. No ? Undbubtedly, Mr. Forefight knew dl 

* this, and might have prevented it, 

• Fore, 'Tis no earthquake ? 

• Sca?iJ. No, not yet ; nor whirlwind. But we don^t 

* know what it may come to— but it has had a coiiie- 

* quence already that touches us all. 

• Sir Samp. Why, body o*me, out with it. 

• Scajtd, Something has appeared to your ibn Valen- * 

* tine — he's gone to bed upon't, and very. ill.— He 
^ ^>eak8 littie, yet he fays he hat a world to txy* Afts 

* for his father and the wife Forefis^t ; taUcs of Rjy- 

* mond Lully, and the ghoft 6f Lilty. He Ini fecrets 

* to impart, I fuppofe, ta you^ two; I can get nothing 

* oUt of him but iighs. He defiterhe noay ht you la 
^ the morning ; but would not be dHltti^>ed te-inghty be« 
' 4:au(e he has foiUe bufinefs td do in a dveam* 

EiHer Servant* 

Seifv. 5/r, Sir, 

Fore. Whaisthi matter 7 

Serv. Mr. Scandtd^ Sky deJSres t^ firaik i& yoMf «/^ 
iaraefi hufinefs^ tvincb mt^ Bi ioidydu^ ^f^s v^tSin thit 
hour^ or U^voill he toa late* 

Fo*e« iV/ wait em km.*''*^^Sir ^mfftn^ yturfimnmi^ 

Sir Samp. H" hat is this hufmefsYjrhendf 

Serv. iSVr, V/V aimtyourfoM^ Faknti^^Jbmething ias ' 
appeared t9 Mm iti a dream^ tha$ makes himfraphefy. 

^xit Servants 

SirSamp^ Hoity toity, what have I t© do with hir 
.4reams or his divination^-^^^^Body o'me, thib k a trkk 
to defer lignhig fhe convej^ante. I warrant dke detif 
will tell him in a dreaifa, that hb mud ilot part with hiaT 
, edare, but I'll bring him a parfon, to tell him, that the 
devil's a liar — Or if ttert woi/t do, Pll bring, a lawyer 
that fliall out-lie the devil. And fo l*li try whether my 
black-guard or hi% fteiH get the beftter of the day. [E:^t. 

* Scaiid. Alas, Mr. Forclight, I am afraid all is ilot 
' * ri^-^You' are a wife nnafs, and a cbnlticnticius man i 
*' a fearchcr into obfcurity aod futurity j and, if jtw 

* corny 
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* cpramit an error, it is with a great deal of conlWeia- 
^ tion, and di fere tloo, and caution. 

* Pore* Ah, good Mr- Scandal 1 

* Scand. Nay, nay, 'tis manife(l> I do not flattes 

* you.T-But Sir Sampfoh is hafty, very hafly.— .Fnv 

* afraid he is not fcrupulous enough^ Mr, Forefight,— * 
^ He has been wicked ; and heaven grant he may mean 

* well in his affair with you !— But my mind gives me, 
^ thefe things cannot be wholly iniignificant. You are 
Vwife, and (bould not be over- reached ; methinks you 

* fhould not. 

* Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal — Humanum eji errare ! 

* Scand, You fay true, man will err ; meer man will 

* err— but you are fomething more. — There have been- 

* wife men ; but they were fuch as you — Men who con- 

* fulted the ftars, and were obfervers of omens. — Solo-.^ 

* nion was wife i. but how I by his judgement in aftro- 
^ logy, — So fays Pineda, in hi& third book and eightlx 

* chapter, 

* Fore^ You are learned, Mr. Scandal.- 

, * Scand^ A trifler — but a lover of art..— And the wife 

* men of the Eafl owed their iriilrudion to a flar ; which 

* is rightly obferved by Gregory the Great, in favoucof 

* aftrology ! And Albertus Magnus makes it the moft 

* valuable fcience — becaufe^ fays he, it teache* us to 
^ coniider the caufation (^ caufes,. in the caufes^ of 

* things^ 

* Fore. I protefl, I honour you,. Mr. Scandal.?— I did 

* not think you had been read in thefe matters, — Few. 
^ young men are inclined— 

* Scand* I thank my ftars that have inclined me.— 
' But I fear this marriage- and making over this eflate, 

* this transferring of a rightful inheritance, wili bring 

* judgments upon us. I prophefy it ; and I would not 

* have the fate ©f Caflandra, not to be believed. Va- 

* lentine is diHurbed ; What can be the 'caufe of that I. 

* and Sir Sampfon is hurried by an unufud violence—* 
' I fear he does not ad wholly from.himfeIf ;. methinkft 

* he does not look as he ufed to do. 

* Fore. H^ was always of an impetuous nature.— But 
^ as to this marriage, I have confulted the flars-j and all 

* appearances are profperous. 

* *^ E 3 ' Scand^ 
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- • < Sicanff, Come, come, Mf. Forefight ; let not tfic 

* profped of worldly lucre carry you beyond youf judg- 

* ment, aor againft ^our confciencc, — You are not fa- 

* th^td tliat you ad juftly. 

* Fore, How! 

* Scami, You arc not fatisfied, 1 fay. — I am loth to 

* difeournge you— but it U palpable you are not {a6sfied* 
' * Fore. How does it appear, Mr. Scanda! ? I think t 

< am very well fatisfied. 

* Scanii. Either you fuffer yourfelf to deceive yoiir- 

* felf ; or you do not know yourfelf ♦ 

* Fore, rray explain yourfelf. 

« Scan J. Do you fleep Well o*niglit« ? 
« Fore. Very Well. 

* Scan J. Are jrou cettdn > You da not look fo. 

* • Fore. I am m health, I think. 

* Scan J. So was Valentine this morning ; and looked 
« juft fo. 

* Fore. How ! Am I altered any way ? I doft't per- 
« ceive it. 

* Scand. That may be ; but youf -beard b longer th'am 

< it was two hours ago. 

* Fore. Indeed! blefs me f 

* £;2/^ Jir^j, Forefight. 

* Mrs* Fore. Huiband, will you go to bed ? It*s ttn 
•o'clock. Mr. Scandal, yodr fervartt. 

, • Scantl. Pox on her, (lie has iptprropted ray.defigtt*— 

* but I muft work her into the projed.-^Your keep early 

* hours. Madam. 

* Mrs. Fore. Mr. Forefighf is punftuaJ ; ^c fkvtp after 

* him. ... ' . ^ 

* Fore. My dear, pray Icftdmeyour glafs, ybUr little 

* looking-glafs. " ' 

* Scaufi. Pray lend it, Madam-^I'll tell you the rea- 

* {qh.-^ [She gives him the glafs: ScatxdBlanJJhewhi/per.'l 
^ —My palfion for you is grown fo violent — that I am 

* no longer mailer of myfelf— I was interrupted in the 

* morning, when you had charity enough to give me 

* your attention ; and 1 had hopes of finding another 

* opportunity of explaining myfelf to you— but was dif- 

* appointed ^11 this day ; stnd the uneafinefs ths^t has at- 

* tende(J 
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< tewied /ne ererikcei^briDgt me novrhldker at thi# Un- 

* feafonabfe hour. 

* Mrs. Fore. Was there ever foch iiiipudifiice, to 

* make love to me before my hulbstod's face ? I'll lwear» 
•rilt^lhito. .. 

* Scand. Do. I'll die a martyr, rather than dUfclaimr 
^ my paffioiif, Btft comer k little farther this way ; ind 

^ V\\ tcU you what project I bad to get him otrt of thrf 

* way, that I might have an opportunity of waiting 

* vpon you. [JVhifper. Forefight looking in the glaft: 

* Fore. I do not fee any revolotion here. Methinks 

* 1 look with afereneand benign afpc^-^pale, a Uttle 

* pale — but the rofes of thefe cheeks have been gathered 

* many years. — Ha ! I do not like that fudden flurfhihg 

* —Gone already !— Hehi, hem, hem ! faintift. My 

* heart is pretty good ; jret it beats: and my puHes, ha ! 
^ —i haVe none— M^cy on me !-*-hum f—Ycs, h^rc 

* they are.— —Gallop, galk^, gallop, gallop, gallops' 

* gallop! hey! whither will they hurry me.^-*-NoW 

* they're gone again*--and now I'm faint agaiti \ and* . 

* pale ag»n, ^nd, hem ; and my, hero !-*"Brcath^ and, 
*. hem- !**-^giiw8 ihort j hem I hem \ he, he, hem I 

* Staitd^. Ittaiea: pmfiieit^ m the name of loveanct 

* pleafure* 

* Mrs. Rr*. How do yov^ do, Mr. Forefight > 

y Fore. Hunt, not fo well as I thotiight I was. Lend* 

* rae yotir hand. 

* 84und» Look you theite now*— Your lady C^ ydur 

* Ikep^has been unquiet of late. 

* Fore. Very likely I 

* Mrs. Fore, Oh, mighty reftlefs I but I wai afrftid to 
*' tell Inm {b.-^-^fe has beeti fubje^ to ^king and ftatt« 

* ing. 

* Scand. And did he not ufe to be fo ? 

* Mrs. Fore.- Never, never ; till within thefe three' 
*■ nights, I cannot fay that he has once broken my rfcft 

* fince we hare been married. 
:- * Farei 1 will go to bed. 

* Scand. Do fo, Mr. Forefight ; and fay your pniyere«' 

* —He lotoi;« better than he did* 
' * Mry. Fen^e. Narfe, nurfe ! 

. * lore. Do you think fo, Mr. Sca»dal? 

* Scand. 
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* Scand, Yes, yes ; I hopt this will be gone by mom«^* 

* jng : take it in time« 

* Fare. I hope fo. , 

. . * Enter Nur/e.^ 

* Mru Fore. Nurfc, your mafter is not well ; put hinr 

* to bed. 

* Scavd, I hope you will be able to fee Valentine in 

* the morning.— You had beft take a tttle diacodian ahcP 

* cowflip-w^ter, and lie upon your back; may be you 

* maydream.^ 

* Fere, I thank you, Mr. Scandal; I will. — ^Nurfe, 

* let me have a watch-light, and lay The Crumbs of 

* Comfort by me. 

* Nurfe. Yes, Sir. 

* Fore, And — hem, hem I I am very faint. 
' * Seand^ No, no,' you look much better. 

* tore, Dol ? And, d'ye hear — ^bring nro, Jet me fee 
« —within a quarter of twelve — hem — he, hem !— jufi: 

* upon the turning of the tide, bring me the urinal.— 

* And I hope, neither the lord of my afcendant, nor 
\ the moon will be combufl ; and then I may do well* 

* ^cand, I hope fo. — Leave that to me ; I will ereAa 

* fcheme ; and, I hope, I Ihall find both Sol and Venus 

* in the fixth houfe. 

* Fore,. I thank you, ' Mr. Scandal ; indeed that would 

* be a gncat comfort to me. Hem, hem I goodnight. 

^ lExit. 
, * Scwtd, Goodi night, good Mr. Forefight. And I 

* hope Mars and Venus will be in conjundion— while 

* your wife and I are together. 

f *^ Mrs, Fore, Well ; and what ufe do you hope to make 
*^ of this projed ? You don't think that you are ever like 

* to fucceed m yourdeiign upon me ? 

* Scand, Yes, faith, I do; I have a better opinioa 
*. both €>f you and rayfelf, than to defpair.. 

^ Mrs, Fore. Did you ever hear fuch a toad ?— — — - 

* Hark'ye, devil; do you think any woman honeft ? 

* Scand. Yes, feveral, very honeft — they'll cheat- a 
\ jittle at cards^ fdmetimcs ; but that's nothing.. 

* Mrs, Fore, Plhavv ! but virtuous, I mean ? 

* Scand, Yes, faith, I believe fome women ane vir- 

* tuoustoo ; but 'tis; as I believe fome men are valiant, 

* through 
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* through fear^-Fer why fhonid a man coart dan^r, 6r 

* awr'man fliuo pleafufc ? 

* Mrs. Fore. Oh, monflrous ! What are confdcncctwi 

* bpnour ? 

* Scand, Why, honour is a public enemy j- and coH- 
' fcience a domefHc thief: and he that would fecuie 

* his pleafure, mdft pay a tnbate to 01^9 and go* halves 

* with t'other! Aa for honour, that you have fecured ; 

* for yoa hskvt pufchafed a perpetual opportunity ibr 

* pleafui^. 

* Mrs. Fere. An opportunity for pieafure ? 

^ ScsnJ. Ay, your huftobd; a hufband is aft oppor* 
^ tuatty for j^eaknre* So you- have taken care of ho- 

* nour, and 'tis the leafl I can do to take care of con* 

* fisience. 

* ifcfrx. Fore. And fo you think we are firee forgone 

* awJther ? 

' Sca/td. Yes, faith, I think fo; I love to fpeak my 
? mind. 

* Mrj, Fore* Why then I'll fpeak my mind. Now, at 

* to thisafl^ir between you amd me. Here yoa make 
' love to »te ;^ ^hy^ 111 confeft k dots not difeleafe me. 
^ Your perfonrb well enough^ and yeuF iftnier^andkig'is 

* BOtamt&. 

^ Sctmd. 1 have no great opinioa of myfeff ; 6ut, T 
'i^mli^ Fili BeitheF dbforrndd^ no^afi^of. 

* Mrs. Fore. But you have a Tiiliakiou^chara6l0r; ydu' 
'; Are a>l3}>eit«*e im mech, arwdl as pradttce. , 

* ,SfMtd. Come, I knoir what you wookt fay-^yoU^ 
Vth^k it more dai>^rou9 to be feen in eomrerfation 

* widi me, thao t6 aHow fome other men the laft fa- 

* vout. You miftake; the liberty I take in taltebg is 
•; pwrcly afe£te6^ for the fervice of yoar fex. He that 
K M[ cries out ftop thiel» k often he thM ha& ftokn tW 
' treafure. I am a juggler, that ^ by conhdtv^t f 

* and, if youpleafc, w?U put a trick upon thowbrld. 

. * Mrs. Fore* Ay; but you at^rfuch an untrerfal jitg- 
^ gkr^^that I'm afraid you hahre a gi'e^t maaiy eotiledb* 
^ rate*. 

* Scand. Fdth, I'm found. 

. > Hi^.Fors, Qh, «« !— FJl fweiftfy yorfrc impudehh 

• Scand» 
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< Scajid. 1*11 fwear, you're handfotne. . 

* Mrs. Fore. PUh, you'd tell me fo, though you &i 

* not think fo. 

* Scand. And youM think fo, though I (hould not tell ' 

* you fo : and noir I think we know one aiu>ther pretty 

* well. 

* Mrs. Tore. Oh, lord ! who's here ? 

* Enter Mrs. Frail tf»</ Ben. 

* Ben. Mefs, I love to fpcak my mind-^Father h» 

* nothing to do with me — Nay, I can't fay that neither; 

* he has fometbing to do with roe. But what does that 

* fignify? If fo be, that I ben't mmded to be Iteercd 

* by him ; 'tis as tho'f he ihould ftrlve againfl wind and 

* tide. 

* Mrs. Frail. Ay, but my dear, we mufl keep it fc- 
« cret 'till the eftate be fettled j for you know marrying 

* without an eftate, is like fmiing in a ihip without bal^ 

* laft. 

* Ben. He, he, he ; why that's true ; juft fo for all 

* the world it is indeed, as like as two cable ropes. 

* Mrs. Frail. And though I have a good portion j you 

* know one would not venture all in one bottom. 

* Ben. Why that's true again, for may-hap one bottom 

* may fpring a leak. You have hit it indeed, mefs, 
•. you've, nicked the chatmeL 

* Mrs. Frail. Well, but if you ihould forfake me after 

* all, you'd break my heart. 

^ *' Ben. Break your heart ? I'd rather die Maiygold 

^* (hould break her cable in a ftorm, as well as I love her. 
Flefh, you don*t think I'm falfe-hearted, like a land 
man. A failor will be honeft, tho'f may-hap he hat 

never a, penny of money in his pocket May-hap I 

may not hare fo feir a race as a citizen or a courtier j 

* . but for all that, I've as good blood in my veins, and a 

\ heart as found as a bifket. 
} Mrs. Frail. And will you love me always ? 

, * Ben. Nay, an I love once, I'll flick like pitch ; III 

* tell you that. Come, I'll fing you a fong of a failor. 

* Mrs. Frail. Hold, there's my lifter, I'll call her to 

* hear it. 

. * Mrs* F^e^ Well, I won't go to bed to kiy hufbahd 

* to- 



Digitized by 



Google 



LOVE FOR LOVE. 59 

* to-night, becaufe ril retire.to my own chamber, and 

* think of what you have feid, 

* ^an. Well, you'll give me leave to wait upon you 

* to your chamber-door ; and leave you my laft inflruc- 

* tions ? 

* Mrs, Fore. Hold, here's my lifter coming towards us. 

* Mrs. Frail. If it won*t interrupt you, 1*11 entertain 

* you with a fong, 

. * Ben, The iong was made upon one of our (hips 

* crew's wife ; our boat-fwain made the fong, may-hap 

* you may know her, Sir. Before (he married, (he 

* was called buxom Joan of Deptford. 

^ £can* I have heard of her. [Ben/3»^x» 

< B A L L A D. 

* A foldier and a failor, 

* A tinker, and a taylor, 

* Had once a doubtful ftrife. Sir, 

* To make a maid a wife, Sir, 

* Whofe name was buxom Joan. 
^ For now the time was ended, 

^ When (he no more intended, 

* To lick her lips at men, Sir, 
And gnaw the (heets in vain, Sir, 
"* And lie o'nights alone. 

* The foldier fwore like thunder, 

* He lov'd her more than plunder 5 

* And (hewM her many a fear. Sir, 

* That he had brought from far. Sir, 

' With fighting tor her fake. 

* The taylor thought to pleafe her, 

* With offering her his meafure. , 

* The linker too with mettle, 

* Said he could mend her kettle, 

* And ftopupev'ry leak. 



« 



But while thefe three were prating. 
The failor (lily waiting. 
Thought if it came about. Sir, 
That they (hould all fall out. Sir, 
• He then might play his part. 



And 
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^ Andjufl e'en as hem^ant, Sir, 

* To loggerheads they went. Sir, 

* And then he let fly at her> 

* A fliot 'twixt wind and water, 

* That won this fair maid's heart. 

* Ben^ If fome of our crew that came to fee me, are 
« not gone, you ihall fee that we failofs can dance feme* 

* times as well as other folks, ^W7:>lftlcs.'\ I warrant rfiat 

* brings them, if they be withm hearing, 

* Enter Seametu 

* Oh, here they be ! — and fiddles along with them— n- 

* Come, my lads, let*s have a round, atid I'll make one- 

[Dance, 

* WeVe merry folks, we failors ; we han't much to care 
« for. Thus we live at fea ; eat bifcuit, and drink flip; 

* put on a clean fiiirt once a quarter-^corue ,home, and 

* lie with our landladies once a year, get rid of a little 

* money ; and then put off with the next fair wind. How 

* d'ye like us. 

* Mrs, FraiL Oh, you are the happieft, merrieflmcft 

* alive! 

* Mrs. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this 
' entertainment. — I believe it is late. 

* Ben. Why, forfooth, an you thi-nk fo, you had 
« beft go to-bed. For my part, J mean to tofs a can, 

* and remember my fweet-heart, afore I turn in ; may- 

* hap I may dream of her ! 

* Mrs. F9rt. Mr. Scandal, you had beft go to bed, and 

* dream too. 

* Scat^l. Why, faith, I have a good lively Jmagina- 

* ti m ; and can dream as much to the purpofe as another, 

* if I fet about it. But dreaming is the ppor retreat of 

* a lazy, hopelefs, and imperfed lover; 'tis the lall 

* gl mpfe of love to worn-out (inpers, and the faint 
daA^ning of a blifs to wifliing girls and growing boys. 

* There's nought but willing waking love that can 
^ Make blefl the ripen'd maid and finiili'4 9)an.' 

• 

Emd of the Third Act. 

ACT 
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A C T IV. 

SCENE, VakntineV Lodgings. 

Enter Scandal and Jeremy. 

Scandal. ^ 

WELL, 18 your mailer ready ? does he look madly, 
and talk madly ? 

Jere. Yes fir ; you need make no great doubt of that; 
he that was fo near turning poet yefterday morning, can^ 
be much to ieek in playing the madman to-day. 

Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the . 
reafon of his defign ? 

J ere. No, fir; not yet.- -He has a mind to try, 

whether his playing the madman, won't make her play 
the fool, and fall in love with him ; or at leaft own, that 
ihe has lovM him all this while, and cohceal'd it. 

Scan. I faw her take coach juft now with her maid ; and 
think I heard her bid the coachman drive hither. 

J ere. Like enough, fir, for I told her maid this mom- 
mg, my matter was run ftark mad only for love of her 
milirefs; I hear a coach flop ; if it (hould be ihe, fir, 
I believe he would not fee her, 'till he hears how fh!c 
takes it. 

Scan. Well, 1*11 try her— — *Tis flie, here flie comes. 
Enter Angelica ix)itb Jenny* ' 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, I fuppofe you don't think it a no- 
velty, to fee a woman vifit a man at his own lodgings in a 
morning ? 

Scan, Not upon a kind occafion, madam. But when 
a lady comes tyrannically to infult a ruin*d lover, arid 
make manifeft the cruel tritirtiphs of her beauty; the 
barbarity of it fomething furprifes ni«. 

Ang. I don't like raillery frgm a ferious face. ■ ■ 

Pray tell me what is the matter? 

Jere, No flrange matter, madam ; my matter's mad, 
that's all : I fuppofe your ladyfhip has thought him fo a 
great while. 

Ang, How d'ye mean, mad ? 

Jer€. Why. faith, madam, he's mad for want- of his 
wits, jutt as he wal poor for want of money j his he^d is 
jc'en as light as his pockets ; and any body that has a 

f mind 
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iDind to a bad bargain, can't do better than to beg hhm 
for his eftate. 

Ang^ If you fpeak truth , your endeavouring at wit is 
▼ery unfeafonable— — - 

Scan, She V concerned, and loves him, [Afide. 

Ang, Mr, Scandal, you cannot think me guilty of fo 
much inhumanity as not to be concerned for' a man I 
inuft own myfelf obliged to— —pray tell me the truth. 

Scan. Faith, Madam, I wilh telling a lie would roend 
the matter. But this is no new eifedtof an unfuccefsful 
paffion. 

At^. iA/uie] I know not wTiftt to think — ^yct I Should 

be vext to have a trick put upon me may I not fee 

him? 

Scan. I'm afraid the phyfician is not willing you &oukl 
Ice' him yet — Jeremy, go in and .enquire. [Exit ]ercmy.^ 

Ang, Hz ! I faw hiin.wink and fmile — - — I fancy 'tis 

ja tridc— I'll try 1 would difguife to all the world a 

failing, which I muft own to you — I fear my happincfs 
depends upon the recovery of Valentine. * Therefore I . 

* conjure you as you are his friend, and as you have com- 
]• paffion upon one fearful of afflidion, to tell me what 
*• I am to hope for — I cannot fpeak.— But you may tell 

* me, for you know what I would aik.' 

S^an, Soj this is pretty plain. ^Be not too mucb 

concerned. Madam ; I hope his condition is not defpe- 
jate : an acknowledgment of love from you, peiitaps, 
may work a cure ; as the fear of youraverfion occaiioned 
his diflemper. 

^^f' [4fi^*} Say you fo ; nay then I am convinced. 
And if I don't play trick for trick, may I never tafte the 

pleafureof revenge Acknowledgment of love ! I find 

you liavemillaken my companion, and think me guilty 
^ a w^aknefs I am a flranger to. * But I have too much 

* fincerity to deceive you, and too much charity to lufi- 

* fer him to be deluded with vain hopes.* Goodnature 
* and humanity oblige me to be concerned for him ; but to 

love is neither in my power nor inclination ; * and if he 

* cannot be cured without I fuck the poifon from his 

* wounds, I aiia afraid 'he won't recover his fcnfcs till I 

* lofc mine.* 
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Scan. Hey, brave woman, lY^tlth ■ Won't you fee 
Wm then, if he dcfire it ? 

j^g. What iignify a madman's defires ? Bcfides, 
*twou\l make me uncafy— If I don't fee him, perhaps 
my concern for him may Icflen — i— -If I forget him 
'tis no more than he has done by himfdf ; and now the 
furprife is over, methinks I am not half fo forry as I 
was. 

Scan. So, faith gqod nature works apace ; you were 
confefBng juft now an obligation, to his love* 

j^g. But I have confidered that paffions are unreafon- 
able and involuntary ; if he loves he c^rmot help it ; and 
if I don't love, I cannot help it ; no more than he can 
help his being a man^ or I my being a woman ; or no 
more than I can help the want of inclination to flay lon- 
ger here Come, Jenny. [Exeunt Ang. anJ Jenny,. 

Mntfr Jeremy. 

Scan. Humph ?— An admirable compofition, faith > 
this fame womankind. 

Jere. What, is^ fhe gofic^ Sir ? 

Scan, Gone 5 why flre w^a never here^ nor any whete 
elfe 5 nor I don't know her if 1 fee her ; nor you neither. 

^ere. Good lack! what's the matter now? are any 
more of us to be mad ^ t^y, Sir, ray matter longs to fee 
her; and is almoft mad Tn good eanK^i with the joyful 
news of her being here. 

Scan* We are Sunder ift miikke— -Afic no quefHon^^ 
for I cannot refolve you ; but 1*11 inform your mailer. In 
the mesm time, if our projedt fucceed no better with his^ 
father than it does with his miilrefs» he may defcend from^ 
his exaltation of madneft into the road of common fenf^^ 
and be content only to be made a fool with other reafona«> 
ble pec^ie. I hear Sir Samp^, You know your cue ^ 
I'll to your ma^p* • [Exit Scandals 

Enter Sir Samj^on I^egend, wtJk a. Lawyer* . 

Sir S<^p* D'ye fee, Mr. Buckram, here's the paper 
figned: with his owi^ h9i}<)* 

jB»f^. Good, Sir. And the conveyance is reajty 4r^p^ 
in this box, if be be teady 16 %a an4 feaU 

&> SfnHp* Ready ! body o!me, be muft be ready : Hi» 
iham ficknpii flian't excufe him-r — O, -herd's bis &0)W»r 
drtL. Sirrah,^ vxhere's your mafier \ t 

F z Jcrt. 
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ytfi. Ah, Sir, hc*8 quite gone. 

air Samp, Gone! what, he is not dead? 

Jere, No, Sir, not dead* 

Sir Samf, What, is he gone out of town, run awtsr, 
ha ! has he tricked me ? Speak, variety 

Jere. No, no. Sir, he*8 fafe enough. Sir, an he wer« 
but as found, poor gentleman. He is indeed here, Sir, 
and not here, Sir. 

. Sir Samf. Hey day, rafcal, do you banter me, fircah, 
d'jre banter me ?— Speak, firrah, where is he? for I 
.will find him.. 

Jere. Would you could. Sir ; for he has loft himfdf. 
Indeed, Sir, I have almoft broke my heart about him- 
I can't refrain tears when I think of him, Sir; I am as 
.melancholy for him as a paffing-bell, fir ; or a horfe in a 
, pound. 

Sir Samp. A pox confound your fimilitudes. Sir— • 
Speak to be underilood, and tell me in plain terms what 
the matter is with him, or I'll crak^your fool's Ikull. 

Jere. Ah, you've hit it. Sir; that's the matter with 
iiim. Sir ; his ikull's crak'd, poor gentleman ; he is ftark 
mad, Sir. 

i Sir Samp. Mad ! 
, Buck. What, is he Non Compos f 

Jere. Quite Non Comj>os^ Sir. 

Bud. Why then all is obliterated. Sir SampfoD, if he 
be Non Compos Mentis^ his ad and deed will be of no ef- 
fe6t,^ it is not good in law. 
i Sir Samp. Oohs, I won't believe it ; let me fee him, 

Sir— Mad, I'll make him find his fenfes. 

^ Jere. Mr. Scandal is with him. Sir ; I'll knock at the 
.door. 

{Goes to thefcene^ vohich opens anddifcovers Valentine (up9m 
a Cmtch diforder^ drejfed^) and Scandal. 

SirSatr^. How now, what's here to do ? 

Fal. Ha ! Who's that ? {Startif^. 

Scan. For heaven's fake, foftly, Su*, and gently j don^t 
provoke him. 

Fal. Anfwer me ; Who is that? and that ? 
^ Sir Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me ? Is he 
niichievous? Ill fpeak gently— —Val, Val, doft thou 
not know me, boy ? not know thy own father, Val ! I 
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ftm diy own fatber^ ami this k honefl Brief Buckram the 
lawyer. 

V^aL It may be fo I did not know you ■ .i 

the world ia full — There ace people that wc do» 

kaow, and people that we do not know ; and yet the fun 
fhines upon all alike— —-There are fathei-s that havp^ 
njany cSldcen;. aad t^ere are children that have many 
fathers — <— 'tis ftrange ! but I am honeft, and come po 
give the world the he. 

Hiri^amp. Body o*me, I know not what to fay to him ^ 

Vol. Why does that lawyer wear black ? Does he- 
cany his conlcience without iide ? lawyer, what 

art thou ? doll thou know me } 

Buck. O Lond^ what miift I fay ? . m; .Yes,. Sir. , 

f^. Thou licit, 6>r I am honeil., 'Tis- hi*rd I eannqt 
get a livelihood amongft you. I have been fworn out of 

Weftminfter-Hall the iifft day of every term Let me 

fee ■ ■ No matter how long ' But III tell yoja 

^ one thing, it is a queftion.tbat would puzzltf anarch- 
^ raetician, if you would aflc him,, whether the BiWe 
* faAKCs more fouls in Wefiminfter-Abbey, or damns more: 
*^ in Weftminfter-ballf' for my part^ I am honeA, and. 
cannot tell ; I have very few acquaintance. 

SirSamp^ Bodyo'me, he talks fcnfiUy in hia madpef^ 
■I ■ ■ ! ■■ Has he no intervals ? 

J^re, Very fhont. Sir. ^ 

Buck. Sir, I can do you no fervice while he is in thft 
condition : here is your paper. Sir— *He may do me a^ 
mifchief if I {tay > ■ ■■ ■ The conveyance is ready, Sir, 
if he recover Ins fenfes. " [£.v;V Buckram. 

Sir Skmp. Hold, hokly don't you go yet. * 

Scan» You'd better let him go, Sir j and fend for him 
if there be occaiion ;. for I fency his prefence provoker 
him more* 

F^d* Is the lawyer gone \ *ris well, then we may 

drink about without going together by the ears heig^ 

ho ! what a dock is it I my father here 1 your t^ei£ng» 
Sir? 

Sir&mp. He recover a , bkfs thee,. Val^ ■ , *. 
How dofl thou do, boy h 

Fah Thank you. Sir, pretty well I have be^ 

alittle out of oraer j won't you pleafc to fit, Sir ? 

F 3 ' SirSamfi^ 
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Sir Samp. Ay boy, C ome, thou fhalt fit dowB 

by mc. 

FaL Sir, Yis my duty to wait. 

Sir Samp. No, no, come, come, fit thee down, honeft 
Val : How doft thou do ? Let me feel thy pulfe 
Oh, pretty well now, Val : body o'me, I was forry to 
fee thee indifpofed ; but I am glad thou art better, honefl 
Val. 

FaU I thank you. Sir. 

Scan. Miracle ! the monfter grows loving. [jffide. 

Sir Samp, Let me feel thy hand again, Val : It does 
not ihake — I believe thou canft write, Val : ha, boy, 
thou canft write thy name, Val ?— Jeremy, flep and 
overtake Mr. Buckram ; bid him make ha&e back with the 
conveyance ; quick ; quick. [J5j wbijper to Jeremy. 

\^Exit Jeremy. 

Scam That ever I fhould fufped fuch a heathen of any 
remorfe ! i^fi^^ 

Sir Samp. Doft thou know this paper, Val? I know 
thou art honeft, and wilt perform articles. 

[Shews him the papn^ hut holds it out of his reach. 

VaL Pray let me fee it, Sir. You hold it fo fiur off, 
that I cannot tell whether I know it or no. 

Sir Samp. See it, boy ? ay, ay, why thou doft fee it 
■ ^is thy own hand, Vally. Why let me fee, I can 

read it as plain as can be : Look you here \Reads'\ The 
ConditioHS of this Ohligatioft '-^hook you, as plain as can 

be, fo it begins— And then at the bottqm jis witnefs 

my band, VALENTINE LEGEND, in 
great letters. Why, 'tis as plain as the nofe on one^ 
^ce : what, are my eyes better than thine I 1 believe I 

can read it farther off yet let me fee* 

[Stretches his arm as far as- he can. 

Val. Will you pleafe to let me hold it, Sir? 

Sir Samp> Let thee hold it, .fayft thou ——Ay, with 
all my heart What matter is it who holds it ? What 

need any body hold it? — —-I'll put it in my pocket 
Val. and then no body need hold it \Puts the paper in his 
' pocket.} There, Val, it's fafe enough, boy But 

thou (bait have it as foon as thou haft fet thy hand to ano« 
' ther paper, little Val.^ 

Enitr 
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Enter Jeremy nvUif Buckram. 

FaL What, is my bad genius here again ! Oh no, 'tig 
the lawyer with an itching palm : and he is come to be 

. fcratched My nails are noulong enough Let 

me have a pair of red-hot tongs quickly, quickly, and 
you ihall fee me a6t St. Dunflan, and lead the devil by 
the nofe- 

Buck. O Lord, let mc be gone ; I'll not venture my- 
felf with a madman. [£;r// Buckram, 

Fal. Ha, ha, ha ; you need not run fo faft, honefty 
will not overtake you Ha, ha, ha, the rogue found 

me out to be in forma pauperis prefently. 

Sir Samp. Oons ! What a vexation is here ! I know 
not what to do, or fay, nor which way to go. 

y^al. Who's that, that's out of his way ? I am honell, 
andean fet him right— Harkee, friend, the ftraight road 
is the worft way you can go——* He that follows his 

* nofe always, will very often be led into a ftink. Prohari 
.* turn efi. But what are you for, religion or politics ? 

* There's a couple of topicksfor you, no more like one 

* another than oil and vinegar ; and yetthofe two beaten 

* together by a ftatc cook, make faucc for the whole na- 

* tion. 

* &'r Samp. What the devil had I to do, ever to beget 

* fons ! Why did I ever marry ? 

* Vah Becaufe thou wert a monfter ; old boy ? The 
^ two greatefl monflers in the world, are a man and a 

* woman? What's thy opinion ,? 

* Sir Samp> Why, my opinion is^ that thole two mon* 

* fters joined together, make yet a greater, that is aman 

* and his wife. 

^ FaU A ha ! Old Turnpenny, fayeft thou fo : thou haft 
nicked it -but it is wonderful ftrange, Jeremy. 

Jere. What is, Sir? 

Fal. That grey hairs Ihould cover a green hea d , 
and I make a fool of my father. What's here ! Erra 
pater ^ or a bearded iibyl ? If prophecy comes, truth rauft 
give place. 
. Enter Forefight, Mrs, Forelight, aud Mrs, Frail. 

Fore. What fays he ? What, did he prophecy ? Ha, 
Six Sampfon, blefs us ! How are we ? 

Sir Sajnp^ 
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Sir Saptf. Arc we ? a plague o* your prognofticationt 
-—Why, we are fools as we ufed to be ■ Oons, that 

you could not forefce, that the moon would predominate, 
and my fon be mad^ ■ ■ Wherfe is your oppofitions, 
your trines, and your quadrates * What did your- 

* Cordan and your Ptolomy tell you ? Your MeflkhtlaE 

* and your Longomontanus, your hajjnpny of chiroman*- 

* cy V with aflrology,*' Ah \ plsiguc on it, that I that 
know the world, and men and manners, that don^ believe 
a fyllable in the iky and flars, and fun and almanacks, and 
Irafh, (hould be diredted bv a dreamer, an omen-hunter^ 
and defer bufincfs in cxpeaation of a lucky hour, wheov 
body o*me, there never was a lucky hour ^fter the firft 
opportunity. [Kxit Sir Sampfov- 

tore* Ah, Sir Sampfon, heaven help your head— — 
This is none of your lucky hour ; mtno omnibus horis^ 
fapit. What is he gone, and in contempt of fcience! Itt 
ftars, and upconvertable ignorance attend him. 

Scan. You muft excufe his paiEon, Mr. Forcfight ; 
for he has been heartily vexed—His fon is non compos 
Mentis^ and thereby incapable of making any convcyande- 
in law ; fo that all his meafures are dHappointed. 

Fore. Ha ! iay you fo ? 

Mrs. FraiU What, has my fca-lover loft his ancfcor of 
hope then ? {/fide to Mrs. Forcfight.. 

Mfs. Fore. Oh, fifter, what will you do with him? 

Mrs. Frail. Do with him, fend him to fea again in the 
next foul weather — He is ufed to an inconftant element,.* 
and won't be furprifed to fee the tide turned. 

Fore. Wherein was I miHaken, not to forcfee diis ? 

[Confiders^ 

*^ Scan. Madam, you arid I can tell him Ibmethingr elfe 

* that he did not forefee,and riiore particularly relating to 

* his own fortune ! [^/de to Mrs. Forefight^ 

* Mrs. Fore. What do you hiean ? I don't underi&nd 

* you. 

* ScaH. Hufh, foftly*— the pleafures of laft night, my 

* dear ; too confiderable to be forgot fo fbon.. 

* Mrs, Fore. Laft night? and what would your impu- 
^ dence infer from laft night ? Laft night was Kke the 

* night before, I think. 

* Sca/t. 'Sdeath, do you make no difference between mc 
f and your hulband h 



Digitized by 



Google 



LOVE FOR LOVE. £9 

* M-f • Fore. Not much — he's fupcrfHtious ; and you 
^ are mad^ in my opinion* 

* Scan. You make me mad»— You are not ferious ? 

* ——Pray recoiled yourfelf. 

* Mrs. Fore. O j^cs, now I remember, you were very 

* imnertinent and impudent— and would have come to 
^ bed to me* 

^ Scan. And did not ? 

' il^j* Pirr. Did not ! With what face can you aik the 

* quefiion ? 

* Scand. This I have heard of before, but never be- 

* lieved. I have been told fhe had that admirable quali* 

* ty of forgetting to a man's face in the morning, that (he 

* had lain with him all night ; and denying that fhe had 

* done favours with more impudence than fhe could grant 

* them,— Madam, I'm your humble fervant, and honour 

* you.— You look pretty well, Mr. Forefight . ■ 

* How did you red lad night ? 

* Fore. Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was fo taken up with 

* broken dreams and diflra<5ted viiions, that I remember 

* Uttle.' 

Scan* But would you not talk with Valentine, perhaps 
you may underhand him ; I am apt to believe there is 
lomething m^flerious in his difcourfes, and fometimes 
rather think him infpired than mad. 

Fore. You fpeak with fingular good judgment, Mr. 
Scandal, truly— I am inclining to your Turkifh opinion 
in this matter, and do reverence a man whom the vulgar 
think mad. Let us go to him. 

[Exeunt Forefight and Scandal. 

Mrs. Frail. Sifter, do you go with them 5 Til find out 
my lover, and give him his difcharge, and come to you. 
O my confcience here he comes. [ExitJ^s. Forefight 

Enter Ben. 
. Ben. All mad, I think— -Flefh, I believe all the 
calentures of the fea are come afhore, for my part. 

Mrs. FraiU Mr. Benjamin in choler ! 

Ben. No, I am pleafed well enough, now I have found 
you— Mefs, I have had fuch a hurricane upon your ac- 
count yonder. ■ ■ 
\ Mrs Frail. My account, pray, what's the matter ? 

Befl* Wh/i father came and round me fquabbling with 
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yon chitty-faced thing, as he would have mc many,— lb 
he aiked what was the matter— He afted in a furly fort of 
a way — (It feems brother Val is gone mad, and fa that 
put'n into a paffion ; but what did I know of that, what*4 

that to me ?) So he alkcd in a furly fort of a m^- 

* " " "hi 

1 
•d 

marry to pleafe my felf, not him : and for the young wo- 
man that he provided for me, I thought it more fittihg 
for her to learn her fampler, and to make dirt pies, than 
to look after a hufband; for my part 1 was none of her man. 
— I had another voyage to make, let him take it as he will. 

Mrs, FraiL So then you intend to go to fea again ? 

Bea, Nay, nay, ray mind run upon you,— but I wou'd 
not tell him fo much — So he faid he'd make my heart ake ; 
and if fo be that he could get a woman to his mind^ he'd 
marry himfelf. Gad, fays I, an you play the fool and 
marry at thefe years, there's more danger of your head's 
aking than niy heart*— He was woundy angry when 1 
gav'n that wipe— He had'nt a word to fay, and fo I left*n> 
ajad the green girl together ; may, hap the bee may bite^ 
and he'll marry Iter himfelfs vf ith all niy beam 

M-s. FrazL And were you this undutifol*an4 grscekft 
wretch' to your father? 

Ben. Then why was he gracelcfs firft, ■ * If I «m 
•- undutiful and eracelefs, why did he beget mc fo ? I did 
* not get myfelh* 

Mrs. Frail. O impiety ! how have I been miftaken! 
What an inhuman mercilefs creature have I fet my heart 
upon ? O I am happy to have difcovered the (helves and 
quickfands that lunc beneath that faithlefs fmiling face. 

Ben. Hey tofs ! What's the matter now ? why yom 
ben't angry, be you? 

Mrs. Frail. O fee me no more, — for thou wer^ bom 
amongft rocks, fuckled by whales, cradled in a tempeft; 
and whittled to by winds ; and thou art come forth with 
fins andfcales, and three rows of teeth, amoft outrage- 
ous ftlh of prey, 

Ben. O Lord, O Lord^ lhe*8 mad, poor young woman, 
love has turned her fenfes, her brain is quite overfet. 
Well a-day» how fhaU I do to fet her to rights ^ 
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Mrs. Frail.. 1^0^ no, I am not mad, monfter, I am 
l^rife enough to find you out. — Hadfi: thou the impudence 
to afpire at being a hufband with that llubborn and difo- 
bedient temper ? You that know not how to fubmit to a 
father, prefume to have a fufficient ftock of duty to un- 
^rgo a wife ? I (hould have been finely fobbed indeed, 
veryfinely fobb'd. 

Ben* Harkee forfooth ; if ib be that you are in your 
light fenfes, d'ye fee ; for ought as I perceive I'm like 
to be finely fobb'd — if I have got anger here upon your 
account, and you are tacked about already. What 

d'ye mean, afer all your fair fpeeches, and-ftroaking my 
cheeks, and kiffiog and hugging, what would you (heer 
off fd ? Would you, and leave me a-ground ? ' 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'lUeave you a-drift, and go which 
way you wilL 

3en. What, «re you falfe-hearted then ? 

M-s. Frail. Only the wind's changM ? 

Ben. More (hame for you,— the wind's chang'd ?-— . 
It's an ill wind blows nobody good,— ——may -4iap I 
bare a^ good riddance on you, if thefe be your tricks— 
vwhat did ypu mean all this while, to make a fool of me ? 

Mrs. FraiL Any fool but a hufband, 

Ben. Hulband ! Gad I would not bt your huftand, if 
you would have me ; now I know your mind, tho'f you 
had your weight in gold and jewels, and tho'f I loved you 
never fo wdl. 

Mrs. FraiL Why, can'fl thou love, porpus ? 

Ben. No matter what I can do ; don't call names.— -I 
don't love you fo well, as to bear that, whatever I did,-— 
I am glad you fhew yourfelf, miftrefs :— Let them marry 
you, as don't know you :— Gad, I know you too well, by 
fad experience ; I believe he that marries you will go to 

iea in a hen-peck'd frigate 1 believe that^ young 

woman and may-hap may come to an anchor at 

, Cuckold's Point ; fo there's a dafti for you, take it as you 
will, may-hap you may holla after me when I won't come 
too. Exit Ben. 

Mrs. Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't, — *' My true 

loTC is gone to fea" ' , ['^/«§'J. 

Enter Mrs, Forefight. 

J4rj. Frail. Oh, fifter ! had you come a minute fooner, 
* you 
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you would have feen the refolution of a lover. Honeft 
ur and I are parted, and with the fame indifference that 
we met. O'my life, I am half vexed at the infeniibilitjr 
gf a brute that I defpifed. 

Mrs. Fore, What then, he bore it moft heroically ? 

il^/. FratI, Moft tyrannically ; for you fee he has got 
the fhirt of me, and I, the poor forfaken maid, am left 
complaining on the (hore. But I'll tell you a hint that 
he has given me ; Sir Sampfon is enraged, and talks def- 
perately of committing matrimony himfelf. If he has a 
mind to throw himfelf away, he can't do it more efie^u* 
ally than upon me, if we could bring it about. 

Mrs, Fore. Oh, hang him, old fox, he's too cunning ! 
betides he hates both you and me. But I have a projed 
in my head for you ; and I have gone a good way to- 
wards it. I have almofl made a bargain with Jercmyi 
Valentine's man, to fell his raafler to us. 

Mrs. Fraii. Sell him ! how ? 

Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took 
me for her, and, Jeremy fays, will take any body for her 
that he impofcs on him. Now I have promifcd him 
mountains, if, in one of his mad fits, he will bring you to 
cbim in her flead, and get you married together, * and put 

to bed together; and after confummation, girl, there's 

* no revoking ; and if he fhould recover his fenfes, he'H 
^ be glad, at leaft, to make you a good fettlement.' Here 
they come ; ftand afide a little, and tell me how you like 
the defign. 

Enter Valentine, Scandal, Forefight, and Jeremy. 

Scan. And have you given your matter a hint of their 
plot upon him ? [To Jeremy. 

Jer. Yes, Sir ; he fays he'll favour it, and miftake her 
for Angelica. 

Scan. It may make us fport. 

Fore. Mercy on us ! 

Fal. Hufht interrupt me not— I'll whifper pre- 
diction to thee, and thou ftialt prophefy ; * I am hone^, 

* and can teach thy tongue a new trick.' I have told 
thee what's paft ; now I'll tell thee what's to come. Dofk 
thou know what will happen to-morrow? Anfwcr rx 

'not ; for I will tell thee : to-morrow, knaves will thrive 
thro' craft, and fools thro* fortune, and honefly will go 
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as it did, frofl-nipt in a fummer-fult. Aik me queftions 
concerning to-morrow. 

Scan. Aik him, Mr. Forefight* 

Fore. Pray, what will be done at court ? 

ral. Scandal will tell you : I am Honefty ; I never 
come there^ 

Fore, In the city ? 

FaL Oh, prayers will be faid in empty churches at the 
nfual liours : yet you will fee fuch zealous faces behind 
counters, as if religion were to be fold in every (hop* 
Oh, things will go methodically in the city ; the clocks 
will flrike twelve at noon, and the homed herd buz in the 
Exchange at two. * Wives and hufbands will drive di- 

* IHndt trades, and care and pleafure feparatcly occupy 

* the family. CofFce-honfes will be full of fmoke and 

* ftratagem ; and the cropped 'prentice, that fweeps his 
^ mailer's Ihop in the mornmg, may, ten to one, dirty his 
^ flieets before night. But there are two things that you 

* will fee very ftrange ; which are, wanton wives, with 

* legs at liberty, and tame cuckolds, with chains about 

* their neck?.' But hold, I muft examine you before I 
go further ; you look fufpicioufly. Are you a hulband ? 

Fore. I am married. 

f^til. Poor creature ! Is your wife of Covent-garden 
parifli ? 

Fore. No ; St. Martin's in the Fields. 

Vhl. Alas, poor man 1 his eyes are funk, and his hands 
ihrivellcd ; his legs dwindled, and his back bowed : 
pray, pray for a metamorphofis : change thy fhape, and 
Hake off age : get thee Medea's kettle, and be boiled 
anew ; come forth with labouring, callous hands, a chine 
of fteel, and Atlas' (boulders. Let Taliacotius trim th(5 
calves of twenty chairmen, and make thee pedeftals to 
iland ered upon, and look matrimony in the face. Ha, 
ha, ha ! that a man Ihould have a Homach to a wedding 
fupper, when the pigeons ought rather to be laid to his 
feet ; ha, ha, ha ! . 

Fore. His frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

S(;an. I beKeve it is a fpring tide. 

Fore. Very Hkcly truly-; you underftand thefe mat- 
ters. Mr. Scandal, I fliall be very glad to confer with 
G you 
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you about thcfe dim|s which he has uttered. His fay-^ 
ings arc very myftcnous and hieroglyphicaU 

FaU Oh, why (hould Angelica be abfent ifrom my ej^es 
folong? 

Jer. She's here, Sii:. 

Mn* Fore. Now, fifter. 

Mrs. FraiL Ob, lord ! what muft I fay f 

^ScoH. Humour him, madam, by all means. 

FaL Where is (he ? Oh, I fee her !— She comes, like 
riches, health and liberty at once, to a defpairing, flar- 
vmg^ and abandoned wretch. Oh, welcome, welcome ! 

Mrs. Frmih How d ye do, Sir ? Can I ferve you ? 

Fal. Hark'c- — -1 have a (ecret to tell you-r — Endy^ 
mion and the moon ihail meet us upon Mount Lstmos^ 
and we'll be married in the de^ of night, ^ut fay ooC 
■ a word. Hvmen (hall put his torch into a dark lanthorn^ 
that it may be iecret ; and Juno (hall ^v^ her peacock 
poppy -water, that he may fold his ogling tail, and Ar- 

Jus's hundred eyes be ihut, ha ! nobody (hall know but 
eremy. 

Mrs. FraiL No, no, we'll keep it fecret; it (hall be 
done prefently. 

Fal. The fooner the bette r Jeremy, come hither 

— cloicr, t^arn^e may over-hear us : Jeremy, I can 

tell you news ; Angelica is turned nun, and I am turning 
friar; and yet we^llinarry one- another in fpite of the 

pope* Get me a cowl and beads, that I may play my 

part ; for flie'U meet me two hours hence in black and 
white, aiid a long veil to cQver the pr9]e(^ ; and we 
won't fe^ one anothcr's^ faces, till we nave done fomc^ 
thing to be alhamed of; and then we'll blufh once for all^ 

Enter Tattle and Angelica, 
. Jer. I'll take care, and . ■ 

Val. Whifper. 

Aug. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if vou make love to me, you 
fpoil my defign ; for I intended to make you my coixt 
£dent. 

Tatf Rpt, Madam, to throw away your perfon; fuch 
a perfon, and fuch a fortune, on a madman ! 

4ttg. I never loved him till he ^as mad— -but don't 
tell afiy body fo. 

Scan. How's this ? Tattle fpaking love to Angelica ! 

Tatn Tell, Madam ! Alas, you don't know me ! 1 

have 
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l*vc much ado to tell your ladyfluf) how long I have 
been in love with you : but, encouraged- by the impoffi* 
bflity of Valentin^'* making any more addrefles to you, 
I have ventured to declare the very inmoft paffion or my 
•fceart. Oh, Madam ! look upbn us both. There yoa 
fee the ruins of a poor decayed creature — Here ^ com^ 
pleteand lively figure, with youth and health, andallhi* 
five fenfes in pcr&tion, Madam ; and td all this, the* 
'Bioft paflionate lover 

u^ng. Oh, fie for fRame, hold your tongue ! a paf- 
ibnate lover, smd five fenfes in perfe6Hon ! When yoa 
are as mad as Valentine,. 1*11 believe you love me ; and 
the mad^eil fhalJ take me. 
', /W. It is enough*. Ha !, who's here ^ 

Mrs. FraiL Oh, lord ! htr coming will fpoil all. 



[To Jeremy » 
her ; if 



Jer. No,,no^ Madam, he won't know her; if he 
%ould, 1 cah perfuadc hmi.' 

/W. Schndal, Whb are th^fe? foreigners-? If they 
'are, 1^1 tell you What I think — -^-G^t away all the com- 
pany but \ii^Xt^l that I may diicover my defign to her* 



Scan, I will— I have clt{a>Tered fomething of Tattle,, 
that is of n^pifece ivi th Mrs . Frail. He courts J^ng^lica ; 
if we cooMebntrirctd couple them together— HaritV^—^ 

M-j. Fore. He won't knd^ you, coufin ; he knows^ 
pobody. 

Foj^e, But he k^ows njdre than any body. Oh, hicfc^ 
he knows things pafl and to come, and all the profound 
fecrets of time. 

Tat. LookyoUj.Mr.^refight, it is not my way t^ 
make many words of matters; fo I Ihan't "fiy-much. 
But, in (hort, d*ye fee, I ^ill lipid you a hundred pounds 
now, that I know more fecrets than lie. 

Fore. How j 1 cannot re^ that kflOwledge in your 
face, Mr. Tattle. Pray, what do you know ? 

Tat. Why, d'^e think I'll- tell you, Sir? Read it in 
my face! no, Sir; 'tis wntten in my heart; and fafer 
there, 6ir, than letters writ injuice of lemon ; for no fire 
can fetch It Qut. I, am n9. bla,b. Sir. . 

JTal. Accjuaint Jeremy with it ; hie may eafily bring it 
' G a about 
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about— —They ar« welcome, and Til tell them fo my- 
felf. [7*41 Scandal.] What, do you look ftrange upon me ? 
Then I mud be plain. [Coming up to them,] I am Ho- 
ncOy, and hate an old acquaintance with a new face. 

[Scandal goes afide with Jeremy. 

Tat. Do you know me, Valentine ? 

P'ah You ? \yho arc you ? No, I hope not. 

7at. I am Jack Tattle, your friend. 

Fal. My friend ! what to do ? I am no married man, 
and thou canfl not lie with my wife : I am very poor, and 
thou canft not borrow money of me. Then what en>- 
plovment have I for a friend ? ^ 

Ta'. Ha ! a good open fpeaker, and not to be trujft€4 
with a fecret. 

Jng. Do you know me, Valentine? 

FaL Oh, very well ! 

Ang, Who am I ? 

Fah You are a woman ; one to whom Heaven gart 
beauty, when it gnyfted rofes on a briar. You arc tht 
reflexion of heaven in a pond ; and he that leaps at you 
is funk. You are all white, a (heet of lovely fpotlcfs pa- 
per, when you firft are born ; but you are to be fcrawled 
and blotted by every goofe*s quill. I know you ; for I loxed 
a woman, and loved her (o long, that I found out a 
flrange thing — I found out what a woman was good for. 
. Tat. Ay ; pr*ythee, what^s that ? 

Fal. Why,tokeepafecEet. 

Tat. Oh, lord ! 

Fal. Oh, exceeding jjood to keep a fecret ; for tho* 
ihe (hould tell, yet (he is not to be believed. 

Tat.. Ha ! good again, faith. 

* FaL I would hare mufic— Sing me the fong that 
I like 

*S O N G. 

* I tell thee, Charmion, could I time retrieve, 

* And could again begin to love and live, 

* To you I (hould my earlie(l offering give ; 

* I know my eyes would lead my heart to you, 

* And I (liould all my vows and oaths renew ; 
< But, to be plain> I never would be true* 

For 
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* "For, by our weak and weary truth, I find 

* Love hates to center in a point aflign'd, 

*■ But runs with, joy the circle of the mind. 

* Then never let us chain what fliould be frce^ 

* But for relief of either fex agree : * 

* Since women love to change, and fo do we. 

> "No more for I arti melancholy/ [Walks mujtn^^ 

Jer. I'll do it, Sir. 

Scan, Mr. Fotelight, pe had*b6ft leave' him ; he may. 
grow outrageous, and do mifchief. 

.F<»r^'. I will be dite6t3ed by you. 

{Exeunt Scandal and Forefight., 

Jer. \Td Mrs. Frail.] You'll meet, Madam ; 111 take 
care every^ tbin^ (hall be ready. 

= Mrs. TraiU Thou "(halt do what thou wilt ; in (hort, I 
#111 deny thee nothing. 

- TaU Miidam, fliall I wait upon you ? [To Angelica*. 



Atig, Oh^ heavens ! you won't leave me alone with a 
madman ? . ' 

Scan. Ni', Madam ; I only leave a madman to/his re- 
tncdy. • l^Exii Scan, 

yal. Madam, you heed not be much afraid ; for 1 
£incy I begin to fcome to myfelf. 

Jlng, Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'U be hang'd. [j^JiJfi 

'' P^aL You fee 'what diiguifes love makes us put on.; 

gods have been in counterfeited fh^pes for the fame rea- 

G3 fonj. 
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fon ; and the divine part of n)e, my mind, has worn this 
mafque of madnefs, and this motly livery, only as the 
flave of love, and the menial creature of your beauty. 
Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks ! Poor Valentine 1 
Vol, Nay, faith, now, let us underfland one another, hy- 
pocrify apart : the comedy draws towards an end,-and let 
lift think of leaving a6ling, and be ourfelves ; and iince 
you have loved me, you muft own, I have at length dc- 
ifervcd you (hould confefs it. 

Ang. \Sighs^ I would J had loved you; for, Heaven 
knows, I pity you : and could I have foreseen the bad 
cffeAs, 1 would have ftriVcn — but that's too late. \Sighs. 
Fal. What fad effedts ? What's too late ? My Iceming 
jnadnefs has deceived my father, and procured me time to 
think of means to reconcile me to him, and preferve the. 
right of my inheritance to his eftate, which, otherwifc, 
by articles, I muft, this morning, have refigned ; and this 
I had informed you of to-day, but you were gone, be- 
fore I knew you had been here. 

A?ig, How ! I thought your love of me had caufed 
this tranfport in your foul, which; it feems, you only 
counterfeited, for mercenary ends, and fordid imerelL 

Fal. Nay, now you do me wrong ; for if any ihtereft 
was confiderfed, it was yours ; fince I.thought-I wanted 
more than love to make me worthy of you. 

Ang, Then you thought me mercenary But how 

am I deluded by this interval of fenfe, to reafon with a 
roadman ? 

FaL Oh, 'tis barbarous to mifunderftand me longer ! 

Enter Jeremy. 
Ang. Oh, here is a reafonable creature ! Sure he will 
not have the impudence to perfevere — Come, Jeremy, 
acknowledge your trick, and confefs your mailer's mad<- 
nefs counterfeit. 

Jer, Counterfeit, Madam ! I'll maintain him to be as 
abfolutely and fubftantially mad, as any fr^holder in 
Bedlam ; nay, he's as mad as any projecStor, fanatic^ 
chymift, lover, or poet in Europe, 
FaL Sirrah, you lie ; I am net mad. 
Ang, Ha, ha, ha ! you fee he denies it. 
' Jer. Oh, lord, Madam ! did you ever knQW any mad- 
man mad enough to own it ? 

Fai. 
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Fal, Sot, can't you apprehend ? 

jing. Why, he talked veryfenfibly juft now. 

Jer. Yes^ Madam, he has intervals ; but you fee he 
begins to look wild again, now* 

y'aL Why, you thick-flculled rafcal, I tell you the 
farce is done, and I will be mad no longer. [Beats him- 
. Jng, Ha, ha, ha ! is he mad or no, Jeremy ? 

yer. Partly, I think ; for he does not know his own» 
niod two hours. I'm fure I left him jufl now, in the 
humour to be mad ; and I think I have not found hinie 
very quiet at this prefent. Who's there ? [One knocks. 

Fal. Go fee, you fot. [Exit Jer.] I am very glad- 
that I can move your mirth, tho' not your compaffion. 

jlng, I did not think you had appreheniion enough to* 
be exceptious : * but madmen fhew themfelves moU, by 

* over-pretending to a found underftanding ; as drunken 
I men do» by over-a^ng fobriety. I was half incl ninjjj 

* to believe you, till I accidentally touched upon your 

* tender part ;' but now you have reftored me to my for- 
mer opinion and compaflion. 

Re-e/tter lertmy. 
Jer, Sir, your father has ient to know if you are any 
better yet. Will you pleafe^to be mad, Sir, or how ? 

Falm Stupidity ! You know the penaky of all I'm 
worth muft pay for the confeffion of my fenfes. I am 
mad, and will be mad to every body but this lady. 

yer, So^ ji|ft the very reverie of truth But lying 

is a figure in fpeech, that interlards the greateft part of 
my convcrlation—— Madam, your lady(hip*s woman. 

{^Exit Jeremy* 
Enter Jenny. 
jfng* Well, have you been there ? C ome hither.. 
Jenny. Yes, Madam, SirSaropfon will wait upon you 
prefently ^ [^^^ to Angelica* 

VaL You are not leaving me in this uncertainty ? 
jing. Would anything but a madman complain of un- 
certainty ? Uncertainty and expectation are the joys of 
life* Security is an mfipid thmg ; and the overtaking 
and pofTeffing of a wilh, difcovers the folly of the chacei 
Never let us know one another better ; for the pleafure 
of a mafquerade is done, when we come to (hew our 
faces. But I'll tell you two things before I leave you ; 
X I am 
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I am not the fool you iAe me for i and you ard mad, and 
don't know it- [Exeunt Ang. a/uH Jchny- 

Enter Jctcmy. 

Fal, From a riddle you can expert nothing but a- 
riddle— There is my inftrutftion, and the moral of mj^ 
Icflbn* 

Jer, What, is the latfy g<bte again, Sir? 1 hope yoa- 
vnderflood one another befbre (be went. 

FaL Undctftood ! She is harder to be underftood ^hani 
t piece of Egyptian antiquity, or an Irifh roartu4cript ;^ 
you m^ pore till you fpoil your eyes, and hot improve- 
your knowledge. , ^ ^ 

fer* I have heard them fay, Sir, they read hard* Ir^e*^ 
brew books backwards ; may be you b^gih to read at the^ 
wrong end; 

. FaL They fay fo of witches* prayers ; and dream ^ndi 
Dutch almanacks ara to be undei?ftc3tod' by ' contlnarics* 
^ But there i^ regularity and method in that ; ihe is a. 
^ medal without a reverfe or infcriptioh^i fonridtffefcnce 
• has both fides alike.' Yet while ihe does not? fecmi to- 
Bate me, I will purfvie her, and know her, if it be pofTibl©*^ 
m fpitc of the opinion of my fatJi'ical friend,. Scandal^ 
who fays, 

That women are like tricks by flight of hand^ • 
. Which, to admire, we (hotsld n6t underhand. ' 

lEi^euMU 
End of die Fourth Act.. 



. A C T V. 

-SCENE^ a room in Yortfi^^sljoijiri 
Enter Angelica anJ Jenny. 

AKGrLICA, 

WHERE ip Sir Sampfon ? Did you not tell me h© 
would be here before me. 
- Jenny. He's at th^ great gjlafa in the dinbg-rooro, Ma^ 
Jlam, fetting hiscravat.andwig. 

) An^. How ! I'm glad on't. If hehtsamind I fhduld^ 
lil e hira, it is a fign he likes me 5 and that's more than, 
hajf my defigu*. . .» 

• ' J^nny^. 
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Jeni^. I hear him, Madam. 

jing. Leave me ; ftnd, d'ye hear ? If Valentine fhouU 
come, or fend, I am not to be fpbken with. 

\^Exit Jenny. 
Enter Sir Sampfon. 

Sir Samp. I have not been honoured with the com- 
mands of a fair lady a great while — Odd, Madam, you 
Jhave revived me—- Not fincc I was five-and-thirty. 

Ang, Why, you have no great reafon to complain, Sir 
Sampfon ; that is not long ago. 

Sir Samp, Zooks, but it is. Madam, a very great while, 
to a man that admires a fine woman as much as I do. 

Jng. You areanahfolutc courtier. Sir Sampfon. 

Sir Samp. Not at all. Madam. Odfbud, you wrong 
me ; I am not fo old neither, to be a bare courtier, only a 
man of words. * Odd, I have warm blood about me 
* yet ; and can ferve a lady, any way.* Come, come, 
let me tell you, you women think a man old too foon ; 
faith and troth you do. Come, don't defpife fifty ; odd, 
fifty, in a hale conftitution, is no fuch contemptible age. 

j^g,¥ihy a contemptible age! Not at all; a very 
fafluonatle age, I think— I aflure you, I know very. con* 
fiderable beaus, that fet a good face upon fifty ; fitty ! I 
have feen fifty in a fide-box, by, candle-light, out-bloflbm 
five-and- twenty. . . 

Sir Samp. Ou^fides, outfides ! a pize take them, mere 
outfides : hang your fide-box beaus ; no, I'm none of 
thofe ; none of your forc'd trees, that pretend to bloflbm 
in the fall, and bud when thev ihould bring forth fruit i 
I am of a long-liv'd race, and inherit vigour ; none of 
my anceftors married till fifty, yet they begot fons and 
daughters till fourfcore : I am or your patriarchs, I, a 
branch of one of your antediluvian families, fellows that . 
the flood could not waft away. Well, Madam, what are . 
your commands? Has any young rogue affronted you, 
and iball I cut his throat ? Or— -*-r- 

jtftg.. No, Sir Sampfon, I have no quarrel upon my 
hands I have more occafion for your conduct than, 
your courage at this time. To tell you the truth, I am 
weary of living fingle, and want a hulband. 

Sir Sampm Odftud, and 'tis jpity you fliould ►Odd, 

would ihe would like me, then I ftould hamper nly 

young 
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roung rogues : odd^ wou*d hie woti*4 ; feith arid trotfc 
_Jie*8 devilifh handfome. [jfJfJe.l Mad^m, yob deiervc a 
good buiband, anti 'twere a pity you ftiotrld b^ thrcMn 
away upon aiiy of thefe yovinc idle ^Qgues about the town* 
Odd, there's . i^e'er a youngrellow ^ortk hanging,—— 
that is, a very young fellow. 

• jfn^. She that marries a fool,. Sir Sampfcn, forfeib 

' • th6 reputation oi her hontity or her unde^ftanding : 

i and (he that marries a very witty rnan, it a ffave to tf\c 

* feverity and infolent conduct of her huftjarid, I fliou?d 

^ like a man 6f wit for a lover, becaufe I wxdild hiie fbch 

* a orie^in my power : but I would n6 more' be his \^ife, 

* than* his enemy; fir his malice i^ riot a more tcfrrble 
** confequence of hi^ aveffion than his jealoufy is of his 

ie^ea 
liate 
iid'.of 
is as 
iy tiy 

ft: t 

tcan 
itiaii ' 
• iFor 

I to 

eye, 

ta!flc; 

Fori 
I fon 
1 he 
ithe- 
hio* 

yon 
I , , rtiad 

thah you are. , , ^ 
.i&y Sa7nf>, Hbvv, l^IXada'm ! wouM I cou'd provfe it, 
' Jl^^* Icantelly.ou bo\V^ th^t may be done ^ — -J3ut it 
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184 thi^g th^ ^oy^^^ iHfJte inc J^ppcar to be too much con- 
cerned in your affairs. 

. SirSamf, Odibudf I believe ftie likes mc — [-^/^O— 
^, IVJadam, ' all my affairs arefcarce T^orthy to be lai4 
* at you feet : and I'wifli, Madam, they were in a better 



* pofture, that I Height majce a ^loie b^ijpn^ing offer to a 
able beauty and mfrit- 



lady of y9ur iqc^^parab 



Jf I had Peru in pne i^and, ajui JVIexicp in it'qther, and the 

JEaiiern empire under my feet, it wquki niajce mc only a 

more glorious yi6i:lm to be offered at the ftirine of youf 

beauty. 

\ A^« Blcfs me, Sir Sampfpn, whjit's the .matter ? * 

' SirSaa^, Odd, Madam^ jlovc — r^And if you wouM 

i^e ^;py adyicein a ^ufband — ^r — 

Jug» .Hoid, hold, Sir S^aipfoi>y t 'ftflfcd your advice 
lor ahuiband, and. you are g^iving me your c<?nfeqt ^7-^1 
was indeed thinking to propofe lomething like it in jeft, 
tofatisfyypu about Valenune : for if a snatch were feem- 
ingly carried on between you and me, it would oblige him 
to throw oflT his difguife of ^adnefs, in appreheofion of 
1ofiDg;](ie :. ^ you know he has long pretended a paffion 
tor ipe. 

; Sir SafM/>,. Q?iizookty a moft ingenious contrivance— if 
we were to go^through >*rith it. But why mvjft the matck 

only be feerhingly carried on? Odd, tet it be area! 

contrad. ' ' 

Jng. Q i^p Sir Sampfon, what would the world fay ? « 

«j/r Samp* Say, they would fay, you are a wife woman^ 
and I a happy ma?. Odd, ^jl^d^un, I'll love you as 
long gs I 1j v*e>" and le^ve you a good jointure when I 
die. , ' 

Ang*^ K^ \ but that is not in yopr|>ower, Sir Sampfon ; 
for when Valentine confeflcs himtelfin his fenfes, he 
jnuft make over his inheritance to his younger brother. 

Sir Samp^ Odd, you're a cunning, a wary baggage? 
Faith ^nd troth I like you the better-^— But, I warrant 
you, I have a provifo in the obligation in favour of my> 
felf — ^— Body o'me, I have a trick to turn the fettlemenl 
upon the iffue-male of our two bodies begotten ; odlbud, 
let us ^^ children, and I'll find an cAate* x 

Ang. Will you ? Well, do you £ad the eftate, and Icav^ 
tiie t'other to me-r^^^ 

• ' . . Sir 
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Sir Samp. O rogue ! But PU truft you. And wriU you 
confent ? Is it a match then ? 

Aftg. Let me confult my lawyer concerning this obli- 
ligation : and if I find what you propofe pra^cabie, Fll 
give you my anfwer. 

Sir Samp. With all my heart; come in with me, 

and I'll lend you the bond * You (hall confult your 

• lawyer, and I'll confult a parfon. Odzooks, I'm a 

• young man, and I'll malce it appear Odd, you're 

■ devilifh handibme; faith and troth, you're very hand- 

• fome, and I'm very young, and very lully Odfbud, 

• hu^, you know how to choofe, and fo do I ;— — Odd, 
« I thmk we are very well met ; — Give me your hand, 

• odd, let me kifs it ; 'tis as warm and as foft — as what \ 
« Odd, as t'other hand— Give me t'other hand, 
< and I'll mumble them, and kifsthem 'till they melt in 

• my mouth. 

* Ang. Hold, Sir Sampfbn— You're profiife of your 

• rigour before your time : you'll fpend your eftate befote 

• you come to it, 

* Sir Samp. No, no,* only give you a rent-roll of my 

• poflefliops ■ Ah ! baggage — I warrant you for litrte 

• Sampfon. Odd, Sampfon's a very good name for an 

• able fellow ; your Sampfbnswere (Irong dogs from the 

• beginning. 

* Ang. Have a care, and don't over-ad your part — If 

• you remember, Sampfon, the ftrongeft of the name, 
^ pulled an old houfe over his head at lafL 

' Sir Samp. Say you fo, hufly ?— Come, let's go then ; 

• odd, I long to be pulling too ;* come away—— Odfo, 
here's fomebody coming. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Tattle tf«// Jeremy. 

• Tat. Is not that fhe, gone outjuft now ? 

Jer. * Ay, Sir, fhe is juilgoingto theplaceofappbInf- 
^ ment,' If you are not very faithful and clofe in this 
bufinefs, you'll certainly be the death of a perfbn that 
has a moft extraordinary paffion for your honour's fer- 
vice. 
' Tat. "Ay, who^s that ? 

Jer, Even my unworthy felf, Sir Sir, I have had 

kn appetite to be fed with your commands a great while ; 
—And now. Sir, my former mailer having !*iuch trou- 
bled 
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Ued the fountain of his underflandlng; it is a very plau*^ 
fible occafion for me to quench my thirft at the fpringof 
your bounty — I thought I could not recommend myfe'f 
better to you. Sir, than by the delivery of a great beauty 
and fortune into your arms, whom I have heard you fi^h: 
for. ' 

Tat, rU make thy fortune ; fay no more— -*-Thou art 
a pretty fellow, and canft carry a mefllige to a lady, in a* 
pretty foft kind of phrafe, and with a good perfuading ac-: 
cent. 

Jer. Sir, I have the feeds of rhetoric and oratory in my 
h ead i ■ I have been at Cambridge. 

Tat. Ay ; 'tis well enough for a fervant to be bred ^t 
an univerfity : but the education is a little too pedantic 
for a gentleman. I hope you are fecret in your naturej 
private, clofc, ha ? 

JVr. O Sir, for that Sir, *iis ray chief talent j I'm as 
fecret as the head of Nilus, 
Tat. Ay i who's he, tho' ? a privy counfellor ? . 
Jer. O ignorance ! lAfiJe."] A cunning ^Egyptian, Sirj . 
that with his arms would over-run the country ; yet no- 
body could ever find out his head quarters. 

Tat, Clofe dog ! A good whoremaftcr, I warrant him 
--The lime draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica will be veiled 
like a nun; and I muft be hooded like a friar; ha, Je- 
remy ? 

y^r. Ay, Sir, hooded like a hawk, to feize at firfl fighj 
upon the quarry. It is the whim of my raafter's madrieli 
to be fo drefled ; and fhe is fo in love with him, fhe'U 
comply with any thing to pleafe him. Poor lady, I'm 
fure (he'll have reafon to pray for me, when Ihe finds 
what a happy exchange (he has made, between a madmaa 
and fo accompli(hed a gentleman. 

Tat. Ay fuitb, fo ftie will, Jeremy. You're a good 
friend to her, poor creature— —I fwear I do it hardly {q 
much in cqnfideration of myfelf as compa(fion to her. 

Jn: 'Tis an a£t of charity. Sir, to fave a fine woman 
widi thirty thoufand pounds, from throwing herfelf away. 

Tat, So 'tis, faith 1 might have faved feveral othera 

in my time 5 but I, gad I could never find in nny heart to 
marry any body before. 

, Jer. Well, Sir, I'll go and tell her my mafler's com* 

iag ; and meet you in half a quarter of an hour, with your 

H difguifc, 
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Mgaife^ at your owntodgmg»* 'You muft ulk a Itt^ 
Uiadftels, ftic won*tdiitiQgui£ tbc tone of your voice. 

{Exk Jeremy. 

Taf, No, no, tet me alotie for a coumerfek ; ■ l it 
I* ready for you; 

Enter Mifs Prue. 

Mi/s P. O Mr. Tattle, ane you kere ! Vm rfad I kavc 
fcund you ; I have been looking up and down for you like 
jmy tlntkgy '(illl*m as tired as any thie^ in the %vo]4d. 

Tat, O pox, how ihall I get rid of this fooliih ^rl ? 

. Kt/s P. O, Ihave pui« news, I am tell you, pure newt 

I muft not marry the ieaman 91OW— ^— ^^ny latbci fiiyi 

Sx, Why won*t you be my hufbaiid ? jfou fay you iovc 

me, and you won*t be my huftand. And I knoir joa 

may be my hufband now, if you pleafe. 

Tat. O tyt Mifs ; Who told you fo, chttld ? 

' Mi/s P^ Why, my father 1 told hhn that you loved 

me, 

7ai. O fy, Mifs, why did you do fii ? and who told you 
ib, child ? 
• MifsP^ Who ? why you did ; did «ot you ? 

Tat. O pox, that was ytffterday, Mifs, ^hat was a great 
Irhile ago, child. I have been adeep^ace ; flept a whole 
night, and did not fo much as dream of the matter. 
' Mifs P\ Pfhaw ! O but I dreamt that it was fo the*. 

Tat. Ay, but your father will tell you that dnsama 

iomeby contraries, child Ofy; what, wemuflnot 

love one anothfer noW " ■ I^aw, that wouki bt a fool- 
ifli thing indeed— *Fy, fy, j^u're a woman how, and 
muft thmk of a new man every morning, and forget him 
every night- — No, no, to marry is to be a dhild -again, 
*and play with the fame rattle always : O fy, manymg is 
a paw thkg. 

Mifs P. Well, but, don'tt you love me as well as you 
idid laft night then ? 

Tat. No, -no, child, yon would not have me. 

Mifs P. No ? yes but I wouki the*. 

Tat. Pfhaw, but I tell you, you fhouldnot— — Yoo 
•forget yoti're a woman, anddon*t know your own mind ? 
. ' Mif P. But here's my father, and he knows my min^ 
Enter ^ Forefight. 

Tore. O, Mr. Tattle, your fervant, you are a dofe man; 

but 
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bat fliedmika your lore to my-cbi^ktcr was a (met I 

might have been trufted with, -Or had you a. miarf «o 

try if i could difcorerit by my »rt-*-«^Hura, ha I I thinic 
there is fbmethii^ in your phyfiognomy, that hat « ie» 
iemblaikce of her ^ and the giri is like me. 

7W. Aod €o you wcMi*d in^ that you and I are alike 
'■■ what does theoldpng mean I I'll banter him, aod 
laugh at him, and kare him. 1-4!^*^ ^ fancy you have a 
wrong notion of faces. 
P<pr#.. How ^ what, a wrong notion ! how fo ? 
Tai, In the way of art ; I have fonae taking feature^^ 
not phvioiis to vulgar eyea ; that are indications of a fud- 
den turn of good fortune, in the lottery of wires ; and 
proailb a great beauty and great fortune referved alone 
forme, by a {Mivate intrigue of dcflihy, kept fecret from 
thepiernngeyeofperfpieuity; from all aftrolo^rs, and 
the .^rs themfelves* 

jP#r#. How I I will make it ap^sear, that what you fay 
is^impoffib>. . ' 

Tat, Sir, I beg y^r pardon, Vtq in hafte****-- 
fW». Forwh^^ 

Tat, To be marry'd, Sir, niarry\L 
Fere, Ay, T>ut pray take me alon^ with jrou, Sir-«^— 

Tai. 'No, Sir j 'tis to be done priTately- >■ ■! never 

make confidents. 

F^f. Well ; but my confent I mean— -* You won't 
Marry my daughter without my confent ? 

Tat. Who I, Sir ? I'm an abfolute iiranger to you and 
3rour daughter, Sir. 

Fore. Heyday! whattimeofthemooh is this? 

Tat. Very true, Sir, and dcfire to continue fo. I have 

'no more love for your daughter, than I have Ukene& of 

you, * and I have a fecret in my heart, which you would 

*' be glad to know,^ and (han't know ; and yet you fhall 

* know it too, and be forry for it afterwatxls. I'd have 
^ you to ktoow, Sir, that I am as knowing as the flars, and 

• as fecret as the night.' And I'm going to be married 
juft now,*yet did*not know of it half an hour ago ; and the 

lidy ftays for me^ and does not know of it yet There's 

a myftery for you 1 know you love to untie difficult 

ties ■ O r if you can't folve this ; Hay here a quarter 

of an hour, and I'll come and explain it to you. f^^. Tat». 

MifiP. O father, why will yeu let him gor Won't 
you make him to be my huiband ? 

H a ' Fore^ 
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Fore. Menryonus, whatdoes thefe limades portend ^ 
alas ! he's mad, child, flaric wild. 

Mfs P. What, and muft not 1 have e'er a hufband then? 

' what mufl I go to bed to nurfe again, and be a child as 

long as (he's an old woman ? Indeed but I won't. For 

now my mind is fet upon a man, I will have a man 

fome way or other. ^ Oh ! methinks I'm iick" when I 

* * think of a man ; and if I can't have one, I would go to 

* ileep all my life : for when I'm awake it makes me wifh 

* and long', and I don't know for what and I'd rather 

* be always aileepthan fick with thinkings' 

Fore. O fearful ! I thinft the girl's inSuenc'd too,— — 
huily, you ihall have a rod. 

Mifs P. A fiddle of a rod, I'll have a hufeand ; and if 
you won't get me one, 111 get one for myfelf : I'll many 
our Robin the butler, he fays he loves nae, and he's a 
handfome man, and fhall be my hufband ; I'll warrant 
he'll be my hujQiand, and thank me too, for he told me 
fo.. 

Enttr Scandal, Mrs. Forefight, a?id Nurfe. 

Fore. Didhefo— — I'll difpatch him for't prefently, 
rogue ! Oh, nurfe, come hither. 

Nurfe. What is your worlhip's pleafure } 

fort. Here take your young miftrefs, and lock her up 
prefently, 'till farther orders from me not a woro 

hufly Do what I bid you, no reply, away. And bid 

Robin make ready to give an account of his plate and 
linen, d'ye hcar^ begone when I bid you. 

[Exeunt Nurfe and Mifs Pme. 

Mrs. tore. What's the matter, hufband ? 

Fore. 'Tis not convenient to tell you non^— -Mr. 
Scandal^ heav'n keep us all in pur fenfes— I fear (there is 
a contagious frenzy abroad. How does Valentine ? 

Scan. O I hope he will do well again— I have a mef- 
fage from him to your niece Angelica. 
. Fore. I think (he has not returned fince fhe'went abroai 
with Sir Sampfon. 

Enter 'Btn. * 

Mrs. Fore. Here's Mr. Benjamin, he can tell us if his 
iather be come home. 

Ben. Who, father? ay, he's come home with a ven- 
geance. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the matter?; 
, Ben. Matter ! why he's mad. 

. . Fore% 
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Fere. Mercy on us, I was afraid of thi«. 

Sen. And there's the handfoiiie young woman, flie, 
as they fay, brother Val went mad for, fbc*8 mad too, I 
think. 

FcreXy my podr niece, my poor niecfe, is fhc gone too? 
well, I fliall run mad next. 

Mrs. Fere. Well, but how mad ? how d'ye mean ? 

Ben. Nay, I'll give you leave to gueft ——I'll under- 
take to make a voyage to ^^gpa— No, hold, I 
mayn't fayfo neither ■ But rll fail as far as Leg- 

horn, and back again, before you (hair gucfs at the mat- 
tcr, and do nothing elfe ; mefs, you may take in all the- 
pomts of the compafs, and not hit right. 

I^s. Fere. Your experiment will take up a Kttle too 
much time. * 

Ben. Why then 111 tell you ; there's a new wedding; 
upon the flocks, and they two arc going to be married to* 
Bight. * . 

ScMt. Who? 

Ben. Why father, and— —the young woman^ 1 cafit 
hit of her name. 

Scan. Angelica? 

Ben. Ay, the fame. 

Ji^s. Fere. Sir Sampfon and Angelica, impoflible 1 

Ben» That may be-— —but Fm fure it is as i tell ydu.. 

filctf«. 'Sdeath, it's a jeft, I can't believe it. 

Ben. Look you, friend, it's nothing to me, whether yo\» 
believe it or no. What I fay is true ; d'ye fee, they are 
married, or juft going to he married, I know not which. 

Fere. Well, btit they are not mad, that is, not luna-' 
tick? 

Ben. I don't know what you may caH madncfs-^— 
3ut (he's mad for ahyfband^ and he's horn mad, I think„' 
or they'd ne'er make a match together—— Here they 
cofne. 

En/er Sir Sampfon, Angelica^ ^mt^Backram. 

Sir Samp. Wher^ is this old foothlaycr ? this uncle of 
mine ele^ ? Aha, old Forefight, uncle Forefight, wifli me' 
joy, uncle Forefight, double joy, both as uncle and aftro- 
logcr ; here's a conjuinSlien that was not fotctold in all^ 
your Ephemcris——— The bright eft liar in the blue fir-^ 
mament— is^^f^nww above ^ * in a jelly of love^ and fo- 
• fonh ;' and I'm lord of the afccndant. Odd, yoU are- 
an old fyiow, Forefight j uncle I nwan f a. very old fellow,. 
. H 3^ uncle^ 
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uncle Forefi^ht, and yet you iliall live to dance tt my 
wedding ; faith and troth you fhalL Odd, we'll have the 
mufickof the Ipheres for thee, old Lilly, that we will, 
and thou (halt lead up a dance in via laHea. , 

Fore, I'm thunder-fhruck ! you arc not married to my 
niece ? 

SirSof/^M Not ahfolutely married, uncle; but yer^r 
near it, within a kifs of the matter, as you fee* 

[Kifis Angelica. 

j4fig. *Ti$ very true indeed, uncle ; I hope you'll be my 
father, and give me. 

Sir Samp. That he ihall, or I'll bum his globes— -— 
body o'me, he (hall be thy father, I'll make him thy fa<' 
tKer, and thou fhalt make me a father, ^ and I'll make 

* thee a mother, and we'll beget fons and daughters enow 

* to put the weekly bills out of countenance* 
Scan. Death and hell ! Where's Valentine ? 

[^//Scandal. 

Mrs Fpre, This is fo furprifing 

Sir Samf. How ! what does my aunt fay ? furprifing, 
aunt ! tiot at all, for a young couple to make a match in 

winter ? not at all It's a plot to undennine cold winter 

weather ; and dcilroy that ulurper of a bed called a warm- 
iiig-pan. 

Mrs. Fore, I'm glad to hear you have fo much fire in 
you, SirSampfon. 

Ben, Mef8, I fear his fire's little better than tinder ; 

* mayhap it will only ferve to light up a match for fbme 

* body elle. The young woman's a handfome young wo- 

* man, I can't deny it : but, fatber, if I might be vour 

* pilot in this cafe, you fhould not marry hen It's jiift the 

* fame thing, as if fo be you fhou'd fail fo faras the Straits 

* without provifion* 

* Sir Samp. Who gave you authority to fpeak, fijrah ? 

* to your element, filh, be mute, fifh, and tp fea ; rule 

* your helm, firrah, don't dired inc. 

* Ben, Well, well, take you care of your own helm , or 

* you mayn't keep your new veflTel fleady.* 

Sir Samp, Why, you impudent tarpaulin ! firrah, do 
you break your forecaftle jefls upon your father ? But I 
lliall be even with you, I won't give you a groat. Mr# 
Buckram, is the conveyance fo worded that nothing can 
poffibl]^ defcend to this fcoundrel ? I wou'd not fo much as 
have him have the profped of an cflate \ though there 

were 
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Were no way to come to it, but by the North-Eafi paf« 
fege. 

Buckr, Sir, it is drawn according to your diredions ; 
there is not the leaft cranny of the law unflopt. 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there*s many a cranny and leak 
unftopt in your confcience— If fo be that one ^had a^ 
pump' to your bpfom, I believe wefhou'd difcover afoul 
hold. They fay a witch will fail in a fieve ■ ■ But I be- 
lieve the devil wouM not venture aboard of your con-, 
fcience. And that's for you. 

Sir Samp. Hold your tongue, firrah. How now, who's 
here? 

Ennr Tattle and Mrs. Frail. 

Mrs, Trail. O filler, the moft unlucky accident. 

Mrs. Fore, What's the matter ? 

Tat. O, the two moil unfortunate poor creatures in 
the world we are. 

Fore. Blefs us ! how fo ? 

Mrs. Frail. Ah ! Mr. Tattle and I,{poor Mr. Tattle an4 
I are — I can't fpcak it out. 
' Tat. Nor I —But poor Mrs. Frail and I are— — 

Mrs. Frail. Married. 

Mrs. Fore.^ Married ! how ? 

Tat, Suddenly— before we knew where we wert— — 
That villain Jeremy, by the helpof difguifes, trickt usin- 
. to one another. 

Fore. Why you told me juft now, you went hence in 
haile to be married. 

, Aug. But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the favour to me,- . 
I thank him. 

Tat, I did, as I hope to be faved, Madam ; my inten- 
tions were good-^ but this is the moft cruel thing, to 

marry one does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore 

the devil take me, if ever I was fo much concerned 

at any thing in ray life. 

jing. 'Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for pne 
another. 

Tat. The leaft in the world that is for my part, I 

fpeak for myfelf. Gad, I never had the lead thought of 

ferious kindnefs 1 never liked any body lefs in my life. 

Poor woman ! gad, I'm ferry for her too; for I have no 
reafon to bate her neither j but I believe I £hall lead her 
a damn'd fort of a life. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. Fore. He's better than nohuiband at all-— — tho 
he's a coxcomb. [To FraiL 

Mrs. Trail. [To ber.'\ Ay* ay, it*8 well it's no worfe— 
nay 5 for my paft I always dclpilcd Mr. Tattle of all things; 
nothing but his being my huiband could have made me 
Hke him lefs. 

- Taf. Look you there, I thought as much por 

on't, I wUhwecou'dkecp itftcret, why I don't believe 
any of this company wouy fpeak of it. 

Ben. H/irk*ee^ friend^ if youfi^B m^ TU Utvoe the 
room, 

Mrs. Trail, But, my dear, that's iropoffible ; the p^rlbfi 
and that rogue Jeremy will publifh it.^ 

Tat. Ay, my dear, fo they will, as you fay. 

Ang. O, you'll agree very well in a little time ; cuftom 
ffill make it cafy to you. 

Tat. Eafy ! pox on*t, I don't belieyt I fliall flecp to- 
night. 

Sir Samp. Sleep, quotha : no, why you would not flcep 
o* your wedding night ? I'm an older fellow than you, 
and don't mean to flecp. 
' Ben. Why there's another match now, as thoP a cou- 
ple of privateers were looking for a prize, and Ofould 611 
foul or one another. I'mforryfor the young man With 
all my heart. Look you, friend, if 1 may advife.you, 
whej^ (he's going, for that you muft exped, I have expe- 
rience of her J when Ihe's going, let her go ; for no ma- 
trimony is tough enough to hold her; and if ihe can't 
drag her anchor along with her, (he'll break her caMe, I 
can tejl you that. Who's here ? the madman ! 
Enter Valentine and Scandal. 

Vol. No ; here's the fool ; and if occafion be, Pll pre 
it under my hand. 

Sir Samp. How now ? 

yal. Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my errors, and aik 
your pardon. 

Sir Samp. What, have you found your fenfes at laft 
then? in good time. Sir. 

Fal. You were abufed. Sir, I never was diflradcd. 

Tore, rtow ! not mad ! Mr. Scandal. 
' Scan. No really, Sir • l*m his witnefs, k was all coun- 
terfeit. 

F^al. I thought I had reafons but it vi'as a poor cott- 

, trivance ; the effea has fliewn it fuch. 

Sir 
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Sir Samp. Contriyance, wliat to cheat me ? to cheat 
your father ! firrah, could you hope to pre^r ? 
- FaL Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the father endea- 
voured to undo the ion, it was a reafonable retttm of na« 
tare. 

. Sir Samp. Very good, Sir— Mr, Buckram, are you 
ready ? come. Sir, will you iign and feal ? 

Fai. If you pleafe, Sir ; but iiril I would alk^is lady 
onequeftion. 

Sir Samp. Sir, you mufi: aft me leave firft ; that lady ? 
No, Sir ; you ihall sdk that lady no queAions, 'till you 
have a&ed her bl^og, Sk; that lady is to be my 
wife. 

Fal. I have heard as much, Sir; but I ivouM have It 
from her own mouth. 

Sir Samp. That's as much as to fay, I lie, Sir, and you 
don't believe what I iky. 

Vah Pardon me, Sir, but I refled that I very lately 
counterfeited madnefs ; I don't know but the fix>hck may- 
go rounds 

Sir Sa>i^% Come, chuck, fatisfy him, anfwerhim ;«^— - 
come, come, Mr. Buckram, the pei^ and ink. 

Buchr. Here it is. Sir, with the deed, all is ready. 

[ Valentinej'iJw to Angelica. 

Ang. Tis tme, you have a great while pretended love 
to me ; nay, what if you were fincere ? StHl.you muft 
I>ardonme,if Ithink my own inclinations have abetter 
light to difpofe of my perfon^ than yours, 

• Sir Samp, Are you anfwer'd now, Sir ? 
Vol. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Samp. Where's your plot. Sir, and your contrivance 

• now, Sir ? Will you fign, Sir ? Come, will you fign and 
feal? : ^ 

, Vol. With all my heart, Sir. 

&tf«. 'Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin your* 
felf ? - . 

Fal. I have been difappointed of my only hope j and 
he that lofes hope may part with any thing. I never 
valued fortune, but as it was fubfervient to my pleafure ; 
and my only pleafure was to pleafe this lady : I have 
made many vam attempts, and find at laft that nothins 
but my ruin can effe6): it ; which, for that reaibn, I wifl 
fign.to—— Give me the paper. 

An^. Generous Valentine* [^ide. 

Bnckr. 
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Stuhr. Here U the 4eed, %iu 

VaU But where i» the bond, bjr which I am ob^^to 
£gnthU? 

Buckr. Sir StmpCoB, yoa harre k. 

^^g'. No, I have it ; and Til ufe it, as I wouM crciy 
thing that w aa enem^ to Vakndoe* [Tcjtj tbefmfer. 

Sir Samp. How now ! 

ral. Ha! 

jfng. Had I the world to give you, it cou'd not make 
me worthy of fo generous awl mdifal apaffim: here's 
my hand, my heart was always TOurs, and ^ggled ircty 
luurd to make this uunoft ti^ oi jour virtue. 

{To Valenttnt. 

ysL Between i^fure and flmaatmeac, I ztt loft-<^ut 
on my knees I take the blefling. 

Sir Samp, Cons, what's the metmng of this? 

Ben. Mefs here's the wind changed agidn. Padier, yoM 
ttdlmay makea voyage together now* 

Jli^» Well, Sir Sampf^pn* fince I hare pl&jred youa 
trick, I'll advife you how you may avoid uich anochfer* 
Learn to bea good father, or yonli nerer get a faoonA 
wife. I always loved your fotit ^^ hated your unfoigiv- 
ing nature.^ * I was teiblved to try him to die. vauak; 

* 1 have tried you too, and know you both. You have 

* not more faults than he has virtues;' and it is hardly 
more pleafure to me, that I can nudce him and mjrfett 
bappy, than that I csm puniih you. 

y'oL ^ If my happtndfscou'd receive addition^dnskini 

* furprize wouM make it double** 
SirSamt, Don's, you're a crocodile* . 

f9t$. Really, Sir Samjpibh, this is afudden edipfe^ 
Sir. Samp, You're an illiterate old fool, and I'm ano- 
ther, thenars are liars, and if I had breath j Pd curfe fhem 
andyou^ myfelfandall the ivarid: %tunds^ t9 hi thus cmWd^ 
W9mau M^df I bm^t patience. 

Tat. If the gentleman is in diforder for want of a wife^ 
I can fpare him mine. 

Sir Samp^ Confemedymi andyaur wfe Ugethtr ! [Bsdi^ 
Tah On, are you there, Sir ^ I'm indebted to you for 
myhappinefs. [7^ Jeremy. 

^er. Sir, I aik you ten thouftnd pardons, 'twas an ar« 
rant mifUke* > ■ Y om fee. Sir, my mailer was ncrer 
mad, nor any thing like it — -^Thctt how could it b< 
otherwife^ 

' ral. 
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Vol, Tattle, I thank f ou, yoa would hat^ interpofed 
between me and heaven 5 but providence laid purgatory 
b your way— —You have but j«ftice. 

* Scan. I hear the fiddled that Sir Sampfoa pMvided for 

* his own wedding ; methinks it is a pity they fhould not 
' be employed, when the match k fo much mended. Val^ 

* though it be morning we may have a dance. 

* Fal. Anv thing, my friead» ^jrery thiti^ that looks 

* like joy and tranfport. 

* Scan. Call them; Jeremy. 

* Jng. I have done diflembling now, Valentine; and if 

* that coldnefs, which I have always worn before ypu* 
' ihould turn to an ex4iieme fi^mdnefs, you muft not fufpeft 
^ it. 

* FaL I'll prevent that fufpicion ——for I intend to 

* lave to that immoderate degree, that your fondoeCs fluU 

* never diftinguiih itjelf jeoough to be taken notice o£^ If 

* ever you ieem to levetoe muchj it muft be only when I 
^ can't love enough. 

* Jttg» Have a care of promifes: you know you are 
' apt to run more in debt than you ai;e able to pay» 

* Fal. Therefore I yidd xwy body as yoorprifbner, «nl 

* make your beil on't. 

* Scan. The mufick ftays for you.* {Dance, 
Scan* Well, Madam, you. have done exemplary juiUcey 

h puiufhing an inhuman fathei;, and sewaxding a faithful 
lover : but there is a thitd good woi4c, which I, in piard- 
iiular,muft thank you for; I was an infidel to your ftr, 
and you have converted me— For now I am convinced 
that all women are not like fortune, bl'md in beftowing 
favours, either oniliofe who do not merit, or who do nQt 
want them. 

Ang, Tis an unreafoSable accufation, that you lay 
uponpurfex: you tax us with in] uftice, only to cover 
your own want of merit. ** You would all have therewaid 

* of love ; but few have the conftancy to iby till it be- 

* comes your due. Men are generally hypocnces and in- 

* fidels ; they pretend to worfhip, but have neither zeal 

* nor faith-.' how fe\^, like Vaknttne, woiild ' perfeve^ 

* even to martyrdom, and' facrifice their intereft to their 
conftancy ! In admiring me, you mifplac&the noveky. 

The miracle to-day is, that wefind 
A lover true : not that a \vomHi\'£ kind, 

E P J- 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spokea at the Opening of the New Houfe^ 
ByMrs. BRACEGIRDLE. 

CjURE ^ovidenci atfrft defigiCd (hti place 
^ To he the flayers refuge in difirefs 4 
ForJHilht evetyfterm, tbey all rpn hither , 
jti tea p>edy tbatflneldi them from the toeather* 
iut thinking of this change which laft befel ns, 
it*s like what J ha'oe heard ourpoeti tell us : 
For when behind oifr fcenes, their fuits are pleading, 
7o help their love, fometimes they pien their reaeung% 
And wanting ready cajb to pay far hearts, . 
They top their learning en usy atid their parts. 
Once ofphilafophers they told us ferieSf 
fFhom, as I think f they calFd'-^'-^Py'^Pythagoriesp 
Trnfurt *tis fonufuch Latin name they pve *em. 
And we, wko Anew no better, muft believe *em, 
^ow to thefe men (fay they) fuch fouls weregjuepn, 
That after death ne er went to hell, nor heavn. 
But livd, 1 know not how, in beafs > and then 
When many years werepafk, in men again* 
Methinkr, we play'^rs refemble fuch afoul, " 5 

That does from bidiu, wtfrem houfesfiroU', 
Thus Arifiotle s foul, of eld that was. 
May now be damnd to animate an afs^ 
Or in this very houfe, for ought we know, 
Js doing painful penance infome beau : 
And thus, our audience, which did onci refort 
■Tofltinirtg theatres $0 fie ourfport, 
^ow ffius tofs^dinto a Tennis-'Courtt * 

Thefi walls but toother day ^ereflPd with noife 
Of roaring gameJiers, ana your dammee beys\ 
Then hounding balls and rackets they encompaft. 
And now thrfrefWd with jefis and flights , andbembafi / 
/ vow, I don t much like this tranfmigration, 
Strollingfrom place to place, by circulation. 
Grant, beavn, wf dont return to ourfirfifiation* 
I know not what thefe think, but for my part, ' 
J tant refeSl Without an aking heart. 
How wejboud end in our original, a cart. 
But toe can^tfear,finceyvn''refi good to favtvt. 
That you have only Jet us jfp, to leave us* 
Thus from thepafl, we hope /or future grace, 

J beg it 

And fome here know I have a begging face* 
Then pray eentinue this your kind behaviour. 
For aclearjlage won't do, witboutywr favQur^t 
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To the moft lUuftriout 

JOHN 

DUKE of ARGYLL. 



THIS play» at laft, through many dlfHculties, hai made 
way to throw itfclf at your CJracc's feet ; and con- 
fidering what well-meant attempts \^ere made to intercept 
it in its courfe to fo great an honour » I have had reafon not 
to think it intircly fucccfsful, till (where my ambition al- 
ways dciigncd it) I found itfafe in your protei^ion : which 
when fevcral means had failed of making it lefs worthy of, 
the fplecn ended with the old good-nature that was offered 
to my firll play, viz. that it was none of my own: but 
that's a praife I have indeed fome reafon to be proud of^ 
fince your Grace, from evincing circumftances, is able la 
divide the malice from the compliment. 

The befl critics have long and juftly complained, that 
the coarfenefs of moft characters in our late comedies, 
have been unfit entertainments for people of quality, efpe- 
cially the ladies : and therefore I was long in hopes that 
fome able pen (whole expedations did not hang upon tha 
profits of fuccefs) would generoufly attempt to reform the 
town into a better tafte than the world generally allows 
them : but nothing of that kind having lately appeared, 
that would give rue an opportunity oF being wife atano- 
ther's expt'nce, I found it impoffibleany longer to refill th^ 
fecret temptation of my vanity, and fo even flruck the ftiil 
blow myfclf : and the event has now convinced me, that 
whoever flicks clofely to nature, can't eafily write above- 
the underilanding of the galleries, though at the fame 
time he may polfibly dcferve applaufe of the boxes. 
" This play, before its trial on the ftage, was examine-d by 
fcveral people of quality, that came into your Grace's opi- 
A 2 n.on 
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nionof its being ajuft, a proper and diverting attenrpt m 
comedy ; but few of them carried the compliment beyond 
their private approbation : for when I was wiftiing for a 
little farther hope, they ftopp*d fhort of your Grace's pe- 
netration, and only kindly vviihed me what they feemed to 
fear, and you all tired me of, a generiU fucceis. 

But your Grace has been pleafcd, not only to encourage 
ine with your judgment ; but have likewife, by your fa- 
vourable influence in the bounties that were raifed for me 
the third and iixrhday, defended me againfl any hazards 
of an entire difappointment from fo bold an undertaking : 
and therefor^, whatever the world may think of me, as 
one they call a pcet, yet I am confident, as your Grace 
iinderllands me, I fliail not want your belief, when I af- 
fure you, that this dedication is the refult of a profound 
acknowledgment, an artlefs inclination, proudly glad and 
grateful. 

And if the dialogue of the following fcenes flows with 
more eafy turn of thought and fpirlt, than what I hare 
ufually produced ; I (hall not yet blame fome people for 
faying 'tis not my own, unlcfs they knew at the fame time 
I owe moft of it to the many flolen obfervations I have 
made from your Grace's manner of coriveding. 

And it ever the influence of your Grace's more fliinmr 
<]ualities fliould pei fuade me to attempt a tragedy, I ftiau 
then, with the lame freedom, borrow all the ornamental 
virtues of my hero, where now I only am indebted for 
part of the fine gentleman, Greatnefs of birth and mind, 
fweetnefs of temper, flowin|;from thefixt and native prin- 
ciples of couiiage and of honour, are beauties that I reicrvc 
for a farther opportunity of expreffing the zeal and grad- 
tude of, _ 

My Lord, 

J)ec, I ^. Your Grace's moft obedient, 

Mofl obliged and humble lervant, 

COLLEY GIBBER. 

PRO. 
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PROLOGUE. 



f\ F all the various vlcei of the age^ •> 

JlndJ}:foah of fools exp.s^d upon the Jlage^ V 

Hoivfe^ are lajht that call for fat ire^s rage t j. 

IFJjat vanyou think to fee our plays fo full 
Of maiimen^ coxcombs^ and the driveling fool f 
Ofcits^ cfjharpet j, rakeS^ and roaring bullies^ 
Of cheats^ of cuckolds^ Mermen and cullies f 
Wou*d not one f IV ear ^ *tivere taken for a rule^ ^ 

Thutfatire'^s rod in the dramatickfchool^ > 

Was onfy meant for the incorrigible fool f Jl 

As if too vice and folly ivere confirCd 
To the vile fcum alone of human kind^ 
Creatures a mufeJhou^dfcot:n ; Juch abjeH trajh 
Ikferves not fatire'^ s ^ but the hangman* s kffli. 
Wretches fo fa^ fhut' out from fenfe offhame^ -v 

Nc^Mgate or Bedlam onlyjhou^d reclaim ; V 

Voffatire ne^er ivas meant to make iJoild monjlers tame* > 

A^t?, Sirs, 

We rather think the perfons ft for plays^ 
Arc theyvohofe birth and education fc^s 
Thry^ve tvery help that Jhould improve mankind^ - 
TetfHll Uveflaves to a vile tainted mind ; 
Such as in voit are often feen t^ abound ^ 
And yet havefome ivcak part^ vohere folly* s found: 
' For follies fpr out like vseeds^ highefi in fruitful ground* 
And *tis obferv^d^ the garden of the mind ^ 

To no infeJlLve ^ooerd'sfo much inclin^d^ L 

As the rank pride that fome from affeSlation find.. J 

A folly too vocll knovon to make its court 
With-mofifucccfs among the better fort. 
Such are the perfons vie to-day provide^ 
And nature^s fools for once are laidafide. 
This is the ground on siMch our play we build i^ ' 

But in theflru8ure muji to judgment yield : 
And Vi'here the poet fails in art^ or care^ 
We begyour vjontcdmercy to the player^ 

A 5, 3>/i!r.f.ti'5 
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DRAMATIS PERSON iE. 



MEN. 

Drury-Lanc, 

Lord Morelo*ve^ Mr. Jefferfbn. 
Lord Yoppington^ Mr. Dodd. 
Sir Chalks Eajy^ Mr. Reddifh. 



Coveat-Garden. . 

Mr. Mattocks. 
Mr. Woodward. 
Mr. Rofs. 



WO ME N. 



Lady Betty Modtjb^ Mrs. Ablngton* 

Lady Eafy^ Mifs Younge. 

Lady Gravealrs^ Mrs. Reddifli. 

Mrs. Edgings Wo- 
man to Lady 
Eajy^ Mifs Pope. 



Mifs Macklin. 
Mrs. Ward. 
Mrs. Vinceat. . 



Mrs. Green* 
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THE 

CARELESS HUSBAND. 



»^* Tie linu dip'tnguijbed by inverted comas , * tbus^ are omitted in tit 
reprtfentation. 



ACT I. 

SCENE, Sir Charles EafyV Lodgings. 

Enter Lady Eafy alone. 

Lady Easy. 
AS ever woman's fpirit, by an injurious hu(band^ 
broke like mine ? A vile^ licentious man ! muft 
he bring home his follies too ? Wrong me with my very 
" rvantiX) ! how tedious a relief is i * 



w 



fervant ! X) ! how tedious a relief is patience ! and yet 
in my condition 'tis the only remedy : for to reproach 
him with mywrongs, is taking on myfelf the means of a 
redrefs, bidding defiance to his fallhood, and naturally . 
but provokes him to undo me. The uneafy thought of 
my continual jcaloufy may teize him to a fixt averfion j 
and hitherto^ though he neglects, I cannot think he hate» 
me. — It rouft be fo: iince I want power to pleafe him, he 
never (hall upbraid me with an atten>pt of making hin> 
imeafy — My eyes and tongue fhall yet be blind and filent 
to my wrongs ; nor would I have him think my virtue 
could fufpe£t him, till by fome grofs,, apparent proof o€ 
his mifdoing, he forces me to fee— and to forgive it. 
Enter Edging baftiy. 

Edg, O madam ! 

L. Eafy. What's the matter ? 

Edg. I have the ftrangeft thing to fhew your Ladyfhlp^ 

■ ■ fuch adifcovery 

2 JL, Eajyk 
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Z. Eafy. You are refolved to make it without mtich 
ceremony, I find. What's the bufincfs, pray ? 

Edg^ The bufinefs, Madam^ I have not patience to 
tell you ; I am out of breath at^the very thought* on't ; 
I (hall not be able to fpeak this half hour. 

Z*. Eqfy, Not to the purpofe, I believe ! but methinks 
you talk impertinently with a g^eat deal of eafe. 
' Edg, Nay, Madam, perhaps not fo impertinent as 
your Ladyftiip thinks; there is that will 1 peak to the.' 
purpofe, I am fure — A bafe man — [Gives a Letter* 

L. Eajy. What is this } An open letter ! Whence 
comes it ? 

Edg, I^ay, read it, Madam, you will foon guefs— 
If thefe are the tricks of hufbands, keep me a maid ftill, 
fay I. 

JL* Eajy, [Look/fig on the fuperfcription.'\ To Sir Charles 
Eafy ! Ha 1 Too well I know this hateful hand. — O my 
heart ; but I muil veil my jealoufy, which 'tis not fit 
this creature fhouldfuppofe I am acquainted with. \_Afide,} 
This dire6l!on is to your mafler, how came you by it ? 

Edg. Why, Madam, as my mafter was lying down, 
after became in from hunting, he fent me into his dref- 
fing-room to fetch his fnutF-hox out of his walftcoat-poc- 
ket, and fo as I was fearching for the box, madam, there 
I found this wicked letter from a miflrefs ; which I had 
hofooner read, but, I. declare it, my very blood rofe at 
him again ; methought I could have torn him and her to 
pieces. 

L, EaJy, Intolerable ! This odious thing's jealous of 
him herfelf, and wants me to join with her in a revenge 
upon him — Sure I am fallen, indeed ! But 'twere to make 
me lower yet, to let her think I underliand her. \AJide. 

Edg, Nay, pray, Madam, read it, you tvill be out of 
patience at it. 

L, EaJy. You are bold, miflrefs ; has my indulgence, 
or your mafter*s good humour, flattered you into the afi\i- 
rance of reading his lettets ? a liberty I never gave roy- 
felf — Here - lay it where you had it immediately — (hould 
he know of your faucinefs, 'twould not be my favour 
could protect you. \Exit L, Eafy. 

Edg, Your favour ! marfy come up ! Sure I don*t de- 
pend upon your favour !•— It's not come to that, I hope. 

— PooE 
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--Poor creature— don't you think I am my maficr's mif» 
trefs for nothing — You ihall find. Madam, I won*t be 
fnapt up as I have been-^— Not but k vexes me to think Ihc 
ibould not be as uneafy as I. I am fure he is a bafe man 
to mp, and I could cry my eyes out that fhe fliould not 
think him as bad to her every jot. If I am wronged, 
fure (he may very well expert it, that is but his wife— A 
conceited thing — fhe need not be fo eafy, neither^ — I 
am as handfome as fhe, I hope — Here's my mafler— I'll 
try whether I am to be hufPd by her or no. IPTalks behind^ 
Enter Sir Charles Eafy. 
Sir Cha. So ! The day is come again ! — Life but rifes 
to another ftage, and the fame dull journey is before us. 
—How like children do we judge of bapplnefs ! When I 
was llinted in my fortune, almoft every thing was a plea- 
fure to me, becaufe moil things then being out of my 
iieach, I had always the pleftfure of hoping for them ; 
now fortune's in my hand, (he is as infipid as an old ac- 
quaintance — It is mighty filly faith,— Juft the fame thing; 
by my ^ife, too ; I am told file is extremely handfome 
—nay, and have heard a great many people fay ftie is cer- 
tainly the beft woman in the world— Why, I don't know 
but fee may, yet I oould never find that her pcrfon or 
good qualities gave me any concern — In my eye the wa-» 
roan has no more charms rtian my mother. 

Edg* Hum ! — he takes no notice of me yet— I'll }et 
him fee, I can take as little notice of him. [She walks 
hy him gravefy^ he turns her about and holds her^ Jh^ 
ftruggles^ Pray, Sir! 

Sir Cha, A pretty pert air, that— I'll Jiumour it—* 
What's the matter, child ? Are not you well ? Kifs me, 
huflTy. 
Edg. No, the deuce fetch me if I do. 
Sir Cha. Has any thing put thee out of humour, 
love? 

Edg, No, Sir, 'tis not worth my being out of humour 
at— tho' if ever you have any thing to fay to me again, 
I'll be burned. 

Sir Cha. ^Somebody has belied me to thee. 
Edg. No, Sir, 'tis you have belied yourfclf to me— - 
Did not I a(k you when you firft made a fool of me, if 
you would be always conilant to me j and did not you fay, 

I might 
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I might be fure you would ? And here, inftead of that^ 
you are going on in your old intrigue with my Lady 
Graveairs. — 

SirCha. So 
' Edg. Befide, don't you fufFer my lady to huffme every 
day as if I were her dog, or had no more concern with 
you— I declare I won't bear it, and Ihe flian't think ta 
huff me — for aught I know I am as agreeable as (he : and 
tho* (he dares not take any notice of your bsfenefs to her, 
you (han't think to ufe me fo— and fo pray take your nafly 
letter-— I know the hand well enough — for my part I 
won't (lay in the family to be abufed at this rate : I that 
have rcfufed lords and dukes for your fake ; I'd have you 
to know, Sir, I have had as many blue and green ribbons 
after me, for aught I know, as would have made me a 
. fidbala apron. 

Sir Cba, ^y Lady Graveairs ! my nafty letter !^ and I 
won't ftay in the fiunily ! Death !— I'm in a i>retty con- 
dition !--What an unlimited privilege has tliis jade got 
fh>m being a whore ? 

EJg. I fuppofe. Sir, you think to ufe eveiy body at 
you do your wife. 

Sir Cba* My wife, hah ! Come hither, Mrs. Edging \ 
hark you, drab. [Seizing her h thejhoidder. 

Edg. Oh ! 

&V Cha. When you fpeak of my wife, you arc to fay 
your Lady, and you are never to fpeak of your lady to 
me in any regard of her being my wife — for look you, 
child, you arc not her (trumpet, but mine, therefore I 
only give you leave to be faucy with me.— In the next 
place, you are never to fuppole there is any fuch perfon 
as my Lady Graveairs ; ana ladly, my pretty one, how 
came you by this letter ? 

Edg. It's no matter, perhaps. 

Sir Cha, Aye, but it you (hould not tell me quickly, 
how are you fure I won't take a great piece of fle(h out 
of your (lioulder ?— My dear. '[Shakes her. 

Edg. Olud! O ludl I will tell you, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Quickly then— — — 

Edg. Oh ! I took it out of your pocket, Sir. 

Sir Cha. When ? 

Edg. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE CARELESS HUSB^AND. ii 

E4g» Oh ! this morning, when yoa fent me for your 
fnuff-box* 

Sir Cha. And your Lady{hip*8 pretty curiofity has look- 
cd it over, I prefume — ha — [Again. 

E^g. O lud ! dear Sir, don*t be angry — indeed 1*11 
never touch one again. 

-^ir Cha. I don't believe you will, and I'll tell you how 
you (hall be fure you never will. 

Edg. Yes, Sir. 

^/> Cha. By ftedfaftly believing that the next time you 
•ffcr it, you will have your pretty white neck twifted be- 
hind you. 

Edg. Yes, Sir. [^«^^!/y'>^. 

Sir Cha. And you will be fure to remember t^tty thing 
liiave faid^you? 

Edg. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Cba. And now, child, I was not ^ngry with your 
j)erfon, but your follies ; which, fince I find you ar« a 
little fenlible of— -don't be wholly difcouraged— for I be- 
lieve I' I (hall have occafion for you agam 

Edg. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Cha.Xn the mean time let me hear no more of your 
lady, child. 

Edg. No, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Here (he comes : begone. 

Edg. Yes, Sir — Oh ! I was never fo frightened in my 
life. ^ [Exit. 

Sir Cha. So 1 good difcipline makes good foldiers — It 
often puzzles me to think, from my own carele(rne(s, and 
my wife's continual good humour, whether (lie really 
knows any thing of the flrength of my forces — I'll fift 
her a little. 

Enter Lady Eafy. 
My dear, how do you do? You are dreffed very early to* 
day : arc you going out? 

L. Eajy. Only to church, my dear- 

Sir Cha. Is it fo late then ? 

L. Eajy. The bell has juft rung. 

Sir Cha, Well, child, how does Windfor air agree 
with you ? Do you find yourfelf any better yet ? or have 
j^ou a mind to go to London again i 

JL. Eajy^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



ti THE €ARELE8S HOSBAKTD. 

£• Eafy. No, iDdeed, my dear ; the air is fb very 
plcafant, that if it were a place of Icfs company, I couM 
be content to end my days here. 

Sir Cha. Pr'ythee, my dear, what fort of company 
wauld meil plea(e yon ? 

L, Eajy, VVlien bufinefs would permit it, yours ; and 
InyoMr abfence a ftncere friend, that were truly happy 
in an honeft hulband, to fit a chearfal hour, and talk in 
mutual praife of our condition. 

^irCha^ Are you then ieally very happy, my dear ? 

Z« Eap, Why (hould youqueftion it ? [Smiling en him. 

Sir Cha. Becaufe I fancy I am not fo good to you as I 
fliould be. 

L. EaJy. Pfhaw. 

Sir Cha^ Nay, the deuce take me if I don't really con- 
fefsmyfelf fobai that I have often wtJndered how any 
woman of your fenfe, rank, and perfon, could think it 
worth her while to have fo many ufelefs good qualities* 

L, Eafy. Fie, my dear. 

Sir Cha, By my foul, I am ferious, 

X. EaJy. I cannot boaft of my good qualities, nor if I 
could, do I believe you think* them ufelefs. 

Sir Cha, Nay, I fubmit to you— Don't you find them* 
fo? Do you perceive that I am one tittle the better hufband 
for your bemg fo good a wife ? 

JL. Eafy. P(haw I you jeft with me. 

Sir Cha. Upon my life I don't—Tell me truly, was 
you never jealoiis of me ? 

X. Eafy. Did I ever give you any fign of it ? 

Sir Cha. Um— that's tnte— but do you really think I 
never gave yeu occafion } / 

L. EaJy. That's an odd queflion — ^but fuppofc you 
had? * 

Sir Cha. Why then, what good has your virtue done 
you, fince all the good qualities of it could not keep me 
toy curl elf? 

L. Ealy. What occali n have you given me to fup- 
pofe I ha\e not kept you to myfelf ? 

Sir Cha, I given you occafion — Fie ! my dear — ^you 
may be fure— I — look you, that is not the thing, but 
{[\\\ a— (death what a blunder have I made) — a — iliil, I 
iiay, Madam, you Ihan't make me believe you have never 

been 
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been jealous of me; not th^t you ever had any real 
caufe, but I know women of your principles have more 
pride than thofe that have no principles at all ; and where 
there is pride, there muft be fome jealoufy— fo that if 
you are jealous, my dear, you know you wrong me, 
and— 

L, Eafy. Why then, upon my word, my dear, I don't 
know that ever I wronged }ou that^way in my life. 

Sir Cba, But fuppofe 1 had given a real caufe to be 
jealous, how would you do then ? 

L. Eajy. It mull be a verj' fubllantial one that makes 
me jealous. 

Sir Cba. Say it we re -a fubflantial one j fuppofe now I 
were well with a woman of your own acquaintance, that^ 
under pretence o^ frequent vifits to you, lliould only 
come to carry on an allair with me— luppdfe now my 
»^ady'Graveairs and I were great ? 

i. EaJy, Would I could not fuppofe it. \^J}Jiilei 

Sir Cha. If I come off here I believe I am pretty fafe. 
[AJj^e,'] — Suppofc, I fay, my Lady and J were fo very fa- 
miliar, that not only yourfelf, but half the town fliould 
fee it ? 

L, EaJy, Then I fhould cry myfelf fick.in feme dark 
clofet, arjd forget ray tears wlwa you (poke kindly to me. 

Sir Cha. The mofl convenient piece of virtue fure that 
ever wife was miflrefs of, [^AJUe^ 

L. Eajfy, But pray, my dear, did you ever think 
tbat I had any ill thoughts of my Lady Gr^veairs ? 

Sir Cha, O fit I child ; only you know fhe and I ufed 
to be a little free fometlmes, fol had a mind to fee if you 
thought there was any harm in it ; but Hace I find yon 
very eafy, I think myfelf obliged to tell \ou, that upoa 
my foul, my dear, 1 have fo little regard to her peffon, 
that the deuce take me, if I would not as foon have an affair 
with thy woman. 

i. EaJy. Indeed, my dear, 1 fhould as foon fufpe<^ 
you with one as t'otl er. 

Sir Cha» Poor dear — fliouldft thou— give me a kifs. 

L* Eafy, Pfhaw ! you don't care to kifs me. 

Sir Cha. By my foul, I do ' I wiiii I may die, if 

I don't think you a very fine woman, 

ly, EaJx. 1 only wifh you would think me a gooA 
' ' ^ B . wife. 
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wife. [Kijfes her,] But pray, my dear, what has made 
you fo ftrangely inquifitive ? 

Sir C/ja, Inquilitive=— Why — a — I don't know, one is 
always faying one foolilh thing or another — Toll le rolU 
[Shtgs and talks,] My dear, what I are we never to have 
any ball here ! Tol le roll. I fancy I could recover my 
dancing again, if I would but pra<Sife. Toll loll loll ! 

L* Eajy, This excefs of careleflnels to me excufes half 
^18 vices. If I can make him once think ferioufly-^ 
Time yet may be my friend. 

Enter a Servant, 

£erv. Sir, Lord Morelove gives his fervice 

Sir Cha, Lord Morelove ? where is he ? 

Serv. At the Chocolate- houfe ; he called me to him as 
I went by, and bid me tell your honour he'll wait upon 
you prcfently. 

X.. Edjy. I thought you had not expeded him here 
again this feafon, my dear. 

Sir CIja, I thought fo too, but you fee there's no de- 
pending upon the refolutlon of a man that's in love. 

L. Ea/y, Is there a chair } 

Serv. Yes, Madam* ' [Exit Servant, 

L. EaJ^, I fuppofe Lady Betty Modifh has- drawn him 
lilthcr. 

Sir Cba, Aye, poor foul, for all his bravery, I« am 
afraid fo, 

L. Eafy. Well, my dear, I han't time to alk my Lord 
how he does now ; you'll cxcufe me to him, but I hope 
you'll make him dine with us. 

SirCha. I'll alk him. If you fee Lady Betty at "pray- 
ers, make her dine too, but don't take any notice of my 
Lord's being in town. 

Lt Eajy. Very well ! if I Ihould not meet her therc^ 
I'll call at her lodgings. 

Sir Cha. Do lb. 

JL. E^Jy^ My dear, your fervant. [Exit Z, Eajy. 

Sir Cha, My dear, I'm yours. Well I one way or 

other this woman will cerciiinly bring about her bufinefs 
with me at laft ; for though me cannot make me happy 
in her own perfon, fhe lets me be fo intolerably eafy 
with the women that can, that Ihe has at leaft brought 
mc into a fair way of being as weary of them too. 

z EMttr 
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Enter Ser*van^ and Lord Morelovc. 

Scnv. Sir, my Lord's come. 

L. Mor. Dear Charles ! 

Sir Cha, My dear Lord ! this is an happincfs undreamt 
of; I little thought to have feen you at Windfor again 
this feafon ! I concluded, of courfe, that books and fo- 
litudc had fecuredyou 'tUl winter. 

L. Mor. Nay, I did not think of coming myfelF, but 
I found myfelf not very well in London, fo I thought-^ 
a — little hunting, and this air — 

Sir Cha, Ha! ha! ha! 

/.. Mor. What do you laugh at ? 

Sir Cha, Only becaufe you fliould not go, on with your 
ftory : If you did but fee how fiUy a man fumbles for an 
excufe, when he is a little afliamed of being in love, yoa 
wouldtiot wonder what I laugh -^t ; ha ! ha I ha ! 

L. Mor, Th6u arjt a very happy fellow— nothing 
touches thee — always eafy— Then you conclude I follow 
Lady Betty again. . 

iiir Cha, Yes, faith do I : and, to make you eafy, my 
Lord, I cannot fee why a man that can ride fifty miles 
after a jpoor ftag, fliould be afliamed of running twenty in 
chafe of a fine woman, that^ in all probability, willfliow 
him fo much the better fport too. . [Emhracin^, 

L% Mor, Dear Charles, don't flatter my diftemper, I 
cwa J flill follow her : do you think her charms have 
power to excufe me to the world ? 

Sir Cha, Aye ! aye ! a fine woman's an excufe for any 
thing, * and the fcandal of Our being in jell, is a jeft it- 
* felf ;' we are all forced to be their tools, before we ca» 
be their favourites. 

L. Mor, You are willing to give me hope ; but I can't 
believe fhe has the leaft degree of Inclination for me. 

Sir Cha. I don't know that — I am fure her pride like* 
yoM, and that's generally your fine ladies darling paflion. 

L. Mor* Do you fuppofe if I could grow indifferent, it 
would touch her ? 

Sir Cha. Sting her to the heart— Will you take my 
advice ? 

L, Mor, I have no relief but that. Had I not thee now 
and then to talk an hour, my life were infupporrable* 

A> Qba, I am forry for that, my Lord ; — but mind 

B 2 what 
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what I fay to you — But hold, firft let me know the parti- 
culars of your late quarrel with her. 

L. l^Ior, Why, — about ttieree weeks ago, when I was 
laft here at Windfor, fhe had for fome days treated, me 
with a Utile more refer ve, and another with more freedom 
than 1 found myfelf eafy at. 

Sir Cha, Who was that other ! 

L. hlor. One of my Lord Foppington*s gang.^* the 

* pert coxcomb that's jufl come to a fmall eftate and a 

* great periwig.' — he that fmgs himfelf among the wo- 
men—What do you call him — He won't fpeak to a com- 
moner when a lord is in company — * you always fee him 

* with a cane dangling at his button, his breall open, no 

* glove?, one eye tucked under his hat, and a tooth -pick* 
^— Startup, that's his name. 

Sir Cba. O ! I have met him in a vifit ^but pray 

JO on. 

L. Mor, So, difputing With her about the conduit of 
women, I took the liberty to tell her how far I thought 
fhe erred in hers ; (he told me I was rude, and that (he 
%vould never believe any man could love a woman that 
thought her in the wrong in any thing (he had a mind to^ 
at leall: if he dared to tell her fo — This provoked me into 
her whole character, with fo much fpirit and civil malice, 
as I have feen her beflow upon a woman of true beauty, 
when the men fir ft toafted her ; fo in the middle of my 
wrifdom, (he told me, Ihe defined to be alone, that I would 
take my odious proud heart along with me, and trouble 

her no more 1 bowed very low, and as I left the 

room, vowed I never would, and that my proud heart 
ihould never be humbled by the outfide of a fine woman 
— About an hour after, I whipped into my chaife for 
London, and have never feen her fincc. 

SirCha. Very well, and how did you find your proud 
heart by that time you got to Hounflow ? 

L. Mor, I am almoft afhamed to tell you — I found her 
fo much in the right, that I curfed my pride for contra- 
dicting her at all, and began to think, according to her 
maxim, that no woman could be in the wrong to a man 
that fhe had in her power, _ 

* Sir Cha. Ha ! ha ! Well, Pll tell you what you (hall do. 
You can fee her without trembling, I hope. 
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L». Mn^, Not if flie receives me welL 

Sir Cba. If {he receives you well, you will have nd^ 
occafion for what I am going to fay to you— firfl you (hall 
^ine with her, 

L. Mor. How ! where ! when ! 

Sir Cha. Here ! here ! at two o*clock, 

L. Mor, Dear Charles ! 

Sir Cba, My wife is gone to invite her ; when you fee 
her firO, be neither too humble nor too ftubbom ; let her 
fee, by the eafe in your 'behaviptjf, you are ftill pleafed 
in being near her, while flie is upon reafonable terms 
with you. This will either open the door o^ an eclair^ 
cijjement^ or quite fliut it againft you— and if (lie is flill 
lelbived to keep you out— 

L. Mor, Nay, if flie infults me, then, perhaps, I 
may recover pride enough to rally her by an over-a6led 
fub million. 

Sir Cha. Why, you improve, my Lord j this is the 
tery thing I was going to propofe to you. 

L. Mor. Was it, faith ! hark you, dare you ftand by 
me ? , ' 

Sir Cha, Dare I ! aye, to my la ft drop of aflurance, 
againft all the infolent airs of the proudeft beauty in 
Chrifterwlom. 

L. Mor, Nay, then defiance to her — We two— rThou 
haft infpired me — I find myfelf as valiant as a flattered 
coward. 

Sir Cha, Courage, my Lord — 1*11 warrant we heather, 

L. Mor, My blood ftirs at the very thought on't : ^ 
loBg to be en o aged. 

Sir Cha. She will certainly give ground, when flie 
•once fees you are thoroughly provoked. 

L. Af(?r. Dear Charles; thou art a friend indeed. 
Enter a SrrcJanf. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord Foppington gives his fervice, and 
if your Honour's at leifure, he'll wait on you as fooli as 
he is drefTed. 

L. Mr. Lord Fbppingtnn ! Is he in town ? 

Sir Cha, Yes— I heard iaft night he was come. Give 
wy fervice to his Lordftiip, and tell him I fliould be glad 
4ie will do me the honour of his company here at din-, 
- B 3 fljcr* 
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ner, [Exit Sernf,"] We may have occafion for him in our 
deiign upoh Lady Betty. 

L. Mor, What ufe can we make of him ? 

Sir Cha. We'll fee when he comes ; at leaft there is no 
danger in him ; but I fuppofe you know he is your 
rival. 

L. Mor, Pfliaw ! a coxcomb. 

Sir Cba. Nay, don't defpife him neither— he is able 
to give you advice ; for though he is in love ^ith the 
fume woman, yet to him (he has not charms enough to 
give a minute's pain. 

L. Mor. Pr'ythee, what fenfe has he of love ? 

Sir Cha. Faith very near as much as a man ot -fenfe 
ought to have ; I grant you he knows not how to value a 
woman truly deferving, but he has a pretty juft efteem 
lor moil ladies about town. 

L, Mor. That he follows,'! grant you — for he feldora 
Tifits any of extraordinary reputation. 

Sir Cha. Have a care, I have feen him at Lady Betty 
Modifti's. 

Z.. Mor, To be laughed at. 

Sir Cha. Don't be too confident of that ; the women 
now begin to laugh with him, not.at him : for he really 
fometimes rallies his owq humour with fo much eafe and 
pleafantry, that a great many women begin to think he 
has no follies at all, and thofe he has, have been as much 
owing to his youth, and a great eflatc, as want of natural 
wit ; 'tis true, he often is a bubble to his pleafures, but 
he has always been wifely vain enough to keep himfelf 
from being too much the ladies humble fervant in love# 

L. Mor. There, indeed, I almoft envy him. 

Sir Cha, The eafinefs of his opinion upon thefex, will 
go near to pique you — We mufl have him. 

L. Mor. As you pleafe— but what (hall we do with 
ourfelves till dinner ? 

Sir Cha. What think you of a party at picquet J 

L. Mor. O ! you are too hard For me. 

Sir Cha. Fie ! fie ! when you play with his Grace ? 
L. Mor. Upon my honour, he gives me three points. 

Sir Cha. Does he? Why then you (hall give me but 
two— Here, fellow, get cards. Aliens, [Ejceunju 

ACT 
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ACT II. 

The SCENE La^y Betty Modifti'i Loggings. 
Enter Lady Betty, and Lady Eafy , meeting. 

Lady Betty. 

OH, my dear ! I am overjoyed to fee you ! I am 
ftrangely happy to-day; Ihavcjuft received my 
new fcarf from London, and you are moit critically cohm 
to giVe me your opinion of it. 

L. Eafy, Oh, your fervant, Madam, I am a very in- 
different judge, you know. What, is it with fleevcs ? 

L. Bet, Oh, 'tis impoffible to tell you what it is ! 
'Tis all extravagance both in mode and Fancy, my dear. 
I believe there's fix thoufand yards of edging in it- 
Then fuch an enchanting flope from the elbow — fome 
thing fo new, fo lively, fo noble, fo coquette and charm- 
ing — but you (hall fee it, my dear 

L. Eajy. Indeed, I won't, my dear ; I am refolvedto 
mortify you for being fo wrongfully fond of a trifle 
L„Bet. Nay, now, my dear, you are ill-natured, 
L. Eafy. Why, truly, I'm half angry to fee a woman 
of your fenfe, fo warmly concerned in the care of her 
outfide ; for when we have taken our be ft pains about ir, 
*tis the^ beauty of the mind alone that gives us lafting 
virtue. 

L. JSet. Ah, my dear ! my dear ! you have been a 
married woman to a fine purpofe indeed, that know fo 
little of the tafte of mankind. Take my word, a ncir 
fafhion upon a fine woman, is often a greater proof of 
her value, than you are aware of. 

• L. Eafy, That I can't comprehend, for you fee among 
the men, nothing's more ridiculous than a new fafhiom 
Thofe of the firft fenfe are always the laft ihat come into 
'em. 

L. Bet, That is, becaufe the only merit of a man k 
his fenfe ; but doubtlefs the gfeatefV value of a woman 
is her beauty j an homely woman at the head-of a fafliion, 
would not be allowed in it by the men, and confeauently 
not followed by the women : fo that to be fucceisful in 
one's fancy, is an evident fign of one's being admired, 

and 
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and I always take admiration for the beft proof of beau- 
ty, and beauty certainly is thetourccof power, as power 
in all creatures is the height of happincfs. 

h.Ea^. At this rate you would rather be thought 
beautiful- than good. 

L. Bet. As I ha4 rather command than obey : the 
wifeft homely woman can't make a man of fenfe of a 
fool, but the verieft fool of a beauty flwU make an afs 
of a ftatefman ; fo ttet, infliort, 1 can't fee a woman .of 
fpirit has any bufinefs in thi« world but to drcis--and 
make the men like her. 

L. Eajy. Do you fuppofe this is a principle the men 
of fenfe will admire you for ? 

L. Bet. I do fuppofe, that when I fuffcr any man to 
Ike my pejfon, he ilum't dare to find fault with my prin- 
ciple* 

L. Eajy. But men of fenfe aiie not fo cafily humbled^ 

L. Bet. The eafieft of any ; one has xen thoufand 
imes the trouble with a coxcomb. 

L. Eoj^. Nay, that may be ; for I have fcen you throw 

away more good humour, in hopes of tendrf,ffe from 

my lord Foppincton, who loves all women alke, than 

' -would have made my lord Morelove perfedly happy, 

vho loves only you. 

L. Bet. The men of fenfe, my dear, make the beft 

# fools in the world : their fincerity and good brecchn|^ 

throws them fo intirely into one's power, and ^ves one 

fuch an agreeable thirft of ding them ill, tolhewthat 

power — 'tis impoffible not to quench it. 

L. EaJ^. But, methinks, my lord Morelovc's manner 
to you m^ht move any woman to a kinder fenfe of his 

L. Bet. Aye, but would it not be hard, my dear, for 
A poor weak woman to have a man of his quality jmd re- 
*>utarion in her power, and not let the world fee him' 
there ? Would any creature fit new drefled all day in heV 
clofet? Could you bear to have a fweet-fancy'dfuit, and 
jiever Ibew it at the play, or the drawing-room ? 

L. Eafy. But one would not ride in*t, methinks, or 
harrafs it out, when there's no occafion. 

L. Bet. Pooh ! my lord Morlbve's a meer Indian da- 
malk, one can't wear him outj o'my confcicnce I muH 
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give him to my woman at laft ; I begin to be known by 
him : had not f beft leave him- off, my dear ? for, poor 
foul, I believe I have a little fretted him of late. 

L. JEaJy. Now 'tis to me amazing, how a man of his 
fpirit can bear to be ufed like a dog tor four or five years 
together — but nothing's a wonder in love; yet pray 
when you found you could not like him at firft, why did 
you ever encourage him ? 

L. Bet, Why, what would you have one do ? for my 
part, I could no more choofe a man by my eye, than a 
fhoe ; one muft draw them on a little, to fee ii they are 
right to one's foot. 

Lr. Eajy. But Vd no mo're fool on with a man I could 
not like, then I'd wear a ihoe that pinched me. 

L. Bet. Aye, but then a poor wretch tells one, he'll 
widen 'em, or do any thing, and is fo civil and filly, that 
one does not know how to turn fuch a trifle, as a pair of 
ihoes, or an heart, upon a fellow's hands again. 

L. Ea/y. Well ; I confefs you are very happily didin- 
guifhed among moft women of fortune, to have a man of 
my lord Morelove's fenfe and quality fo long and honour* 
' ably in love with you ; for now-a-days one hardly ever 
hears of fuch a thing as a man of quality in love with 
the woman he would marry. To be in love now, is 
only to have a defign upon a woman, a modilh way of - 
declarii^ war againft her virtue, which they generally 
attack firft, by toafting up her vanity. 

L. Bet, Aye, but the world knows, that is not the cafe 
between my lord and me. 

L. Eajfjr, Therefore I think you happy. 
L. Bet, Now I don't fee it ; I'll fwear I'm better pleafed 
to know there are a great many foolifli fellows of quality 
that take occafion to toaft me frequently. 

L. Ea^. 1 vow I (hou'd not thank any gentleman for 
toafting me, and I have often wondered how a woman of 
your fpirit could bear a great many other freedoms I have 
feen fome men take with you. 

Lr. Bet. As how, my dear ? • Come, pr'ythee be free 

' with me, for you muft know, I love dearly to hear my 

faults— Who is't you have obferved to be too free with 

me? 

L. Eq/y. Why, there's my lord Fop^mgton ; could 

. jmjr 
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any woman but you bear to fee him with a refpedful 
fleer flare full in her face, draw up his breath, and cry 
—Gad, you're handfome ? 

L. Bet, My de-ar, fine fruit will have flies about ijt; 
but, poor things, they doit no harm : for if youobferve, 
people are generally moft apt to ohoofe that the fiies have 
been bufy with, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

• L. Eajy, Thou art a ftrange giddy creature. 

* L. Bet. That may be from fo much circulation of 

• thou[Tht, mydqar.' , 

L. Eq/y. But my lord Foppington's married, and one 
would not tool with him, for his lady's fake ; it may make 
her uneafy, and 

L. Bet. Poor creature, her pride indeed makes her 
carry it off without taking any notice of it to^me ; the' I 
know Ihc hates n^e in her heart, and I can't endure ma- 
licious people, f6 I ufed to dine with her once a week, 
purely to give her diforder; if you had but feen when 
iT»y lord" and I fooled a little, the creature looked fo ugly. 

L. Eafy. But I fhould not think my reputation fafe ; 
my lord Foppington's a man that talks often of his amours, 
butfeldom fpeaksof favoursithat are refufed him, 

L. Bet. Pfbaw ! will any thing a man^ fays make a 
woman kfs agreeable ? Will his talking fpoil one*s com- 
plexion, or put one's hair out of (wder ? — and for repu- 
tation, look you, my dear, take it for a rule, that as 
amongft the lower ranic of people, no woman wants beauty 
that has fortune ; fo among people of fortune, no worna^ 
wants virtue that has beauty : but an eflate and beauty 
joined, are of an unlimited, nay, a power pontifical, make 
one not only abfolute, but infallible— A fine woman's never 
in the wrong, or, if we were, 'tis not the Urcngth of » 
poor creature's re^ifon that can unfetter him — Oh, how I 
love to hear a w^tch curfe himfelf for loving on, or 
BOW and then coming out with a 

Yet for the plague of human race, 
This devil has an angel's face. 

Laify Ertjly, At this rate, I don't fee you allow repu- 
tation to be at all eflential to a fine woman. 

La^ B. Juft as much, as honour to a great maa* 

• Power is always above fcan4al. Don't you Jiear people 

• fty the king of France owts moft of his oonquefb^to 

• breaking his word, and would not the confederates 

* have 
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* have a fine time out, if they w6re only to go to war 

* with reproaches.' Indeed, my dear, that jewel repu- 
tation is a very fanciful bufinefs ! one (hall not fee an 
homely creature in town, but wears it in her mouth as 
monilroufly as the Indians do bobs at their lips, and it 
really becomes them juft alike, 

La/h E, Have a care, my dear, of trufling too far to 
power alone : for nothing is more ridiculous than the fall 
of pride ; and woman's pride at bell may be furpe(5Ved to 
be more a dlllruft, than a real contempt of mankind : for 
when we have faid all we can, a deferving hufband is 
certainly our beft happinefs ; and I don't quelHon but 
my lord Morclove's merit, in a little time, will make 
you think fo too; for whatever airs you give yourfelf to 
the world, I'm fure your heart don't want good-nature. 

Lady J?. You are miflaken, I am very ill-natured, tho* 
your good humour won't let you fee it. 

Lady E, Then to give me a proof on't, let me fee you 
refufe to go immediately and dine with me, after I have 
promifed Sir Charles to bring you. 

Lady B, Pray don't alk me, 

LadyE. Why? 

Lady^» Becaufe, to let you fee I hate good-nature, I'll 
go without alking, that you mayn't liave the malice to 
isLy I did you a favour. 

Lady E. Thou art a mad creature, {^Exeunt arm in arm^ 

The SCENE changes to Sir Charles'^ lodgings. 

Lord Morelove and Sir Charles atPicquet. . 
Sir Cha, Come, my lord, one lingle game for the 
tout, and fo have done. 

Lord More. No, hang *em, I have enough of 'em? 
ill cards are the dullell company in the , world — How 
much is it ? 

Sir Cha. Three parties, 

Jjfrd More. Fifteen pounds — very well, 

[Ifhile Lord Morelove counts out his moacy^ a fern) ant 

ginjes Sir Charles a letter^ ^johich he reads to himfclf. 

Sir Cha, [To the/ervant.] Give my fervice, fay I have 

company dines with me, if I have time I'll call there in 

the afternoon— ha I ha I ha I l^Exit/er^vant^ 

Lor^: 
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JLordMore. What's the matter— there— 

\Payxng the money m 

Sir Cha. The old affair— my lady Graveairs. 

Lord Mor. Oh ! Pr'ythee how does that go on ? 

Sir Cha. As agreeably as a Chancery fuit : for now it*s 
come to the intolerable plague of my not being able to 
get rid on'c -; as you may fee [Giving the letter. 

Lord More, [reads,'] ** Your behaviour (ince I came to 
Windfor, has convinced me of your villainy without my 
being furprized, or angry at it. I defire you would let 
me fee you at my lodgings immediately, where I fhall 
have a better opportunity to'convince you, that Lnevtr 
can, or pofitivcly will be as I have been. Yours, Sec.** 
Avery whimfical letter-!— Faith, I think flie has hard 
luck with you : if a man were obliged to have a miftrefs, 
her pcrfon and condition fcem to be cut out for the eafe 
of a lover: for fhe'sa young, handfome, wild, well- 
jointured widow— But what's your quarrel? 

Sir Cha, Nothing — (he fees the coolnefs happens to be 
firft on my iide, and her bufinefs with me now, 1 fup- 
pofe, is to convince me, how heanily llie's vexed that fhe 
was not beforehand with me. 

Lord.Mor, Her pride, and your indifference, mufloc- 
cafion a pleafant fcene, lure ; what do you intend to do ? 

Sir Cha. Treat her with a cold familiar air, till I pique 
ber to forbid me her fight, and then take her at her word* 

Lord More. Very gallant and provoking. , 
■ Enter a Servant » 

Serv. Sir, my lord Foppington [Exh, 

Sir Cha, Oh — now, my lord, if you have a mind to 
be let into the myllery of making love without pain— 
here's one that's a mafter of the art, and (hall declaim to 
you — 

Enter Lord Foppington, 
My dear lord Foppington ? 

Lord Fop. My dear ay reeable ! ^leje t'*emhrajfe ! Par^ 
di ! II y a cent ans que je ne t^ai vu — my fiord, I am your 
iorddiip's moli: ohedicat humble fervant. 

Lord M.re, My lord, I kifs your hands — I hope we 
fhall have you here fometime ; you feem to have laid in 
a ftock of health to be in at the diverfions of the place— 
Yxra look extremely well. 

Lord 
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luordFop, To fee one's friends look fo, my Lord, may 
•cafily give a vermellle to one's complexion. 

Sir Cha, Lovers in hope, my Lord, always have a vili- 
ble brilliant in th^ir eyes and air. 

Lard Fop. What doll thou mean, Charles? 

Sir Cha. Come, come, confcfs what really brought 
you to Windfor, now you have no bufmefs there ? 

Lord Fop. Why two hoyrs, and lix of the befl nags In 
Chriftendom, or the devil drive me. 

Lord Mor^ You make hafle, my Lord, 

Lord Fop. My Lord, I always £y when I purfu^— But 
they are well kept indeed — I love to have creatures go as 
I bid 'etYi ^ you have feen 'em, Ch ulcs, but To has all the 
world ; Foppington's long tails are known on every road 
in England, 

Sir Cha, Well, my Lord, but how came they to bring 
you this road ? You don't ule to take thefe irregular 
jaunts without fome delign in your head of having more 
than nothing to do. 

Lord Fop. Pfhaw ! Pox ! pr'ythe?, Charles, thou 
knowefl I am a hWow fans confcqucnce^ bt£ where I will. 

Sir Cha. Nay, nay, ihis is too n.u.^h among friends, 
my Lord \ come, come, — we mud have it^ your real 
bufinefs h^re ? 

Lord Fop, Why then, entre nous^ there Is a certaih^Zfe 
dejqye about the court here, that loves winning at caid« 
better than all the ^ne tbings I have been able to fay to 
her, — fo I have brought an odd thou fa nd bill in my poc- 
Icet that I defign, ttie^h-ttte^ lo play off with her at pic- 
quet, or fo ; and now the bulinefs is our. 

Sir Cha. Ab^ and a very good bufmefs too, my Lord. 

Lord Fop. If it be well done, Charles — 

Sir Cha. That's as you manage your cards, my Lord. 

Lord Morc^ Thi^i mull be a woman of confequence, by 
the value you fet upon her favours. 

Sir Cha. Oh, nothir.g*s aba%x the price of a fine wo- 
man. 

Lord Fop. Nay, look you, gentlemen, the price may 
not happen to be altogether fo high neither— For I fancy. 
I know enough of the game, to make it an even bet I 
get her for nothing. 

Lord More ^ HOwfo, my Lord? 

C Lord 
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Lord Fop. Becaufe, if die happen to lofe a good fum 
to me, I fliall buy her with her own money. 

Jjfrd More. That's new, Iconfefs. 

Lord Fop. You know, Charles, 'tis not impoflible but 
^ I may be five hundred pounds deep with her— then bills 
may fall fliort, and the devil's in*t if 1 want aflurance to 
nik her to pay fome way or other. 

SirCha. And a man mud be a churl indeed, that won't 
take a lady's perfonal fecuriry ; hah ! hah ! hah ! 

Lord Fop. Hch ! heh ! hch ! thou art a devil, Charles. 

Lofld More, Death ! how happy is this coxcomb ? 

[Afide. 

Lord Fop. But to tell you the truth, gentlemen, I 
had another preffin^ temptation that brought me hither, 
which was— -my wife. 

Lord More. That's kind, indeed, my lady has been 
here this month ; ilie'll be glad to fee you, 

IjtrdFop. That I don't know; for I defign this after- 
noon to fend her to London. 

Lord More, What! the fame day you come, my 
Lord ? that would be crud. 

Lord Fop, Aye, but it will be mi i^hty convenient ; for 
{he is pofitively of no manner of ufe in my amours. 

Lord More. That's your fault, the town thinks her a 
Tery deferving woman. 

Lord Fop. If ihe were a woman of the town, perhaps 
I fhould think fo too ; but Ihe happens to be my wife, 
and when a wife is once given to defervc more than her 
bufband's inclinations can pay, in my mind (he has no 
merit at all. 

Lord More, She's extremely well-bred, and of a very 
prudent conduct. 

Lord Fop, Um — aye — the woman's proud enough. 

Lord Mor. Add to this, all the world allows her hand- 
fome. 

Lord Fop. The world's extremely civil, my Lord % 
and. I (hould take it as a favour done me, if they couW 
find an expedient to unmarry the poor woman firom the 
only man m the world that can't think her handfome. 

J.jfrd More. I believe there are a great many in the 
world that are forry 'tis no^ in their power to unmarry 
her. 

Lm-d 
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L^d Fop^ I am a great many in the world's very hum- 
ble fervant, and whenever they find 'tis in their power, 
their high and mighty wifdoms rnay command mc at a 
quarter of an hour's warning. 

Lord More, Pray, my Lord, what did you marry for ? 
Lord Fop. To pay my debts at play, and difinherit my 
younger brother. 

Lord More, But there are fome things due to a wife. 
Lord Fop, And there are fome debts I don't care to pay 
—to both which I plead hufband, and my Lord. 

Lord More, If I ftjiould do fo, I fhould exped to have 
my own coach ilopt in the flreet, add to meet my wife 
with the windows up in a hackney. 

Lord Fop, Then would I put in bail, and order a fe- 
parate maintenance. 

\tord More. So pay the double the fuiti of the debt, 
and be married for nothing. 

I^ordFop. Now I think deferring a dun, and getting 
nd of one 5 wif<?, are two the moll; agreeable fweets in 
the liberties o^ an ^ngli{^l fub^t^l. 

Lord More, If I were marrie4, I would as foon part 
from my efiatc as my wife. 

Lord Fop. Now I vvpuld not, fun-burn me if I would. 
JLord ^or, Dpathrbiit (ince you aris thus indifterent, 
my Lord, why would you needs marry a woman' of lb 
much merit ? Could not yoii have laid out your fpleea 
upon Tome ill-patured flirew, that wanted the plague of 
^ lU l>u(baDd, and have let her alone to fome plain, h6- 
neft n^an of miality, that would have defer ved her. 

Lord Fop. Vhy faith, my Lord, that might have be^n 
Cpnfidered ; but I really grew fo paffionately fond of her 
fortune, that, curfe catch me, I was quite blind to t^ic 
reft of her good qualities : for to tell you the truth, if 
it had been po|!ible the old put of a peer could have tofl^d 
me in t'other five thoufand for 'em, by my confent, Ihc / 
Choulci have relinquiflied her merit and virtues to any bf 
)ier younger lifters. 

Sir Cha, Aye, aye, my Lord, virtues in a wife are good 
for nothing but to make her proud, and put the world la 
flund of her huft)and's faults. 

^ordFop, Right, vCharles : and, ftrike me blind,, but 

the wotrien of virtue are now grown fuch ideots iti love, 

C 2 •'■'■■ - the^ 
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they expert of a roan, juft as they do of a coach horfe^ 
that one*s appetite, like t'other's flefli, fhould increafc 
by feeding. 

Sir Cha. Right, my Lord, and don't conlider, that 
toujours chapom houilUs will never do with an Englifh fto- 
niach. 

Lord Fop. Ha ! ha ! ha I To tell you the truth, 
Charles, 1 have known fo much of that fort of eatins;, 
that I now think, for an hearty meal, no wild fowl in 
Europe is comparable to a joint of Baiillead mutton. 

Lord More, How do you mean ? 

Lord Fop, Why that, for my part, I had rather hare 
a plain iliee of my wife's woman, than my guts full of 
e'er an Ortolan dudiefs in Chriftendom, 

Lord More. But I thought, my Lord, your chief ba- 
finefs now at Windfor had been your defign upon a wo- 
man of quality. 

Lord Fop. That's true, my Lord; though I don't 
think your fine lady the befl difh myfelf, yet a man of 
quality can't be without fuch things at his table. 

Lord More. Oh, then you enly dcfire the reputation 
of an affair with her. 

Lsrd Fop, I think the reputation is the moft inviting 
pan of an amour with moft women of quality. 

Lord More, Whyfo, my Lord? 

Lord Fop. Why, who the devil would run through all 
the degrees of form and ceremony, that lead one up to 
the lail favour, if it were not for the reputation or un- 
derflanding the neareft way to get over the difficulty r 

Lord Morej But, my Lord, does not the reputation of 
your being fo general an undertaker frighten the women 
from engaging with you ? For they fay, no man can lotc 
bur one at a time. 

Lcrd Fop. That's juft one nfiore than ever I came up 
to : for, ftop my breath, if ever I loved one in ray life. 

Lord More, How do you get 'em, ^hen ? 

Lord Fop. Why, fomeiimes as they get other people : 
I drefs, and let them get me; or, if that won't do, as I 
got my title, I buy 'em. 

Lord More. But how can you, that profefs indifference, 
think it worth your while to come fo often up to the 
price of a woman of quality ? 

Ltrd 
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Lord Fop. Becai;feyou muftknow, my Lord, thatmoft 
of them begin new to come down to reafon; I mean 
thofe that are to be had, for fome die fools : but with 
the wife r forr, 'tis not, of late, fo very expenfive ; now 
and then tl par tie quarre^ a Jaunt or two in a hack to an 
Indian houfe, a litile China, an odd thing for' a gown, 
or fb, and in three days after, you meet her at the con* 
veniency of trying it che:i Mademoifelfe d^EpingJe. 

Sir Cha, Aye, aye, my Lord, and when you are there^ 
you know, what between a little chat, a difh of tea, 
Mademoife lie's good humour, and 2i petit cbanftm^ or two, 
the devil's in't it a man can't fool away the time, 'till he 
fees, how it looks upon her by candle-light. 

Lord Fop. Heh ! heh ! well fald, Charles, I'gad I 

fancy thee and I have unlaced many a reputation there 

Your great lady is as foon undrefled as her woman* 

Lord Mor. I could never find it fo the (hame or 

fcandal of a repuHe always made me afraid of attempt- 
ing woman of condition. ' 

Sir C6a, Ha ! ha I Pgad, my Lord, you deferve to- 
be ill ufed ; your modeuy's enough to fpoll any woman 
Jn the world ; but my Lord and I underiland the fexa. 
Hrtle better; we fee plainly that women are only cold,, 
as fome mcA are brave, from the modefty or fear ot thofe: 
that attack ''em. 

Lord Fop. Right, Charles, — a man fhould no more- 
give up his heart to a woman, th:m his fword to a bully ^ 
they arc both as infolent as the devil after it. 

Sir Cba, How do you like that, n^y Lord } r 

\4fide to Lord Morelove*. 

Lord More. Faith, I envy him — But, my-L*ord, fup- 
pofe your inclinntion Ihould Humble upon a. woman truly 
virtuous, would not a fevere repulfe from fuch an one,, 
put you llrangely out of countenance ? 

Lord Vop. Not at all, my Lord — for if a man don't 
mind a box o' the ear in a fair Hruggle with a frefli coun- 
try girl, why the deuce fliould he be concerned at aa^ 
impertinent frown for an attack upon a woman of qua* 
kty? 

Lord More. Then you have no notion of a kdy's 
cruelty I , ' 

*C 5 Lordi 
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L^rd Fp. Ha ! ha I let roe blood, if I think there's 
a greater jcft in nature. I am ready to crack my guts 
with laughing, to fee a fenfelefs flirt, becaufe the crea- 
ture happens to have a little pride that fhe calls virtue 
about her, give herfelf all the infolent airs of refentment 
. and difdain to an honeft fellow, that all the while does 
not care three pinches of fnuff if flie and her virtue were 
to run with their laft ^vours through the firft regiment of 
guards'^Ha ! ha ! it puts me in mind of an afiair of 
mine, fo impertinent— 

Lard More. Ob, that*8 impoffible, my Lord? Pray 

let's hear it. 

Lord Fop. Why I happened once to be very well in a 
certain man of quality's family, and his wife liked me. 
Ljord More. How do you know fhe liked you ? 
Lord Fop, WTiy from the very moment I told her I 
liked her, fhe never durfl trufl herfelf at the end of a 
room with me. • 

Lord More. That might be her not liking you. 
Lord Fop. My Lord — Women of quality don't ufe to 
fpeak the th'ng plain— but to fatisfy you I did not want 
encouragement ; I never came there in my life, but (he 
did immediately fmile, and borrow my fnufl:' box. 

Lord More. She liked your fnuff at leall — Well, but. 
how did fhe ufe you ? 

Lord Fop. By all that's infamous fhe jilted me* 
Lord More. How 1 Jilt you ? 
Lord Fop. Aye, death's curfe^ fhe jilted me. 
Lord More. Tray let's hear. 

Lord Fop, For when I was pretty well convinced fhe 
had a mind to me, I one day made her a hint of an ap* 
pointment :' upon which, with an infolent frown in her 
face, (that made her look as ugly as the devil) fhe told 
ine, that if ever I came thither again, her lord fhodd 
know that (he had forbidden me thehoule before. — Did 
you ever hear of fuch a Hut ? 
^/rC6tf., Intolerable! 

Lord More. Bur how did her anfwer agree with you ?* 
Lord Fop. Oh,, paffionately well ! for I flared flill in 
her face, and burfl out a laughing ; at which flie turned 
ii|«)a her heel ^ and gave a crack with her fan lik^ a coach-- 

whip^ 
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whip, and bridled out of the room with the air and com«> 
plexion ©f an incenfed Turkey cock. 

[A few ant <ix)hifpers Sir Charles* 

Lord More. What did you then ? 

Lord Fop. I looked after her, gaped, threw up the 

fafli, and fell afinging out of the window— ^-fo that you 
fee, my Lord, while a man is not in love, there's no 
great afiti<5)ion in miffing one's way to a woman. 

Sir Cha. Aye, aye, you talk this very well, my Lord ; 
but now lct*8 fee how you dare behave yourfelf upon ac- 
tion—dinner's ferved, and the ladies flay for us— There't 
one within has been too hard for as briik a man as yourr 
felh 

Lord More. I gucfs who you mean — Have a care, my . 
Lord, fhe'll prove your courage for you. 

Lord Fop, Will llie ? then (he's an undone creature. 
For let me tell you, gentlemen, courage is the whole 
myftery of making love, and of more ufe than conduct 
is in war; for the bravefl fellow in Europe may beat his 
brains out againft the ftubborn walls of a town— But 

i Women, born to be controll'd, 

Stoop to the forward, and the bold. [Exemtu 

End of the Second Act. 



ACT HI. 

7?<r SCENE continues.. 
Enter Lord Morclove, and Sir Ch2Lxle% 

Lord Morelove. 

SO ! Did not I bear up bravely ? 
Sir Cha. Admirably t with the beft bred infolence in 
nature, you infulted like a woman of quality when her 
country-bred hutband's jealous of her in the wrong place. 
Lord More. Ha ! ha I Did you obferve, when I iirft 
came into the room, how carelefly fhe bniftied her eyes 
over me, and when the company faluted me, flood all 
the while with her face to the window ?^ ha ! ha ! 

Sir Cba,,VJh2X allonifhed airs fhe gave herfel/, when 
you afked her, what made her fo grave upon her old 
iriends f 

Lord 
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LardMor. And whenever I oferedany thing in talk, 
what a£fe(5ted care (he took to dire& her obfervations of 
it to a^third perfon? 

Sir Cha. I obferved (he did not eat above the rump of 
A pigeon ail dinner time. 

- LordMor. And how (he coloured when I told. her, her 
litdyfhip had \oSi her ftomach ? 

Sir Cba. If.you keep your temper (he's undone. 

Ijird M4>r, Provided ihe iiicks to her pride, I believe I 
may. 

^/> C^a. Aye! never fear her ; I warrant, in the hu- 
mour flie is in, (he would as foon part with herJcnie of 
feeling. 

lj>rdMor. Well, what*stobe donenext? 

Sir Cha, Only obferve her motions ; for by h^r be- 
haviour at dinner, I am fure (he deiigns tagall you .with 
my Lotxi Foppington : if |(p, you muft even liand^her 
fire, and then play ray Lady Gravqairs upon her, whom 
. I'll immediately pique, and prepare for your purpofe. 

Lord Mar. I underfland yau — ■ — the propereil wo- 
man in the world too ; . for (he'il certainly encourage the 
.'icaft offer from me, in hopes ot reveng^ng.her flli^hts 
upon you. 

Sir Cha, Right; and the very encouragement flie 
^j^xj^ you, -at the- fame time will give me a pretence to 
widen the breach of my quarrel with her. 

Lord Mor, Belides, Charles, I own I am fond of any 
attempt that will forw{\rd a mifundecflanding there, for 
your ladyjs fake. A womaii fo truly gocd in her nature, 
ought to have fomething more from a man, -than bare 
occaiions to prove her gogdncfs. 

Sir Cha, Why, then, upon .honour, my Lord,, to give 
you proof that I am pofitively the beft ht^fbapd in the 
world, my wife never yet found me ou^ 

LordMpr, .That may be by her being, the beft wife \tt 
the world : (he, may be, won't find you out.' 

Sir Cha, Nay, if iOie won't tell a man of bis faultf, 
.when flic fees them, how. the deuce Ihould. he iQti^ 
them ? 3ut however, you fee, I am going to leave thepi 
4QffMas fail as I can. 

Lord Mor, ;Being tired of a ^oman, is, in4ced, a pret^ 
tolerable ajQTurance of a man's cot defigning to fool on 

with- 
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with her— Here (he comes, and, if I don't roiftake, 

brimful of reproaches You can't take her in a better 

time Fll leave you. 

Enter Lady Graveairs. 
Your ladylhip's mofl humble fervant. Is the company 
broke up, pray ? 

JLady GrM. No, my Lord, they are jufl: talking of 
ballet ; my Lord Foppington has a mind to tally, if your 
lordfhip would encourage the table. 

LordMor. Oh, Madam, with all my heart ! But Sir 
Charles, I know, is hard to be got to it ; I'll leare your 
ladyihip to prevail with him. [£xit Lord Morelove, 

{Sir Charles and Lady Graveairs faluie coldly^ and trifle 

foTfu time before they /peak. 

Lady Gra. Sir Charles, I fent you a note this mor- 
ning 

Sir Cba. Yes, Madam j but there \^cre fomc paflagcs 
I did not expeft from your ladyihip ; you fcem ta tax 
me with things that 

Lady Gra. Look you. Sir, Yisnotat all material whe- 
ther I taxed you with any thing or no ; I don't dcfire 
you to clear yourfelf ; upon my word, you may be very 
eaiy as to that matter ; for my part, I am mighty well fa- 
tisfied things are as they are ; all I have to fay to you is, 
that you need not give yourfelf the trouble to call at my 
lodgings this afternoon , if you fhould have time, as you 
were pleafed to fend me word— and fo, your fervant, Sir^ 
that's all [Going. 

Sir Cha, Hold, Madam. 

La^ Gra, Look you, Sir Charles, 'tis not your calling 
ine back that will fi^nify any thing, I can aflure you. 

5/r Cha. Why this extraordinary halle, Madam ? 

Lady Gra. In (hort. Sir Charles, I have taken a great 
many things from you of late, that you know I have often 
told you I would pofitively bear no longer. But I fee 
things are in vain, and the more people ftrive to oblige 
people, the lefs they are thanked for it : and fmce there 
mufl be an end of one's ridiculoufnefs one time or other, 
I don't fee any time fo proper as the prefent ; and there- 
fore. Sir, I defire you would think of things accordingly. 
Your fervant, [Goings he holds htr. 

Sir Cba. Nay, Madam, lot us itart fair, however ; you 

ought 
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ought, at Icaft, to ftay till I am as ready as your ladyfliip. ; 
ana theiii if we rauH part. 

Adieu, ye filent grots, and fiiady graves ; 

Ye foft amufements of our growing loves ; 

Adieu, ye whifper'd fighs, that funn'd the firc^ 

And all the thrilling joys of young defire. 

*" LaJyGr^f* Oh, mighty well, Sir ! I am very glad we 
are at laft come to a right underilanding^ the only way I 
- have long wiilied for ; not but I'd have you to know, I 
fee your defign thro' all your p;^in^edeafe of relignaiio^ : 
I know you'd give your loi^ to malj;e me uneafy now* 

vS/V Cha, Oh, fie. Madam ! upon my word I would not 
make you uneaiy, if it were in my povv^r. 

LadjGra. Cfh, deai; Sir! you need not; take fuch 
care» upon my word ; you'll find I cai> part with you 
without the kaft diforder ; I'll try, ^ leaft^ and fa, once 
Qio^Q, smd for eve^, Sir, your fervant : not but you n;iuft 
give me leave to tell you, as my laft tlwught of you too, 
■tbat I dp think— y<Mi ar^a v^lain. \E^U httfiily. 

Sir C/j4.* Obf yawr yery humblq fervant. Madam V^ 

What a ch^rmiug <iuality is a wpzi>^'& pride, th.at is 
firong enough to rettife ^ i^a^ her fay9ur$| wh^i) bfi'* 

weary of them Ah ! 

Re-enter La^ Qraveairs. 

La^ Gh'0, LqqV you. Sir phj^ries ; don't prefuqpc 
Upoji the eaiinefs of ray temper : for to cpjivin^e ypu 
that I am pofitively in earnefl in this mattpr^ I defire you 
^Quld let rae have what letters ypu haye had ^f pine 
finpc yqu came iq Wjndlbr ; ap^ I pxpe^ yp«'l} r^Ufn 
the Ffil, as I vyiJl yo*JT«, a^ fpoi> ^^ vy? fpn^ 19 Lopjon. 

SirCha. Upoii ipy foith, ^J^dam, I never ^teep ^ny; 
I always piU fnuff in thcjn, and (q tjiey wear out, 

La^ Gr^f. Sir Charles, I muft have them ; for po^« 
lively I won't ftir without them. 

SirCha. Ha! then I muft be «:ivil, I fep. iJfide.'\ 
Perhaps, Madam, I have nq miiid to p^rt with rl^cn^-'— 
Dr you* 

tain Gra, Lpok y9U, Sir, aU t^pfe fort of things ^r9 
in vain, opw there's an end of every thing b^tv^een us— 
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If you fay you won't give them, I mud e'en get them as 
^ell as I can. 

Sir Cha. Ha 1 that won't do then, I find. [Aftde. 

Lady Gra. Who's there? Mrs. Ed^^ing Your 

keeping a letter, Sir, won't Tceep me, I'll alia re you. 
Enter Edging. 

EJg. Did your ladyftiip call mc, Madam ? 

Lady Gra* Ay, child : pray do me the favour to fetch' 
my cloak out of the dining room. 

Edg. Yes, Madam. 

&r'C^dr. Oh, then there's hope again. [^/Ifitie. 

Edg, Ha! ihe looks as if my mailer had quarrelled 
with her ; I hope (he's going away in a huff— fhc fhan'^ 
ilay for her cloak j I warrant her*'— —This is pure. 

[Afide, Exit fmiliftg, 

I^dyGra. Pray, Sir Charles, before I go, give me 
leave now, after all, to alk you — why you have ufed me 
thus ? 

Sir Cba. What is it you -call ufage, Madam ? 

Lady Gra* Why, then, (ince you will have it, how 
comes it you have been fo grofly carelefs and negle(ftrul 
of me of late ? Only tell me ferioufly, wherein I havt 
defer ved this. 

Sir Cha, VVhy, then, ferioufly, Madam 
Re-enter Edging S'-ii^-^ ^ i^^oak. 
We are interrupted 

Edg. Here is your ladyfliip's cloak, Madam. ' 

Lady G^a. Thank you, Mrs. Edging— Oh, law ! pray 
will you let fomebody get me a chair to the door. 

Edg, Hump — She might have told me that before, if 
flle had been in fuch halTe to go. [Ajide. Exit. 

Lady Gra, Now, Sir. 

Sir Cha, Then, ferioufly, I fay I am of late grown fo 
very lazy in my pleafures, ' that 1 had rather lofe a vvo- 

* man, than go through the plague and trouble of ha-. 

* ving or keeping her : and, to be free, I have found to 

* miich, evch in my accjuainrance with you, whom I con- 

* fcfs to be a miftrefs m the art of pleafing,' that I am 
from henceforth refolved to follow no pleafure that arifes 

above the degree of amufement ^And that woman that 

expedts Ifliould make her my bufinefs ; why::--like my 
bufinefs, is then in a fair way of being forgot, Whe^n 

once 



Digitized by 



Google 



^ THE CARELESS HUSBAND. 

once (he comes to reproach me^th vows and ufage, and 
ftufP— I had as lief hear her talk of bills, bonds, and eje6t« 
ments : her paffion becomes as troublefome as a law-fuit, 
and I would as foon converfe with my folicitor. In fhort, 
I (hall never care (ixpencc for any woman that won*t be 
obedient. 

LaJy Gra. I'll fwear, Sir, you have a very free wa3r 
of treating people ; I am glad I am fo well acquainted 
with your principles, however— —And you would have 
mc obedient ? 

Sir C/ja. Why not ? My wife's fo ; and I think {he has 
as much pretence to be proud as your ladyfhip. 

La^ Gra, Lard! is thero no chair to be had, I 
wonder ? 

Enter Edging. 

EJgn Here's a chair, Madam. 

Lady Gra* ' Fis very well, Mrs. Edging : pray will yott 
let fomebody get me a glafs of fair water ? 

Edg, Humph — her huflf is almoft over, I fuppofe ^ ■■ 
I fee he's a villain ftill. [Jfide, Exit, 

Lady Gra. Well, that was the prettied fancy about 
obcd'ence, fu re, that ever was. Certainly, a woman of 
condition muft be infinirely happy under the dominion of 
f) generous a lover. ' But how came you to forget 

* kicking and whipping all this while ? Mcthinks, you 

* fliould not have ieft fb fafliionable an article out of 

* your fcbeme of government. 

' Sir CIm. Um ^No, there is too much trouble in 

* that ; though I have known them of admirable ufe in 

* reformation of fome humourfome gentlewomen.' 
Lady Gra, But one thing more, and I have done— 

Pray, what degree of fpirit muft the lady have, that is to 
make herfelf happy under fo much freedom, order, and 
.tranquility ? 

SirCha, Oh, file muft at leafthave as much fpirit at 
yourladyfliip, orfhe'd give mc no pleafurein breaking it. 

Lady Gra, No, that would be troublefome. You had 
better take one that's broken to your hand : there arc 
fuch fouls to be hired, I believe; things that will rub 
your temples in an evening, till you fall faft alleep in 
their laps ; creatures, too, that think their wages their re- 
ward. I fancy, at lailr, that will be the beil method for 

% the 
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iht lazy paiHon of ^ married man, that has out-lived his 
imy other fenfe of gratification. 

Sir Cha. Look you. Madam ; I have loved you very 
fvell a great while ; now you would have me love you bet- 
ter and longer, which is not in my power to do ; and I 
don't think there is any plague upon earth, like a dua 
that comes for more money than one is ever likely to be 
able to pay. 

Laify Gra. A dun ! Do you take me for a dun, Sir P 
Do I come a dunnitig to you ? [Ji^alh in a hcat^ 

Sir Cha, Hift t don't expofe you rfelf— here's com- 
pany—— 

Lady Gra. I car« not — -A dun 1 You fhall fee, Sir^ 
\ can revenge an affront, tho* I defpife the wrerch that 
•ofiersit— — Adun ! Ob, I could die with laughing at 
^e famcy I \Exitn 

Vr Cha, So— (lie's iniidmirable order— '—Here comes 
my Lord ; and, I am afraid, in the very nick of his oc» ' 
xrafion for her. 

Enter L rd Morel6v«. 

L&rdMor. Oh, Charles, undone again ! all is loft and 
ruined; 

Sir Cha. What's the matter now > 

Lord Mor^ i have been playing the foot yonder, even 
to contempt ; my fenfclefs jealoufy has confefled a weak- 
nefs I never fliall forgive n^yfelf. She has infulted on it 

^ that degree too 1 can't bear the thought— Oii^ 

Charles, this devil dill is miftrefs of my heart ! and I 
could dafli my brains to think how grofsly too I have let 
her know it. 

Sir Cha, Ah, how it would tickle her if (he faw you in 
this condition ! ha, ha, ha ! 

Lord Mor. Pr'ythee, don't torture me^ think of fome 
prefent eafe, or I fhall burft. 

Sir Cha, Well, well, let's hear, pray — What has (he 
^onctoyou? Ha,' ha! 

Lord Mor. Why, ever (ince I left you, (be has treated •' 
me with fo much coolnefs and ill-nature, and that thing. 
of a lord, with * fo much laughing eafe, fuch an ac- 
qu^nted,^ fuch afpiteful familiarity, that, at the lafl, (he 
(aw, and triumphed in my uneafinefs. 

Sir Cha* Well, and fo you left the room in a pet ? Ha ! 
Pt Lord 
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LtfnlMor. Oh> worfc, worfc ftill! for at laft, with 
half (liame and anger m my looks, t thruft myfelf between 
my Lor4 and her, prcfled her by the hand, and in a whif* 
per, trcmblinff, begged her, in pity of hericlf and me, to 
jhcw her gpod humour only where (he knew it was truly 
valued; at which fhe broke from me with a cold fnule^ 
fat her down by the peer, whifpered him, and burft into 
a loud laughter in my face. 

Sir Cka. Ha, ha ! then would I have given fifty 
pounds tp have feen your face. Why, what, in the name 
of common fenfe, had you to do with humility ? Will you 
iiiver have enough on't ? De ith ! 'twas fettmg a lighted 
match to gunp)»\der, to b!ow yourfelf up. 

Lord Mor, I fee my ix>lly now, Charles. But what 
fliall I do with the remains of life that (lie has left me ? 

air Cha. Oh, throw it at her feet, by all means ! put 
on your tragedy face, catch faft hold of her petticoat, 
whip out your handkerch'ef, and, in point blank vcrfe^ 
defire her, one way or other, to make an end of the bufi- 
nefs. [_In a ^iv/jining time* 

Lord Mor. What a fooldoft thou make me! 
Sir C/ja. I only 11 ew you as you come out of her hands^ 
my Lord. 

Lord Mor, How contemptibly have I behaved myfelf? 
Sir Cha, That's according as you bear her behaviour. 
Lord Mor, Bear it 1 no — I thatjk thee, Charles ; ^thou 

haft waked me new ; and if I bear it What have you 

done with my Lady Graveairs ? 

Sir Cha. Your bulinefs, I believe She's ready for 

you ; flic's jufl gone down ftairs, and if you don't make 
hafte after her, I exped her back again, with a knife or a 
piftol prefently. 

Lord Mor. I'll go this minute. 

Sir Cha. No, flay a little: here comes my Lord; 
^^*11 lee what we can K^t out of him, firft. - 

* Lord Mor, Methinks, now, I could laugh at her/ 

Enter Lord Foppington, 
L'^rd Fop. Nay, pr'y thee, Sir Charles, let's have a lit- 
tle of thee-: — We have been fo chagrin without thee, 
that, ftop my breath, the ladies are gone half afleep to 
church wr want of thy company,^ 

Sir 
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. Sir C/ja. That's hard, indeed, while your lordihip wad 
among them. Is Lady Betty gone too f 

Lord Top, Shevvas'juft upon the wing; but I caught 
her by the Inuff-box, and fhe pretends to llay to fee if I'll 
give it her again, or no. 

Lord Mor. Death ! 'tis that I gave her, and the only 

prefent fhe would ever receive from me A(k him how 

lie ca»ne by it. \Afide to Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. Pr'ythee don't be uneafy— Did fhe give it 
ybu, my Lord ? 

Lord Fop, Faith, Charles, I can't fay fhe did, or flie 

did not ; but we were playing the fool, and I took it — 

a la — Pfliaw ! I can't tell thee in French neither; but 

Horace touches it to a nicety — \\v2iS pigntrs direptum maJ^ 

• pertinariw 

Lird Mfr. So— but I mud bear it If your lord- 

fiiip has a mind to the box, IM (land by you in keeping^ 
of it. 

Lord Fop. My Lord, I am paffionatcly obli|;cd to you ; 
but I anf afraid I cannot anfwer your hazarding fb much 
of the lady's favour, 

Lord Mor. Not at all, my Lord : 'tis poffible I may 
not have the fame regard «o her frown that your lord* 
fhip has. 

Lord Fop, That's a bite, I am furc— he'd give a joint 
of his little finger to be as well with her as I am. [A/de,] 

But hert (he comes— Charles, fland by me Muil: not 

8 man be a vain coxcomb now, to think this creature foU 
lowed one ? 

Sir Cha, Nothing fo plain, my Lord* 

Lord Fop,, Flattering devil ! 

Enter La^ Betty. 

Ladf Bet. Prtiaw, my Lord Foppington ! pr'ythee 

don't play the fool now, but give me my fnuff-box 

Sir Char!e8, help me to take it from hiin. 

Sir Cha, Y'ou know I hate trouble, Madam, 

Lady Bet. Pooh ! you'll make me Hay till prayers are 
half over now. 

Lord Fop. If you'll promife me not to go to church, 
I'll give it you. 

Latfy Bet^ I'll promife nothing at all ; for pofitively I • 
will haTe it. [Struggling ^^ithhiw^ 

D z Lard 
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Lord Fop. Then, comparatively, I won't part with it. 
Ha, ha ! [Stiuggks^itbhen 

Laify Bet, Oh^ you devil, you have killed my arm ! 

Oh ! Well, if you*ll let me have it, Fll give you a 

bcttef. 

LordMor, Oh, Charles^! that has a view of diftant 
kindnefs in it. [4fide to Sir Charles* 

Lord Fop. Nay, now I keep it fuperlativcly— I find 
there's a fecret value in it. 

' Lady B eh Oh, difmal ! Upon my wosd,. I am only 
afhamed to give it to you» Do you think I would offer 
fuch an odious fancied thing to any body I had the leaft 
value for ? 

Sir Cba. Now it conges a little nearer, methinksit doef 
not feem to be tiny kindnefs at all. \^Afide to Lard Morelove* 

Xar//F<y>.* Why, really, Madiam, upon fecond view, 
it has not extremely the mode of a lady'b utenfil*. Are 
you fure it never held any thing but fnuff ? 

Lady Bet. Oh, you monfter \ 

Lord Fop. Nay, I only aik, becaufe it fcems to me t» 
have very much the air and fancy of Monficur Smoak» 
andfot^ tobacco-box. 

Lord Mor, I can bear no more. 

Sir Oja, Why, don't, then ; I'llilep in to the compa- 
ny, and return to your relief immediately.. [Exiu 

Lord Mor. \To La^ Bet.} Come, Madam, will your 
ladyfhip give me leave to end the difference I Since thft 
fli^tnefs of the thing may let you beftow it without any 
mark of favour, fhall I beg it of your ladyfhip. 

Lady Bet, Oh, my Lord, nobody fooner 1 beg you 

g'Ve it my Lord. [Looking earneftly on Lord Fop. whp^ 
Jmiling^ gives it to Lord Mor. and then hozvs gravely to her, 
' Lord Mor ^ Only to have the honour of leftoring it to 
your lordfhip ; and if there be anv other trifle of mine 
your lordfiup has a fancy to, tho' it were a miftrefs, I 
don't know any pcrfon in the world that has fo good a 
claim to my refignation. 

Lord Fop, Oh, my Lord, this generolity will diftrad 
rpe ! . 

Lord Mor. My Lord, I do you but common jufticc. 

But from your converfation, 1 had never known the true 

value of the fex. You pofitively underHand them the 

^ bcft 
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bcft of any man breathingv; therefore I think every one 
of common prudence ought to rcfign to you, 

L§rdFop. Then, pofitively, your lordfliip is the moft 
obliging pcrfon in the world ; for I'm furc your judgment 
can never like any woman that is not the fineft creatufo * 
in the univcrfe. [Bowing to Lady Betty. 

LordMor, Oh, your lordihip does me too much ho- 
nour ! 1 ^ave the worft judgment in the world ; no man 
has been-more deceived in it. 

Lord Fop. Then, your lordfhip, I prefume, has been 
apt to choofe in a malk, or by cafidle-light. 

Lord Mor. In a malk, indeed, my Lord, and of all 
malks the moft dangerous. 

Lord Fop. Pray, what's that, my Lord ! 

Lord Mor. A bare face. 

Lord Fop » Your lordlhip will pardon me, if I don't fo 
readily comprehend how a woman's bare face can hide 
her face. 

Lord M*r, It often hides her heart, my Lord ; and 
therefore I think it fometimes a more dangerous maflc 
than a piece of velvet : that's rather a mark than a dif». 
guife ot an ill woman. But the mifchiefs Ikulking be- 
fcnd a beauteous form give no warning ; they are always 
fure, fatal, and innumerable. 

Ldeiy Bet. 0\\y barbarous afperfion ! My Lord Fop- 
p'ngton, have you nothing to fay for the poor women ? 

Lord Fop^ I muft contefs, Madam, nothing of this na- 
tuie ever happened in my courfe of amours. I al- 
ways judge the beautei)us part or a woman to be the 
moft agree ible part of her compofiton ; and when once 
a lady does me the honour to tofs that into my arms, I 
think myfelf obliged, in good nature, not to quarrel 
about the reft of her equipuge. 

Lady Bet. Why, ay, my Lord, there's fome good hu- 
mour in that now. 

LordMor. He's happy in a plain Engllfli ftomach. 
Madam J I could reaommend a difli that's perfectly to 
your lordfhip's goijt^ where beauty is the only fauce to it# 

Lad); Bet, So r 

Lord Fop. My Lord, when my wine's right, I never 
care it ihpuld be zefted. 

D 3 Lfird 
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Lord Mer. I know fomc ladies wouW tkank you for 
that opinion. 

Lai/y Bet, My Ix>rd Morelove is really grown fucb a 
cliurl to the women, I 'don't only think he is not, but 
can*t conceive how he ever could W in love. 

Lor J Mar, Upon ray word, Madam, I once thought I 
was. [Smiiing^ 

■ Loijy Bet, Fie, fie ! how could you think fo ? I fency 
now, you bad only a mind to domineer over fome poor 
Cfcatore, and fo you thought you were in love, ha, ha ! 

LordMor, The lady I loved, Madam, grew fo unfor- 
tunate in hercondu(5t, that at lad (he brought me to treat 
her with the fame indifference and civility ai I now pay 
your ladyfliip. 

Lady Bet, And> ten to one, juft at that time, flie never 
thought you fuch tolerable company. 

LordMor, That I can't fay, MaUam ; for at that time 
fhegrew foaffeded,^ there was nojudging of her thoughts 
at all. [Mimicking her^ 

. Lad^ Bet, What, and fo you left the poor lady. Oh^ 
you inconibnt creature ! , 

. Lord Mor,' No, Madam, to ha^e loved her on had 
been inconftancy j for flic was never two hours together 
ihe fame woman. [Lai^ Bet. a?id Lord Mor,yeem to t.xlK 
. Lord Fop, [Afide*] Ha, ha, ha ! I fee he has a mind 
toabufeherj fo I*ll even give him an opportunity of 
doing his bufinefs ivith her at once for ever — My Lord^ 
I perceive your lordlhip is going to be good company to 
the lady ; and fur her fake, I don't think it good man- 
ners in ine to difturb you — r- 

Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha, My Lord Foppington— - 

Lord Fop, Oh, Charles! I was ]u ft wanting thee— • 
Hark thee — I have three thoufand fecrcts for thee— I 
have nrade fuch difcoveries ! to tell thee all in one word^ 
Morclove's as jealous of me as the devil, he, he, he ! 

Sir Cha, Is it poffible ? Has fhe given him any oc« 
cafion? 

Lord Fop, Only rallied him to death upon my ac* 
count $ ihe told me, within, juft now, iheM ufe him like 
A dog, and begged me ^o draw off for an opportunity. 

Si9 
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'Sir Cha. Oh, keep in while the fcent lies, and (he 1% 
your own, my L«rd. 

Lord Fop. I can't tell that, Charles; but I am fure 
flie is fairly unharboured ; and when once I throw off 
my inclinations, I ufually follow them till the game has 
enough on*t : and between thee and I, (he is pretty well 
blown too ; (he can't ftand long, I believe ; for, carfc 
catch me, if I have not rid down half a thoufand pounds 
after her already. 

&> Cba. What do you mean ? 

LordFop^ I have loft five hundred to her at picquct 
fince dinner. 

Sir Cha. You are a fortunate man, faith ; you are re- 
fclved not to be thrown out, I fee. 

Lord Fcf. Hang it, what (liould a m^n come out for,^ 

if he does not keep up to the fport ? ' 

Sir Chm. Well pulhed^ my Lord. 

Lord Fop. Tayo I have at he r 

Sir Cha. Down, down, my Lord-— ah ! VarehauiKhes \ 

Lord Fop. hhy Clerics \ {Embracing bim,'\ Pr'ythee^ 

fet^s obferve a little i there*s a fooliflj cur, now I hare 

run her to a iland, has a mind to be at her by himfelf^ 

and thoafhalt fee, 2ie won*t ilir out of her way for him* 

.. [Theyflandafide. 
Lord Mor, Ha, ha !* your ladyfhip is very grave of a 
fudden ; you look as if your lover had infolently reco* 
vered bis common fenfes. 

Lady Bet. And your lord(hip^is fo very gay^ and un* 
like yourfelf, one would fwear yo^ were juft come fron» 
the pleafure of making your miftrefs afraid of you. 

Lord Mor. No^ faith, quite contrary; for, do you 
know, Madam, I have juft found out, that, upon your 
account, I have made myfelf one" of the mod ridiculous 

puppies upon the face of the earth 1 have, upon my 

faith — nay, and fo extravagantly fuch, ha, ha, ha ! that 
it is at laft become a jeft even to myfelf; and I can't 
help laughing at it for the foul of me, ha, ha, ha ! 

Lady Bet, I want to cure him of that laugh, now. 
[^^<?. J My Lord, fince you are fo. generous, I'll tell 
you another fecret — Do you know, too, that I flill find^ 
(fpite of all your great wifdom, and my contemptible 
aualities^ as you are pleafed^ now .and then, to call them) 

do 
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do you know, I fay, that I fee, under all this, that yea 
(HU love me with the fame helplefs paffion : and can 
your vaft forefight imagine I won*t ufe you accordingly, 
for thefe extraordinary airs you are pleafed to g^ve 
yourfelf? 

LordMor. Oh, by all means, Madam! *tis fit you 
ikould, and I expe^ it. whenever h is in your power—. 
Confufion ! ' [AfiJe* 

Latfy Bet. My Lord, you have talked to me this half 
hour, without confeffing pain. [Paufes^ emdaffcHs to gape. "X 
Only remember it. 

Lord Mor. Hell and tortures ! 

Loify Bet. What did you fay, my Lord ? 

Lord Mor. Fire and furies ! 

Lady Bet. Ha, ha ! he*s difordered — Now I am eafy 
My Lord Foppington, have you a mind to your re- 
venge at picquet ! 

Lord Fop, I have always a mind to an opportunity of 
entertaining your ladyfhip, Madam. 

[Lady Betty coquets imth Lord Yo^. 

Lord Mor. Ob, Charles ! th^ mfolcnce of this woman 
might furnifli out a thoufand devils. 

&> Cha. And your temper is enoi^h to furnifli out a 
thoufand fuch women. Come aWay ; I have bufinefs for 
you upon the terrace. 

Lord Mor. Let me but fpeak one word to her. 

^/> Cha. Not a fyllable : the tongue's a weapon youll 
ahvays have the worft at ; f^r I fee you have no guard^ 
and ihe carries a devillfli edge. 

Lady Bet' My Lord, don't let any thing I have faid 
frighten you away ; for if you have the leaft inclination 
to ftay and rail, you know the old conditions ; *tis but 
your a&ing me pardon the next day, and you may give 
your paflion any liberty you think fit. 

Lord Mor. Daggers and death ! 

^ir Cha. Is the man diJiraHedf 

Lord Mor. Let me fpeak to her now, Of I fliall burft— 

Sir Cha. Upon condition you'll fpeak no more of her 
to me, my Lord, do as you pleafe. 

X'ord Mor* Pr'ythee, pardon me-— 'I know not what 
to do. 

Sir 
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Sir Cba. Come along; I'll fet you to work, I warrant 
you— Nay, nay, none of your parting ogles* Will 
you go ? 

Lord MoTm Yes ' a nd Miope for ever » f 

[ Exit Sir Cha. pulling away Lord Mor. 

Lprd Fop. Ha, ha, ha ! Did ever mortal monfler fet 
up for a lover with fuch unfortunate qualifications ? 

Lady Beu Indeed, my Lord Morebve has foroethin^ 
ftrangely lingular in his manner. 

Lord Fop^ I thought I ibould have buril to fee the 
creature pretend to rally, and give himfelf the airs of 
one of us — But, run me through, Madam, yourladyfhip 
pufhed like a fencing-mafler ; that laft thrufl was 
a coup de grace^ I believe : J^m afraid his honour will 
hardly meet your lady (hip in hafte again. 

Lady Bet. Not unlefs his fecdnd, Sir Charles, keepsr 
him better in pra^lice, perhaps— Welly the humour of 
this creature has done me iignal.fervice to-day. I muik 
ketp it up, for fear of a fecond engagement. \Afide. 

Lord Foft. Never was poor wit« (a foiled at his owo 
weapon, fure ! 

La4y Bet. Wit J had he ever any pretence to it ? 

Lord Fop. Ha, ha ! he has not much in love, I think, 
tho* he wears the reputation of a very pretty young fel- 
low, among fome fort of people ;. but, firike me itupid, 
if ever I could cfifcover comnoon fenfe in all the progrefs 
of hi^^amour^: he eacpe^ts a woman (hould like him for 
endeavouting to convince her, that (he has not one good 
qaality belonging to the whole compofition of her foul 
and body. 

Lady Hei. That, I fuppofe, is only in a modeft hope, 
that {he'll mend her faults, to qualify herfelf for his vaft 
merit, ha, ha ! 

Lord Fop. Poor Mordove! I fee (he can't endure 
Him, [A/ide., 

Lady Bet. Or if one rcall)^ had all thofe faults, he does 
not conlider that fincerity in love is as much out of fa-^ 
ftion as fwect fnuff ; nobody takes it now. 

Lord Fop. Oh, no mortal, Madam, unlefs it be here 
and thejre a 'fquire, that's making his lawful court to the 
cherry-check charms of my Lord Biftiop*s great fat 
daughter in the country* 

La^ 
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Laffy Bcu O what a furfeidng couple has he put toge- 
ther— [Tlno^ing her band careUfsly upon hiu 

Lord Fop, Fond of me, by all that's tender— Poor 
fool, I'll give thee eafe immediately, [AfiJe.^ But, Ma- 
dam, you were pleafed juft now to offer me my revenge at 

piquet Now here's no body withia, and I think wc 

can't make ufe of a better opponumty. 

Loify Bet, O ! no : not now, my Lord [■ ■■! hate a 
favour I would foin beg of you firll. 

Lord Fop. But time, Madam, is very precious in this 
place, and I (haU not cafily forgive myfelf if I don't take 
him by the forelock. 

Lady Bet. But I have a great mind to have a little more 
fport with my Lord Morelove fif ft, and- would fain beg 
your afliftance. 

Lord Fop. 0\ with sdl my heart; and, upon iecond 
though tsv i don't know but piquing a rival in publicW 
maybe as good fport, as being well with a miuitfs in 
private : for, ^fter all, the pleafore of a fine woman is like 
that ofher^rtue, not (b much in the thing, as the repu» 
tationof having it, [^/ife,]— Well, Madam, but how 
can I ferve you m this affair ) 

LadyBtt^ Why, methougfat, as my Lord Morelove 
went out, he fhewed a ilern reientment in his look, that 
feemcd to threaten me with rebellion, and downright de- 
fiance : now I have a great fancy, that yott and I (honld 
follow him to the terrace, and laugh at his reloltition be- 
fi)re he has time (oput it in pra^tce* 

Lord Fop. And fo pimifli his fault before he commits 
it ! ha ! ha : ha ! 

Lady Bet. Nay, we won't give him tinie, if his cou- 
rage (hould fail, to repent it. 

Lord Fop* Ha 1 ha ! ha ! let me blood,, if I don't lon^f 
to be at it, ha ! ha ! 

Lady Bft. O ! 'twill be fuch diverfion to fee him bite, 
his lips, and broil within, only with feeing us ready to 
fpjit our fides in laughing at nothing ! ha ! ha ! 

Lord Fop. Ha ! ha ! I fee the creature does really like 
m«. [J[fide.] And then, Madam, to hear him hum a bro^ 
ken piece of a tune, in affectation of his not minding us— 
'twill be fo foolifh^ when we know he loves us to death aU 
the while, ha ! ha! 

La^ 
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Lady Bet. And if atlaft his fage moutli fiiouUopen in 
furly contradi^on of our humour, then will we, in pure 
oppofttion to his, immediately full foul upon every thing 
that is not gallant and fafliionable : conftancy fliali be the 
mark of age and uglinefs, virtue a jeft, we'll rally dif- 
cretion out of doors, lay gravity at our feet, and only love, 
free love, diforder, liberty, and pleafure^ be our flanding. 
pKmcipIes. 

Lord Fop. Madam, you tranfport me: for ifeverl was 
obliged to nature Tor any one tolerable qualification, 
'twas pofitively the talent of being exuberantly pleafant 
uyoo thisfuhje<ft — I am impatient — my fancy's upon the 
wing already — let's fly to him. 

Lady Bet, No, no; (lay till I am juil got out; our 
going tc^thef won't be fo proper. 

Lord Fop. As your Ladylhip pleafes, Madam^But 
when this affair is over, you won't forget that I have a 
certain revenge due. 

Laify Bet, Aye ! aye \ afterfupperl am for you — Nay 

you ihan't flir a flep, my Lord ! — {Seeing ier to the door. 

LordFop, Only tbtell you, you have fixed me yours 

to the laft exigence of my foul's eternal entity. — 

Lady Bet, O, your fervant. {Exit» 

Lord Fop, Ha I ha ! llark mad, for me, by all that's 

handfome ! Poor Morelove ! That a tellow who has ever 

been abroad, ihould think a woman of her fpirit is to be 

taken by a regular fiege, * as the confederates do towns,* 

when * fo many of the French fuccefTcs might have (hewn 

' him' the fti reft way is to whifper the governor. — * How 

* can a coxcomb give himfelf the fatigue of bombarding 
' a woman*s underilanding, when he may with fo mnch 

* eafe-make a friend of her conftitution — ' I'll fee if J can 
(liew him a little French play with Lady Betty — let me 
fee— aye, I'll make an end or it the old way, vet her into 
piquet at her own lodgings — not mind one tittle of my 
play, give her every game before file's half up, th^t Ihe 
may judge of the llrengthof my indination by my hafle 
of lofing up to her price; then of a fudden, with a fami- 
iiar leer, cry — rar piquet — fwe^p counters, cards and mo- 
ney all upon the floor, fe* done — r affaire ejifaite, {^Exit* 



End of the Third Act, 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE, theCqfik Terrace. 
Enter Lady Betty, andLaSy Eafy. 

, Lady Easy. 

MY dear, you really talk to me as if I were your 
lover, and not your friend ; or elfe I am fo duU^ 
that by all you've faid I can't make the teaft guefs at your 
real thoughts— Can YOU be ferious for a moment ? 

Lady Bet, Not eauly ; but I would do more to oblige 
you. 

Lady E* Thep pray deal ingenuouilv, and tell me 
without referve, are you fure you don c love my Lord 
Worelove ? 

Lady Bet. Then feriojufly— I think not But be-- 

traulie I won't be pofitive, yoti (hall judge by the worfl of 

my fymptoms Firft, I own I like his convenation, his 

pcrfon has neither fault, nor beauty-^well enough— 1 
don't remember I everfccrctly wiflied myfelf married to 
him, or — that I ever ferioufly refolvcd againft it. 

Lady E, Well, fo far you are tolerably fafe: But 

come — as to his manner oi addre£ing you, what eflfedt has 
that had ? 

Z^^ Bet* I am not a little pleafed to obfer^e few mea 
follow a woman with the fame fatigue and fpirit that he 
does me— ^am more pleafed when he lets me ufe him ill ^ 
^nd if ever 1 have a favourable thought of him, 'us 
when I fee he can't bear that ufage. 

Lady E. Have a care ; that laft is a dangerous lymp^ 

torn he pleafes your pride, I find. 

Lady Bet. Oh ! pt- rfe<^ly 4 in that- I own no mortal 
ever can come up to him. 

Lady E. But now, my dear ! now comes tlte maio 

point Jealoufy ! Are you fure you have never been 

touched with it ? Tell me that with a fafe confcience, and 
then I pronounce you clear. 

Lady Bet, Nay, then I defy him ; for pofitively I wss 
never jealous in my life. 

Lady E. How, Madam ! have you never been flirrcd 
. enough, to think a woman flrangely forwaid ior being a 

little 
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little familiar in talk with him ? Or, are you fure his gil- 
lantry to another never gave you the leaft diforder ? Were 
you never, upon no accident, in an apprehenlion of lofing 
him? 

l^adyBet. Hah1 Why, Madam— B!efs me!— w!i— 
■wh — why fure you don't call this jealoufy, my dear ? 

Lady E% Nay, nay, that ^s not the bufinefs— Have you 
ever felt any thing of this nature. Madam ? 

Lady Bet. Lord ! don't be fo hafty, my dear— an^ 

Thmg of this nature O Lud ! 1 fwear I don't like it : 

dearcreature,'bringmeqffFherC5 for lam half frighted 
-out of my wits. 

LaifyE, Nay, if you can rally upon'r, your woan3 
IS not over deep, Vva afraid. 

Lady Bet. Well, thafs comfortably faid, however. 

- Laify E. But come to the point How far have you 

been jealous ? 

Lady Bet. Why ^O blefs me L He gave the mufick 

one night to my Lady Languifti here upon the terrace*: 
and (tho' (lie and I were very good friends) 1 remember I 
could notfpeak to her in a week for't Gh ! 

Loify E. Nay, now you may laugh if you can : for, 
nakcmy word, the marks are upon you— —But come—— » 
what elfe ? 

Lady Bet, O nothing elfe, upon my word, my dear ! 

Lady E. Well, one word more, and then I give fcn- 
tence : fuppofe you were heartily convinced, that he ac- 
tually followed another woman ? 

Lady Bet, But, pray, my dear, whatoccafion is there to 
fuppofe any fuch thing at all ? 

Lady E. Guilty, upon my honour^ 

La/fy Bet. Pfhaw I 1 defy him to fay, that ever I owneci 
•any inclination for him. 

La^ E. No, but yoa have given him terrible leave to 
guefs it. 

Lady Bet, If ever yt)u fee us meet again, you'll have 
%ut little rcafon to think fo, I can alTure you. 

La^ E. That i fliall fee prefenrly ; for here comes Sir 
Charles, and I'm fure my Lord can't be far off. 
Enter Sit Charles. 

Sir Cha. Servant, Lady Betty my dear, how do 

you do? 

E , Lfith 
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LmdyE. At your fcrvicc, my dear but pray what 

have you done with my Lord Morelove ? 

Latly Bet. Aye, Sir Charles, pray how does your pupil 
do ? Have you any hopes of him ? Is he docible ? 

* Sir Cha, Well, Madam, to confefs your triumph over 

• mc, as well as him, I owa my hopes of him are loft. I 

• ofFer'd what I cou'd to his inftruc^ion, but h^ is incxjrri- 

• gibly yours, and undone — and the news, I prefume, does 

• not difpleale your Ladylhip. 

* Lady Bet, Fye, fye, Sir Charles, you difparage your 

• friend, I am afraid you don't take pains with him. 

* Sir Cba> Ha ! I h:ncy. Lady Betty, your good-nature 

• won't let you fleepa nights : don't you love dearly to 

• hurt people ? ' 

* Lady Bet, O ! your fervant : then without a jeft, 

• the manisfo unfortunate in bis want of patience, that, 

• let me die, if I don't often pity him. 

' Sir Cha, Ha ! ^Strange goodnefs— O that I were your 
' lover for a month or two. . 
' Lady. Bet. What then ! 

* Sir Cha. J wou'd make that pretty heart's blood of 

• yours ake in a fonnighr, 

^* l^dy Bet. Hugh — I lliould hate yovi ; your aiTurance 

• wou*d make your addreis intolerable. 

* Sir Cha. I believe it wou'd, for I'd never addrefs 
.* you at ait. 

. * Lady Bet. Ol you clown you! 

[^Hitting him 'with her fan. 

* Sir CfMt. Why, what to do ? to feed a difeafed pride, 

• that's eternally breaking out in tlie afFc<Sfcition of an 

• ilf-nature, that— — in my confcience I believe is but 

• affedlation. 

* Lady Bet. You, nor your friend have no great rea- 
>• fon to Complain of my fonduefs, I believe. Ha ! 

• ha! ha!* 

Sir Cha. {^Looking earnefily on her,^ Thou infolent crea- 
ture! How can you make a jeft of a man, whofe whole 
life's but one continued torment, from your wantof com- 
mon gratitude ? 

Lady Bet. Torment ! fo *, my part, I really believe him 
as tsSy as yoa are. a 

Sir 
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Sir Cha. Poor intolerable affedation ! You know the 
contrary, you know him blindly yours, you know your 
power, and the whole pleafure of your Ike's the poor and 
low abufe of it. 

La^ Bet, Pray how do I abufe -it if I have any 

power. 

Sir Cha. You drive him to extremes that make hin\ 
mad, then punifh him for acting againfl his reafon : 
you've almoHturncd his brain, ' his common judgment 
' f^ils him ,' he is now, at this very moment, driven by 
his defpair upon a projed, in hopes to free him from your 
power, that I am fenfible, and fo moil any one be that has 
his fenfe, of courfe mufl ruin him with you, for ever. 

* I almofl blufh to think of it, yet your unreafbnable dif- 

* dain has forced him to it;' andfliould he now fufpe^l I 
offered but a hint of it to you, and in contempt of his de- 
fign, I know he'd call my life to anfwcr it : but I have no 
regard to men in madncls, I rather choofefor once to truft 
in your good -nature, in hopes the man, whom your un- 
wary-beauty* had made miferable, your generofity wou'd. 
fcom to* make ridiculous. 

La^ Bet. Sir Charles, you charge n^e very home ; I 
ncYer had it in my inclination to make any thing ridicu- 
lous that did not defervc it. Pray, what is this bufmefa^ 
you think fo extravagant in him ? 

Sir Cha. Something fo abfurdly ralh and bold, you'll 
hardly forgive cv^i me that tell it you. 

Lady Bet. (^fie! If it be a fault. Sir Charles, I fhall 
confider it as his, not yours. Pray, what is it ? 

* LadyE, I long to know, methinks.' * 

Sir Cha. You may be fure he did not want my dilTua- 
fions from it. 

La^' Bet. Let's hear it. ' 

Sir Cha, Why this man, whom I have known to love 
you with fuch excefs of generous delire, whom I havo 
heard in his ecftatic praifes on your beauty talk, till front 
the foft heat of his diftilling thoughts the tears have 
fall'n 

Lady Bet. O ! Sir Charles — r- \BluJlnng. 

Sir Cha. Nay, grudge not, fince 'tis pad^ to hear what 
was (though you contemned it) once his merit ; but now 
1 own that merit ought to be forgotten, 

E a La^ 
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IjidyBet^ Pray, Sir, be plain. 

Sir Cha. This man, I fa^, whofe unhappy paflion ha* 
lb ill fiicceeded with you, at laft has forfeited all his hopes 
(into which, pardon me, I confefs my friendfhip had 
lately fkttered him) his hopes of even deferving now 
your low ell pity or regard. 

' LaJjf Bet, You amaze me —For I can't fuppofe his 
utmofl malice dares aflault my reputation — and what— 

Sir Cha, No, but he maliciouily prefumes the world 
will do it for him \ and indeed he has taken no unlikely 
means to make them bufy with their tongues : for he is 
this moment upon the open terrace, in the highefl pub- 
lic gallantry with my Lady Graveairs. * And to con- 

* vince the world and me, he faid, he was^ not that tame 

* lover we fancied him, he'd venture to give her mufi<^ 

* to-night; nay, I heard him, before my face, fpeak to 

* one of the hautboys to engage the reft, and defired they 
\ would all take their directions only from my Lady 

* Graveairs.* 

Lady Bet. My Lady Graveairs ! truly I think my 
Lord's very much in the right on't— for my part, Sir 
Charles, I don't fee any thing in this that's fo very ridicu- 
lous, nor indeed that ought to m^e me think either the 
better or the worfe of him for't. 

^ir C/ja. Pfliawl Pfliaw! Madam, you and I know 
^tis not in his power to renounce you ; this is but the 
poor dlfguife of a refenting paffion, vainly ruffled to^ a 
Itorra, which the leaft gentle look from you can reconcile 
at will, and laugh into a calm again. 

Lady Bet, Indeed, Sir Charles, I (han't give myfelf 
that trouble, I believe. 

Sir Cha, So I told him. Madam : are not all youi? 
(Complaints, faid I, already owing to her pride ; and can 
you fuppofe this public defiance of it (which you know 
you can't make good too) won't incenfe her more againft 

you ? -That's what I'd have, faid he, ftaring wildly ; 

I care not what becomes of me,-fo I but live to fee her 
piqued at it. 

Lady Bet, Upon my word. I fancy my Lord will find 
himfelf miftaken— I (han't be piqued, I believe— I muft 
firft fiave a value for the thing I lofe, before it piques mei 
piqued! ha! ha! ha! [Di/brdered. 

Skr 
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Sir Cha. Madam, youVe faid the very thing I urged 
to him ; I know her temper {o well, faii I, that though 
(he doated on you, if you once ftood out a^ainft her, 
fhe'd fooner buril than fliew the leall motion of un- 
eafinefs. 

Lady Bet. I can aflure you, Sir Charles, my Lord won't 
find himfelf deceived in your opinion piqued ! 

Sir Cha. $he has it. [JJide. 

* Latfy E, Alas, poor woman ! how little do our paf- 

* lk)ns make us !' 

Latfy Bet, Not but 1 would advife him to have a little 
regard to my reputation in this bufinefs ; I would have 
him take heed of publicly affronting rt^e. 

Sir Cha. Right, Madam, that's what I flridly warned 
him of ; for, among friends, whenever the world fees him 
follow another woman, the malicious tea-tables will be ve* 
ry apt to be (v^c with your ladyfliip. 

Lady Bet, I'd have him confider that, methinks. 

Sir Cha. But, alas! Madam, 'tis not in his power ta 
think with reafon ; his mad refentment has deflroyed even 
his principles of common honeily : he confiders nothing. 
, but a fenfelefs proud revenge, which in his fit of lunacy 
*tis impofiible that , either threats or danger can difluade 
him fi om. 

L^ady Bet. What! does he AttW me, threaten me! 
tlicn he Ihall fee, that I have paflions too, and know, as. 
well as he, to ftir my heart againll any pride that dares in- 
fult me. Does he fuppofe I fear him ? Fear the little ma- 
lice of a flighted paili.)n, that my own fcorn has flung into- 
a defpi fed re fen t men t ! Fear him ! O ! it provokes me to 
think he dare have fuch a thought ! 

Lady E» Dear creature, don't diforderyourfelffo. 

Lady Bet, Let me but live to fee him once more with* 
in my power, aiul I'll forgive the reil of fortune. 

Lady E* ' Well I am certainly very ill-natured ; for 

* though I fee this news has dillurbed my friend, I can*t 

* help being pleafgd with any hopes of my Lady Grave- 

* airs being otherwife difpofed of.' [^Jid^.] My dear, I 
am afraid you have provoked her a little too far. 

Sir Cha. Ob ! not at all— -You fliall fee— I'll fweetea 
her, and (he'll cool like a difli of tea. 

E 3 La(^ 
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Loify Bet. I may fee him with, his complaining face 
again — 

iiirCha, I am foriy, Madam, you fo wrongly judge of 
what I've told you ; I was in hopes to have lUrred your 
pity^ not your anger : I little thought your generofity 
would punUh him for faults, which you yourfelt refolved 

he (hould commit Yonder he comes, and all the 

world with him : might I advife you, Madam, you (hould 
not refent the thing at all I would not fo much as 

flay to fee him in his fault ; nay, I'd be the laft that 
beard of it : nothing can lling him more, or fo juftly pu- 
nifli his folly as your utter neglect of it. 

Laify E, Come, dear creature, be perfuaded, and go 
lK)me with me ? Indeed it will Ihew more indifference to 
avoid him. 

Lady Bet. No, Madam, I'll oblige his vanity for 
•nee, and ftay to let him fee how fVrangely he has piqued 
me. 

Sir Cha, [JJtde.] O not at all to fpeak of; you had as 
good part with a little of that pride of yours, or 1 fhall 
yet make it a very troublefome companion to you. 

[Goes from them andixyhijpers Lord Morelove. 
Enter Lord Foppington ; a little after^ Lord Morelove, 
and Lady Graveairs. 

Lord Top. Ladies, your fervant — O! we have wanted 
you beyond reparation — fuch diverfion ! 

Lady Bet. Well ! my Lord ! have you fcen my X^rd 
Morelove ? 

Lord Fop. Seen him ! ha ! ha! ha ! — O \ I have fuch 
things to tell you, Madam— you'll die — 

Lady Bet. O pray let*i5 hear them, I w^s t»ever in a 
belter humour to re« e'tve them* 

Lord Fop. Hark you. [Tljey ivhijper. 

Lordmor. So, (he's engag'd already. \To 5/rCha. 

Sir Cha. So much the better; make but ajuft advan- 
tage of my fuccefs, and (he's undone. 

Lord Fop. 1 tj I u« I u^ I 

Lady Bet. J™* ^' '**• 

Sir Cha. You fee already what ridiculous pains (he is 
taking to flir your jealoufy, and cover her own. 
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Lord Mor. O never fear me 5 for, upon my word, it 
now appears ridiculous even to me. 

SirCba. And, hark you-.- [Jf^Jt/per^ LordMoYt7 

Lady Bet. And fo the widow was as full of airs as his 
lordfhip? 

Sir Cha. Only obferve that, and it is impoiEble you can 
fail- ^ \4fide. 

Lord Mor, Dear Charles, you have convinced me, and 
I thank you. 

LadyGra. My Lord Morelove ! What, do you leave 
us ? 

Lord Mor. Ten thou fand pardons, Madam, I was but 
juil— 

Lady Gra. Nay, nay, no excufes, my Lord, fo you will 
but let us have you again. 

Sir Cha, [/^de to Lady Graveairs.] I fee you have 
good humour, Madam, when you like your company. 

Lady Gra. And you, I fee, for all your mighty thirftof 
dominion, could (loop to be obedient, if one. thought it 
worth one's while to make you fo. 

Sir Cha. Ifa ! power would make her an admirable 
tycant. [Afide. 

Lady E.. [Ohfer'ving Sir Charles and Lady Graveairs.] 
So! there's another couple have (quarrelled too, I find — 
Thofe airs to my Lord Morelove, look as if defic^ned to 
recover Sir Charles into jealoufy : Til endeavour to joia 
the company, and it may be, that will let me into the 
fecret. {AJide.l My Lord Foppington, I vow this is very, 
uncomplaifant, to engrofs fo agreeable a part of th^ com- 
pany to yourfelfc 

Sir Cha. Nay, my'Lord, this is nc^air, indeed, to en- 
ter into fecrets among friends !— Ladies^ what fay you? 
I think we ought to declare againfl it. 

Lady Bet. Well, ladies, I ought only to alk your par* 
don : my LordVexcufable, fori would haul him into a 
corner. 

Lord Fop. I fwear 'tis very hard, ho! I obferve, two 
people of extreme condition can no fooner grow particu-» 
iar, but the multitude of botlv fexes are immediately up^ 
and think their properties invaded » 

Lady Bet, Odious multitude ^ 

Lord top, Perilh the canaille 

La^ 
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LaJyGra, O, my Lord, we women have all reafon to^ 
be jealous of Lady Betty Modlfti's power. 

Lord Mor, £ To Lai^ Betty.] As the men, Madam, all 
have of my Lord Foppington ; befides, favourites of great 
merit difcourage ihofc of an inferior clafs for their prince's 
fcrvice ; he has already loft you one of your retinue^ 
Madam. ^ • 

Lady BeU Not at all, my Lord ; he has only made 
room for another : one mull fometime» make vacancies, or 
there could be no preferments. 

Lady £. Ha ! ha ! Ladies favours, my Lord, like 
places at court, are not always held for life, you know. 

Lady Bet, No, indeed ! if they were, the poor fine 
women would be always ufed like their wives, and no 
more minded than the bufinefs of the nation. 

Lady R. HaVe a care, Madam : an undefernng fa- 
vourite has been the ruin of many a prince*s empire. 

Lord Fop, Ha ! ha ! Upon my foul. Lady Betty, wc 
mufl grow more diierect ; for politively if we go on at 
this rate, we (liall have the world throw you under the 
fcandal of conftancy ; and I fliall have all the fwords of 
condition at my throat for a monopolift. 

Lord Mor, O ! there's no great fear of that, my Lord;, 
though the men of fenfe give it over, there will be aTways 
fome idle fellows vain enough to believe their merit may 
fucceed as well as your Lord(hlp*s. 

Lady Bet. Or if they (liould not, my Lord, ca{l-lovers, 
you know, need not fear being long out of employment, 
while there are fo many welUdifpofed people in the 
world — ^Therc a|^ generally neglected wives, flale 
maids, or charitable widows, always ready to relieve the 

neceffities of a difappointed paflion and, by the way, 

harkvou, Sir Charles 

* Lord Mor. [JJcIe.] So! ftie's ilirr'd, I fee; foraU 

* her pains to hide it (lie vyould hardly have glanced 

* an affront at a woman fhe was not piqued at.* 

Lac^ Gra, [J/dcl That wit was thrown at me, I fup- 
pofe; butrU return it. 

Lady Bet, [Softly to Sir Charles.] Pray, how come yoa 
all this while to truft your miftrefs fo eafily ? 

SirCha, One is not fo apt, Madam, to be alarmed at 
the liberties of an old acquaintance, as perhaps your La- 

dfihip 
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dyfhip ought to be at the refentment of an hard-ufed, ho* 
nourable lover. 

Lady Bet. Suppofe I were alarmed, how does that make 
you eafy ? 

SIrCha. Come, come, be wife at laft ; my trufting 
them together, may eafily convince you, that, (as I told 
you before,) I know hisaddrefles to her are only outward, 
and it will be your fault now, if you let him go on till 
the world thinks him in earneil ; and a thou&nd bufy 
tongues M'e fet upon malicious inquiries into your repu- 
tation* 

Lady Bet. Why, Sir Charles, do you fuppofe, while he 
behaves himfelf as he does, that I won't convince him of 
my indifference ? 

Sir Cha. But hear me. Madam 

Lady Gra. [u4/de.] The air of that whifper looks as if 
the lady had a mind to be making her peace again ; and 
*tis poffible, his worihip's being fo bufy in the matter too, 
may proceed as much Irom his jealoufy of my Lord with 
roe, as fricndfhip to her ; at leaft I fancy fo : therefore 
Vm refolved to keep her flill piqued, and prevent it^ 

though it be only to gall him Sir Charles, that is not 

fair to take a privilege you juft now declared agajnfl in my 
Lord Foppington. 

LordMor, Well obferved, Madam. 

Lady Gra, Befides, it looks fo afieded to whifper^ 
when every body gueffes the fecret. 

LordMor. Ha! ha! ha! 

Lady Bet. O ! Madam, your pardon in particular : but 
it is poffible you may be miftaken : the fecrets of people 
that have any regard to their adions^ are not fo foon 
gueffed, as theirs that have made a confidant of the whole 
town. 

LcrdFop. Ha r ha! ha! 

Lady Gra. A coquette in her affe^lcd airs of difdain to 
a revolted lover, I'm afraid mud exceed your Ladyfhtp 
in prudence^ not to let the world fee,, at the fame time, 
flie'd give her eyes to make her peace with him : Ha ! ha ! 

LordMor.Yi2.\ ha ! ha ! 

Lady Bet. 'Twould be a mortification, indeed, if it 
were in the power of a fading widow's charms to prevent 
it i and the man muft be miferably reduced, fure, that 

could 
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could bear to live buried in woolen, or take up with the 
motherly comforts of a fwan-fkin petticoat. Ha ! ha ! 

Lord Fop. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Lady Gra, Widows, it feems, are not fo fqueami£l\ to 
their intere ft; they know their own minds, and take the 
man they like, though it happens to be one that a frowardV 
vain girl has dilbbllged, and is pining to be friends with. 

LordMor, Nay, though it happens to be one thatcon- 
fcfles he once was fond of a piece of folly, and afterwards 
aihamed on't. 

Lady Bet. Nay, my Lord, thcre*8 no (landing againft 
tw6 of you. 

Lord Fop. No, faith,- that's odds at tennis, my Loixl t 
not but if your Ladyfhip pleafes, I'll endeavour to keep 
your back-hand a little ; though upon my foul you may 
fafely fet me up ^t the line : for, knock me down, if ever ^ 
I faw a reft of wit better played, than that laft, in my life 
——What fay you, Madam, (hall we engage ? 

Lady Bet. As you pleafc, my Lord. 

LordFopk Ha f ha ! ha J Alhm ! tout tk hon jouer^ ml 
Lor. 

Lord Mor. O pardon me, Sir, I fhall never think my* 
fdf in any thing a match for the lady, 

Z.or^/<>^» To you. Madam. 

Lady Bet. Thftt*i3 much, my Lord, when the world 
knows you have been fo many years teaziag me to play 
the fool with you. 

Lord Fop. Ah! hien joui^ Ha! ha I ha! 

Lord Mor. At that game, I confefs your Ladyftilp hai 
chofen a much properer perfon to improve your hand 
with. 

Lord Fop. Tome, Madam My Lord, I prefume 

whoever the lady thinks fit to play the fool with, will at 
leait be able to give as' much envy as the wife perfon 
that had not wit enough to keep well with lier when he 
w^« fo. 

Lady Gra. O ! my Lord ! Both parties mufl needs bf 
greatly happy ; fori dare fwear, neither will have anjrrl-* 
vals todifturb them. 

Lord Mor. Ha ! ha ! 

Latfy Bet. None that will difturb them, I dare fwear. 

L0rdF0p, Ha! ha! ha I 

^ Lord 
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Lord Mor. ) 

Ladj Gra. {. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Larfy Bet, \ 

Sir Cha, I don't know, gentlefolks but you arc all 

in extreme good humour, methinks, I hope there's none 
ofitaffeded. 

Lady E, I ftiou'd be loth to anfvver for any but my 
Lord Foppington, l^^ifids. 

Lady Bet, Mine is not, I'll fwear. 

Lord Mor, Nor mine, I'm fu re. 

Lady Gra, Mine's iincere, depend upon't. 

Lord Fop, And may the eternal frowns of the whole fex 
doubly demme, if mine is not. 

Lafy E, Well, good people, I am mighty glad to hear 
it. You have all performed extremely well : but if you 
pleafe, you {hall ev'n give over your wit now, while it is 
well. 

Lady Bet, [To /jer/elf,] Now I fee his humour, I'll 
fiand it out, if I were fure to die for't. 

Sir Cha. You fhou'd not have proceeded fo far with 
my Lord Foppington, after what I had told you. 

[4/^^^^^ Lady Betty. 

Lady Bet. Pray, Sir Charles, give me leave to under- 
hand myfelf a little. 

SirCha. Your pard^on, Madam. I thought a right 
underilandingwou'dhave been for both your intercftand 
reputation. 

Lady Bet. For his perhaps. 
, Sir Cha, Nay, then, Madam, it's time for me to take 
care of my frieijd. 

Lady Bet I never, in the leaft, doubted your frlend- 
fhip to him in any thing that was to ihcw yourfelf my 
enemy. 

Sir Cha, Since I fee, Madam, you have fo ungrateful a 
fenfeof my Lord Morelove's merit, and my fervice, I 
(hall never be afhamed of ufing my power henceforth to 
keep him entirely out of your ladyfiup's. 

Lady Bet, Was ever any thing fo infolent ! I could 
find in my heart to run the hazard of a downright com- 
pliance, if it were only to convince him, that my power, 
perhaps, is not inferior to his. \To hei'felf. 

Lady 
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LadyE. My Lord Foppington, I think you generally 
lead the company upon thcie occaiions. Pray will you 
think of 4bme prettier fort of diverlion for us, than parties 
and whifpers ? 

Lor{l Fop. What fay you, Ladies, (hall we ftep and fee 
what's done at the bafTet-table ? 

Lady Bet, With all my heart; Lady Eafy— 

Lady E, I think 'tis the bdl thing we can do, ^nd be- 
caufe we won't part to-night, you (hall all fup where you 
dined What fay you, my Lord ? 

Lord Mor, Your Ladyfliip may be fure of me, Madam, 

Lord Fop, Aye! aye! we'll all come. 

Lady B. Then pray let's change parties a little. My * 
Lord Foppington, you fhall 'fquire me. 

Lord Pop, -O ! you do me honour, Madam. 

Lady Bet, My Lord Morclove, pray let me (peak with 
jou. 

.Lord Mor. Me, Madam ? 

La/fy Bet, If you pleafe, my Lord. 

Lord Mor,^ Ha 1 tiat look fhot through me ? What 
can this mean ? [ifiJf* 

Lady Bet, This is no proper place to tell you what it 
*is, but there is one rhing I'd fain be truly anfwered in : 
I fuppofe yDu'll be at my Lady Eafy's by and by, and if 
you^il give me leave ther e ■ 

Lord Mor, U you pleafe to do me that honour, Ma- 
dam, I (hall certainly be there. 

Lady Bet. That's all, my Lord. 

Lord Mor, is not your Ladyfliip for walking? 

La^ Bft. If your Lordfliip dares venture with me. 

Lord Mor, O! Madam! [Taling her hand.'] How my 
heart dances ! whatheav'nly mufics in her^roice, when 
foftenedintokindnefs. ' [4fi^* 

Lady Bet, Ha ! his hand trembfes S^r Charles may 

be millaken. 

Lord Fop, My Lady Oraveairs, you won't let Sir 

Charles leave us ? \^ExetinU 

[Manent^it Charles drzf^/Lady <jraveairs. 

LadyGra, No, my Lord, we'll fall ou' you fiaya 

Ihtle. [To Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha% I thought your Ladyfliip defigned to follow 
them. 

Lady 
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Lady Gra. Perhaps Pd fpeak with you. 
Si'rCha, But, Madam, confidcr, we fliall certainly be 
^bferved. 

LadyGra. Lotd, Sir, if you think it fuch a favour. 

[Exithaflily^ 
SirCha. Is Ihe gont ! let her go, &c, iExitfinging. 

End of the Fourth Act. 



ACT V. 

SCENE continues. 

Enter iS'/r Charles, and Lord Morelovc. 

Sir Charles^ 
OME a little this way- My Lady Gravcairs had 



c 



an eye uppn me as I ftole off, and I'm apprehenfive 
•will jnake ufeoFatiy opportunity to talk with me» 

Lord Mor. O ! we are pretty fafe here^ Well, you 

were fpeaking of Lady Betty. 

Sir Ch0. Aye, my Lbrd — ^I fay, notwith (landing <ill 
this fudden change of her behaviour, I wou'd not have 
you yet be too fecure of her : * for, between you and I, 

* iioce I told you, I have profelTed myfeU an gpen^ene- 

* my to her power with you, ^ 'tis not impoffible but this 

* new air of good humour may very much proceed from 

* a little woman's pride, of convincing me you are not yet 

* out of her power. 

LvrdMor. Not unlikely. But flill, can we make no 

* advantage of it > 

* SirCba, TJiat*8 what I have been thinking of— — 

* look you—— Death ! my Lady Grnveaiis ! 

"* LordMon Ha ! fhe will have audience, I find. 

* SirCha. There's no avoiding her -" ■ - the truth ig^ 

* I feave owed her a little good- nature a great while,—— 

* I ft e there is, but one way of getting rid of her >■! 
< muft even appoint her a day of payment at laft.' If 
you'll ftep into my lodgings, my Lord, I'll juft give ber 
An anfwer, and be with you in a moment. 

LordM>r^ Very well, I'll ^y there for yoU. 

' \]ixU L9t4Mt9ftt\f>rt. 

t ^ ' Euul^ 
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Enter Lady Graveairs on the other Jide. 

J^aAy Gra, Sir Charles ! 

Sir Cha. Come, come, no more of thefe reproachful 
looks ; youMl find, Madam, I have defcrved better of you 

than your jealoufy imagines Is it a fault to be tender 

of your reputation ? fye, fye This may be a pro- 
per time to talk, and of my contriving too you fee I 

juft now (hook oft my Lord Morelove on purpofe. 

Lady Gra. May I believe you ? 

Sir Cha. Still doubting my fidelity, and mifbking my 
difcretion for want of good-nature. 

* Lady Gra, Don*t think me troublefomc For I 

* confefs 'trs death to think of parting with you : fincc 

• the world fees for you I have neglerfed friends and re- 

♦ putation, have flood the little infults of difdainfiil prudes, 

• that envied me perhaps your friendftiip ; have borne 

* the freezing looks of near and general acquamtance— 

* Since this is fo^— don't let them ndicule me too, and fay 

♦ my foolifh vanity undid me ? Don't let them |toint at mc 
' as a cafl miftrefs. 

* SirCha. You WTong roe, to fuppofe the thought: 

* you'll have better of me when we meet :* Whtn fhall 
you be at leifure ? 

Lady Gra* I confefs, I would fee you once again ; if 
what I have more to fay prove ineffedual, perhaps it may 
convince me then, 'tis my interefl to part with you — Can 
. you coir c to-night } 

SirCha, You know we have company, and I'm afraid 
they'll flay too late— Can't it be before (upper ? — What's 
o'clock now ? 

Lady Gra, It's almoft fix. 

Sir Cha. At feven then be fure of me, till when I'd 
have you go back to the ladies, to avoid fuijpicion, and 
about that time have the vapours; 

Lady Gra, May I depend upon yoU ? [2^x//. 

Sir Cha. Depend on every thing —A very troublefomc 
bufinefs, this— Send me once fairly rid on't — if ever I'm 
caught in an honourable affair again !— A debt now that 
a little ready civility, and away, would fatisfy, a man 
might bear with ; but to have a rent-charge upon one's 
good-nature, with an unconlcionable long fcroll of arrears 
too, that would eat out the profits of the Wft eflate in 
2 chriflen* 
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Chriflcndom— ah — ^intolerable ! Well ! I'll even to my 

Lord, and fhake off the thoughts on't. [ JE;r//. 

* Enter La^y Betty and Lady Eafy, 

* Latfy Bci I obferve, my dear, you have ufually 

* this great fortune at play, it were enough to make 
^ one furpe6l your good luck with an hulband. 

* Lady Eajy. Truly I don't complain of my for* 

* tune either way. 

* Lady Bei. Pr'ythce tell me, you are often advifing 

* me to it ; are there thofe real cbrofortable advantage* 
'^ in marriage, that our old aunts and grandmothers would 

* perfuade us of ? 

* Lady EaJ}» Upon my word, if I had the woxft huf- 

* band in the world, 1 fliould ftill think fo. _ 

* La/fy Betty. Ay, but then the hazard of not having 

* a good one, my dear. 

' Lady Eafy. You may have a good one, I dare fay, 

* if you don't give airs till you fpoil him. 

* Lady Bet. Can there be the fame dear, full delight 
^ in giving eafe, as pain ? Oh, my deae, the thought 

* of parting with <me's power is infu^portable. 

* Lad^ Ea(y. And the keeping it, till it dwindle* 
^* into no power at all, is moft ruewlly foolifh. 

* Lady Bet, But ftiU to marry before one's heartily 

* in love 

" * Laify -£<?/>• Is not half fo formidable a calamity— --^ 

* but if I have any eyes, my dear, you'll run no great 

* hazard of that in venturing on my lord Morelove— — 
^ You don't know, perhaps, that within this half hour 

* the tone of your voice is flrangely foftened to him : 

* ha! ha! ha! ' 

* Lady Bet. My dear, you arc pofitively, one or 
*. other, the moft cenforious creature in the world — -^ 
' and fo I fee it's m vain to talk with you— —Pray, 

* will you go back to the company } 

' Lady Eafy. Ah ! Poor lady Betty I \Exmni.^ 

The SCENE changes to Sir Charles'j Lodgings.. 

Enter Sir Charlesy and Lord Morelove. 
Lord More. Charles, you have tranfported me ! you 
have made my part in the. fcene fo very eafy too, ^tis 
impoffible I ihould fail in it. 

Fa ^ ^4 
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•Sir Cha* That^s what I confidercd ; for now the mox^ 
you throw ycurfelt into her power, the more I ihall be 
able to force her into your'a. 

Lord Mere* After all, (begging the ladles pardon) yoMr 
fine women, like bullies, are only ftout when they kno^r* 
their raen : a man of an honeft courage may fright 'em 
into any thing I Well, I am fully intruded, and will 
about itinftantly — Won't you go along with me? 

Sir Cha. That may not be fo proper j— — befid<ts, I 
have a I'utle bufineis upon my hairas* 

Lord More. Oh, your fcnrant. Sir— Good by to yosjt 

you (han't ftir. 
Sir Cha. My Lord, your fervant*— [ Exit Lord Mor,} 
So ! now to mfpofe myfelf^ 'till 'tis time to think of my* 
Lady Graveairs— Umph ! I have no great maw to that 
buiinefe, methinks— Idon't fiijd myfelf in humour enough? 
- CO come up to the civil thing* that are ufually expected 
in the making up of an old quarrel— [Edging rr^i thi 
Jiage.] There goes a warmer temfptation by half ;— *— 
Ha] into my wife's bedchambcrtoo— — I queftion if the 
jade has any great bulincfs there!— I have a fancy M 
has only a mind to be taking the opportunity 6f no 
body's being at home, to make her p^acc with me-^Iet 
me fee— aye, I fhall hnvc time en<nt^h t6 g|3 to her 
ladyfliip atterwards— Bcfides, I want a little fleep, 1' 
find— — Your young fops' may tdk of their womerf of 
quality— but to me now, therein a flrangc agreeable 
convenience in a creature one is not obliged to fay muclt 
to upon thefe occafions. [Goingi 

Enter Edging. 
Edg. Did you call me, t>ir ? 

Sir Cha. Ha ! all's right— [-^£*.] -Yes, Madam, I 
. did call you. [Sits dovsmt 

Edg. What would you pleafe to have, Sir ? 
Sir Cha. Have ! Why, I would hive you grow a good 
^x\\ and know when you are well ufed, huffy. 
Edg. Sir, I don't complain of any thing, not I. 
Sir Cha. Well, don't be uneafy — I am. not angry with 

you now* -Come and kifs me. 

Edg. Lard, Sir! 

Sir Cha, Doii't be a fool, noiir-i — ^Comc hither. 
SLdg^ Pihaw— - XQotst^Umi 

V ^ Sir 
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Sir Cha. No wry face — fo— fit down. I won't have 
you look grave neither, let me fee you fmile, you jade, 
you. 

Edg. Ha! ha! _ {Laughs and hlujbts. 

Sir Cha, Ah ! you melting rogue. 

Edg* Come, don't you be at your tricks now— - 
Lard I can't you fit ftill and talk with one I I am fure 
there's ten times more love in that, and fifty timea^the 
fetisfadion, people may fay What they will. 

Sir Cha, Well ! now you're good, you fhall have your 
pwn way — I am going to lie aown in the next room ; 
and, fince you love a little chat, come and throw my 
night gown over me, and you (hall talk me to deep. 

[Exit Sir Charles. 

Edge. YcF, Sir— —for all his way, I fee he likes mc 
fill. {Exit after bim. 

The SCENE cbangts to the Terrafs, 

Enter Lady Betty, Ladj^ ^^^y^ and Lord Moreloxe* 

Lard Mor, Nay, Madam, there you are too fevere 
ojpon him ; for bating now and then a little vanity, my 
lord Foppington does not want wit fometimcs to make 
him a very tolerable woman's man. 

Lady Bet, But fuch eternal vanity grows tirefome. 

Lady Ea/y, Come, if he were not fo loofe In his mo- 
fals, his vanity methinks might be eafily excufed, ^con- 
iidering how much 'tis in fafliion : for pray obferve what's 
half the cdnverfatlon of moft of the fine young people 
about town, but a perpetual affectation "^of appearing 
foremoft in the knowledge of manners, new hjodes, and 
icandal ? and in that I don't fee any body cotfies tip to 
him. 

• Lord Mor ^ Nor I, indeed and here he comes — — 

Pray, Madam, let's have a little more of him ; nobody 
ihews him to more advantage than your ladyfhip. 

• Laify Bet. Nay, with all my heart 5 you'll fecond-me, 
my Lord. 

Lord Mor. Uponoccafion, Madam—- 
La^EaJy. Engaging upon parties, my Lord ? 
' {^fde andfmiling to Lord Mor. 

Enter Lord Foppl ngton . 
' Lord Fop. So ladies ! what's the affair now ? 

Lady Beh Why you were, my Lord ! I way allowingr 
F 3 you 
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you a great many good qualities, but lady Eafy fays you 
arc ft perfe<5t hypocrite : and that whatever airs you givq 
yourfelf to the women,* (he's confident you value no wo-- 
Ittan in the world equal to your own lady. ., 

Lord fop* You fee. Madam, how I airi fcandalized 
tipon your account. But it's fo natural for a prudfe to be 
maliciousi when a man endeavours to be well with any 
body but herfelf ; did vou ever obferve fhe was piqued at 
that before? ha! ha! 

Laify Beu I'll fweir you are a provoking dr^ature. 

Lind Fop* Let's be mpre familiar upon't, and give her 
iiforder! Ha! ha! 

LaitfBet. Ha! ha! ha! 

Lord fop. Stap my breath, but ladv Eafy is an ad- 
mirable di^overer— Marriage is indeed a prodigious fe- 
ciirity of one's inclination : a man's likely to take a worlct 
of pains iji an employment, where he can't be turned 
out for his idleneft. 

Lady Bet. I vow, my Lord, that's vaflly generous ta 
all the fine women; you are for giving them a defporic 
power in love, I fce, to reward and punilh as they think 

Lord Top, Ha ! ha 1 Right, Madam, what fignifics 
beauty without power? And a fine woman when (he's 
married makes as ridiculous a figure, as a beaten gene- 
ral marching out of a garrifon. 

Lady Eapj^.Vm afraid. Lady Betty, the greatefl danger 
in your ufe of power, would be from a too heedlefs libe- 
rality ; yoU would more mind the man than his merit. 

Lord Fop. Piqued again, by all that's fretful — Well, 
Certainly to give envy is a plealure inexpreffibte. 

[Til Ltf^ Betty. 
La^ Bet. Ha ! ha ! 
La^ jEaj^. Does n6t (he fliow him well, my Lotd ? 

- [JJide to LordMou 
Lord Mor\ Perfe^ftly , and me to myfelf— — For now I 
almoftblufli to thipk 1 ever was uneafy at him. 

\roLadyfAKj. 
Lord Fop. Lady Eafy, I afk ten thoufand pardons, Tin ' 
afraid I am rude all this while, 

Lad^ Eajy. Oh, not at all, my Lord, you are alwa3n 

. ^px)d company, when you pl^afe; not but m Tome things 

• indeed 
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taittdy joM are ap^ to be like other line gentlement ft 
little too loofe in yoUr {>riQcipk8« 

Lord Y op. Oh, Madam, never to the offence of the 
ladies; 1 agree in any community with them ; nobody 
is a more conflant cliurchman, wh^n the fine women arfc 
there. - 

ha3y Eajy. Oh fye, my Lord, you ought not to go 
for their fakes at all. And 1 wonder, you that are tor 
being fuch a good hufband of your virtues, are not afraid 
of bringing your prudence 'into a lampoon or a play. 

Lady Betty. Lampoons and plays, Madam, are onljr 
things to be laughed at. 

Lord Fop. Odfo ! Ladies, the court's coming home, t 
fee ; fhall not \ye make our bows ? 

Latfy Bet. Oh, by all means. 

^Lady Eajy. Lady Betty, 1 muft leave^ou : for I am 
obliged to write letters, and I know you won't give mt 
time after fupper. 

Lady Bet. Well, my dear. 111 make a fhort vifit and 
be with you. [Exit Ladv Eafy.] Pray what's become of 
my lady Graveairs ? 

LordMor. Oh, I believe ihe's gone hOme, Madam, feft 
feemed not to be very well. , 

Lord Fop, And where's Sir Charles, my Lord ?' 

Lord More. I left him at his own lodgings. 

Lady Bet, He's upon fome ramble, I^ afraid. 

Lord Fop, Nay, as for that matter, a man may ramble 
at home fometimes — But here come the chaifes, we muft 
Kiake a little more hafle. Madam. [Exeunt 

The SCENE changes U Sir Charks'/ Lfie^iHgH 

Enter Lady E^fy J and a Sern/ant^ 
La^ Eajy. Is your mailer come home ? 
Serv. Yes, Madam. 
L0dy FUi(y, Where is he? 
Sernf. I believe, Madam, he's laid down to fle^p. 
- JLj^ £^. Where's Edging ? ''-Bid her get me fome 

. wax and paper fl:ay, it's no matter, now I think on 

k'^there's (ome above vpoxr my toi)lett&» [Ex^fiveralfym 
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7he SCENE opens and di/covers Sir Charles without his 
Periwigs and Edging b^ him^ both qflcef in two eafy 
Chain. 

^ben enter Lady Eafy, who fiarts and trcmhles^ fume time 
unable toj^eak, 
Lad^ Eajy. Ha ! protect mc, virtue, patience, Tcafoa ! 
Teach mc to bear this killing fight, or let 
Me think my dreaming fcnfes are deceiv'd ! 
For fure a fight like this, might raife the arm 
Of duty, ey n to the breaft of love ! At leaft 
I'll throw this vizor of my patience off: 
Now wake him in his guilt, 
Atni barefac'd front him with my wrongs. 
I'll talk to him tiil he blufhes, nay, till he 
Jrowps on me, ^perhaps— *-and then 
I'm loft again — The eafe of a few tean 
Is all that's left to me— 
And duty too forbids mc to infulr. 
When I have vow'd obedience— Perhaps 
The fault's in me, and nature has not lorm'd 
Me with the thoufand little rcquifites ' 

That warm the heart to love- 
Somewhere there b a fault—— 
But Heav'n bed knows what both of us defcrvc : 
Ha I bare headed, and in fo found a deep ! 
,Who knows, while thus exposMto th* unwholfome air. 
But Heav'n offended may overtake his crime, 
And, in fome languifhing diftemper, leave him 
iA fevere example of its violated laws 
Forbid it mercy; and forbid it love. 
This may prevent it. 

[Takes a Stetnkirk off her neci, and lays it gently on his head. 
And if he fliould wake offended at my too bu fy care, let 
my heart-breaking patience, duty, and my fond affefHon 
plead my pardon. {Exit. 

\AfterJhe has been out fome time^ a bell rings % 
Edging wakes andfiirs Sir Charles. 
Edg. Oh ! 
* Sir Cha. How now ! what's the matter ? 

Mdg. Oh, blcfs my foul, my lady's come home. 
^rCha. Go, go then. {Bellrings^ 

Edg, 
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EJg. Oh, hid! My head's in fuch a condition too. 
[Runs to the gtafs*'] I am coming, Madam— Oh, lud ! 
here's no powder neither— —Here, Madam. [Exit, 

SirCha, How now? [feeling the Stelnkirk upon his badJ] 
WhatV this ? How came it here ? [Pvts on his w/j^.} 
Did not I fee tny wife wear this to-day ?— * Death !" 

* ftie can't have been here, fure — It could not bejea- 

* loufy that brought her home — iot my coming was ac* 

* cidcntal— /o too, J fear, might hers-*-How carelefe* 

* have I bech P-^not to fecupe the door neither— 'T was 

* fodiih— It muft be fo ! She certainly has feen me here 

* deeping with her W9man : — if fo^ how low an hypo- 

* crite to her muft ^that fight have proved me? — ^The 

* thought has made me defpicable ev'n to myfelf— How 

* mean a vice is lying, and how often have thefe empty. 

* pkafures lulled my honour and^ my confcience to le- 

* thergy, while I grofsly have ab'ufed her, poorly, 

* Ikulking behind a thoufand falfehoods ? — Now 1 re- 

* fledt, this has not been the firft of her difcoveries— ••. 
How contemptible a figure muft I have ma4€ to her ?— 
A crowd of recolle6ted circumftances confirms m&now>< 
ihe has been long acquainted with my follies,* and yet 
with what amazing prudence has fhe borne the fecret 
fangs of injured love, and wore an everlnftmg fmile to 
me r This alks a little thinking- — fomething fhould ba< 
done— I'll ^ her inftantlyj atid be refolved from her 
bchavwur. [JEai//. 

r 

The SCENE changes to andfhtr Room. 

< 
Enter Lady Eafy, and Edging. 
Loi^ Bafy* Where have you been, Edgmg ? 
Edg. Been, Madam ! I— I— I — t came as ibon as \ 
heard you i>ng, Madam, 

La^y Eajy. How guilt ccmfounds her ! but (he's below 
my thought— Fefch my laft new fack hither— I have % 
mind to alter it a little— make hafte# 

E^, Yes, Madam——:! fee (be does not fufpc6l tny 
thing. {Exit. 

La^ Eafy. Heiji^hho! [Sittif/g down,'\ I had forgot^* 
t)ut I'm unfit for writing no w 'Twas an hard confliA 
—yet it's a joy to think it over : a fecret pride, to tell 
»y he^-t my c<mdu^hw bcc^jttft— »^H<Jl^loW^llrryi- 
/* cibua. 
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ctous minds that offer injuries, how much fuperior inno- 
cence that bears *em— Still there's a pleafure ev*n in 
the melancholy of a quiet confcience— Away, my fears, 
it is not yet irapoflibic — for while his human nature is not 
quite (hook of, I ought not to defpair. 

Rc-enttr Edging, 'witb a Saeki 

Edg. Here's the fack. Madam. 

La<fy Eajy, So, fit down there*— and, let me fee 
here— Rip off all that filver. 

Ed^* Indeed, I always thought it would become your 

ladyfliip better without it But now fuppoie. Madam, 

you carry *d another row of gold round the fcollops^ and 
then yo\x take and lay this Siver plain all along the ga- 
thers, and your ladyfliip will perfectly fee, it will give 
the thing ten thoufand times another air. 

Lady EaJy. Pr*ythec don't be impertinent j do as I 
bid you. . 

Edg. Nay, Madam, With all my heart, your ladyihip 
may do as you pleaie. 

Ladjf Eajiy* This ^reature grows fo confident, and I 
dare not part with her, leil he ihould thil^ it jealeufy. 

[Afidt. 
Enter Sir Qh9ix\c%. 

SirCba. So, my dear! What, at work ! how^uryott 
employed, pray? 

Loify Eajy\ I was thinking to allcr this fade here. 

Ssr Cha. What's amifs ? Methinks it's very pretty. 

E^g. Yes, Sir, it's pretty enough for that matter, but 
my Lady has a mind it ihould be proper too. 

Sir Cha.^ Indeed ! 

Lady EaJy, I fancy plain gold and black would becomt 
me better. 

Sir Cba. That's a grave thought, my dear. - 

Edg. O, dear Sir, not at all, my lady's much in the 
fight ; I am fure, as it is, it's fit for nothing but a ^rl* 

Sir.Cha, Leave the room. 

Edg. Lord, Sir ! I can't flir— — I muft flay to~— 

SirCha. Go i^'^b* 

Edg, [Throwing do<wn the voork hajtily^ anJciyingj ajide^ 
If ever I fpeak to him again, I'll be burned. 

[Exit Edg^g. 

iKrir Cha. Sit ftil!, ray deari— I came to talk with ypa 
4. 
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- and which you well may wonder at, what I have to 

iSay is of importance too, but 'tis in order to my hereafter 
always talking kindly to you. 

L^iiy Eajy You words were never difobllging, nor can 
1 charge you with a look that ever had the a])pearance of 
being unkind. 

Sir Cha, The perpetual fpring of your good humour, 
lets me draw no merit from what I have appeared to bt, 
» which makes me curious now to know your thoughts of 
what 1 really am : and never having afked you this before, 
it puzzles me : nor can I (my ftrange negligence con- 
fickreJ) reconcile to reafon, your fiHl thoughts of ven- 
turing upon marriage with me. 

La^ Eafy^ I iiever thought it fuch a hazard. 

Sir Cha, How could a woman of your reflraint in 
principles, fedatenefs, fenfe, and tender difpofition, pro- 
pofe to lead an happy life with one (now 1 refle<5l) that 
> hardly took an hour's pains, ev'n before marriage, to ap- 
pear but what I am : a loofe, unheeded wretch, abfent 
in all I do, civil, and as often rude without defign, un- 
feafonably thoughtful, eafy to a fault, and in my beft of 
' praife, but carelefsly good-natured ? How fhall I recon- 
. cile your temper with having madefo flrange a choice ? 

Lady Eajy, Your own words may anfwer you — Your 

having never fecmed to be, but what you really were; 

. and through that careleflnefs of temper there Hill flionc 

. forth to mean undeligning honetly, I always doubted of 

in fmoother faces < thus while I faw you took leaft pains 

to win me, you pleafed and woo'd me moft : nay,^ I have 

thought, that fuch a temper could never be deliberately 

unkind : or, at the worft, I knew that errors from want 

■ of thinking might be borne ; at leaft, when probably one 

moment's ferious thought would end 'em : thefe were 

my.worll of fears, and thefe, when weighed by growing 

love againtl my folid hopes, were nothing. 

Sir Cha. My dear, your underftanding llartles me, and 
juflly, calls my own in queftioni I bki(h to jthink I've 
worn (o bright a jewel in my bofom, and till this hour, 
have fcarcebeen curious once to look upon its luilre. 

La^ EaJ}, You fet too high a value on the common 
qualities of an eafy wife. 

Sir Cha. Virtues, like benefits, arc double, when con- 
cealed : 
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^cealed : and I confefs, I yet fufpe^ you of an higlier 
value far^ than I have fpoke you. 

Lady Eajy. I underlland you not. 

Sir Cha. I'll fpeak more plainly to you— be free and 
tell me'— Where did you leave this handkerchief ? 

Lady EaJy. Ha ! ^ ^ ' 

* Sir Cha. What is it you ftart at ? You hear the 
■* quedion. 

* Lady Eafy* What (hall I fay ? my fears confound 
me.' 

Sir Cba. Btf not concerned, my dear, be cafy in the 
truth, and tell me. 

Lady. Eafy. I cannot fpeak-^-and I could wifh you'd 
not oblige me to it — 'tis the only thing I ever yet re£ufed 
■ you— and though I want reafon tor my will, let me not 
anfwer you. 

Sir Cha. Your will then be a reafon ; and fi nee I lee 
you are fo gcnerouily tender of reproaching me, it is fit I 
Ihould be cafy in my gratitude, and make what ^ught to 
be my fhame my joy ; let me be therefore pleafed to tell 
you now, your wondrous conduit has waked me to a fenfe 
of your difquiet paft, and rel'olution never to diit^rb/it 
more — And (not that 1 offer it as a merit, but yet in blind 
compliance to my will) let me beg you would immedi- 
ately dlfcharge your woman. 

Lady. Ea^, Alas ! I think not of her— O, my dear, 
diftra^t me not with this excefs of goodneis. [H^eepij^^ 

SirCha^ Nay, praife me not, left I reflect how little I 
have deferved it ; ' I fee you are in pain to give me this 

* confufion.' — Come, I will not fhock your {bfinefs by my 
untimely blufh for what is pad, but rather footh you to 
a pleafure at my fenfe of joy, for my recovered happi- 
tiefs to come. Give then to my new-born love, what 
name you pleafe, it cunnot, (hall not be too kind : 1 
it cannot be toofoft for what my foul fwclls up with emu* 

• lation to deferve -^Receive me then entire at laft, and 
take what yet no woman ever truly had, my conquered 
heart. 

Lady. Eajy. * G the foft treafure ! O the dear reward of 

* long dcferving love'' — Now I am bteft indeed to fee you 
kind without the expence of pain in being fo, to make 
you mine with eafinei's r thus ! thus to hare you mine is 

fome* 
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ibmethmg more than happinefs, 'tis double life, and 
madnefs of aboundbg joy. But it was a pain intolerable 
to give you a coolufion. 

Sir Cha^ O thou engaging virtue ! But I am too fIo«r 
in doing juftice to thy love : I know thy foftnefs will re- 
fiifi^ me ; but remember, I infift upon it«--let thy woman 
be difcharged this minute. 

La4y Eaj^* No, my 4ilear, think me not b low in faifh 
to fear that after what you have faid, it will ever be in h<^ 
power t^-ilo me future injury : when I can conveniently 
provide for her, I'll think on it : but to (tircharge her 
now, might let her guefs at the occasion ; and methmkk 
I would have our difieeence, like our eadttuments, be 
equally a iccret to our fervaots* 

/ Sir Cba. Still my fuperior every way— be it as you 
have better thought^-^^^Well, my dear, now rUconfefs 
a thing that was not in your power to tceule me of ;- to 
beihort, I own this eceatuie ts not the only poe I hayp 
been to blame with. 

I«4S^ Eqfy* I know flie is not, and was always Ipft 
concerned to find it fo, for confbmcy in errors might 
have beea fatal to me. 

BirCbeu What is it you know, my dear? [Surprize J. 

Lady E^fy* Cotpe, I am not aftaid to accuie you now 
— ^-my Lady Oraveairs.«—<^«Your^ai!el^nef8, my dear, 
let all the world know it, and it would have been hara 
indeed, had it been only to me a (ecr^t* 

SirCha. My dear, I will aik no more queftions, for 
fear of being more ridiculous ; I do confefs, I thought 
my diicretion there had been a mafter-piece ■ ■ How 
oootemptib'le mtifl I have looked all thia while f 

Lad^£^* You fhan't fay fo. 

SirCba. Well, to let you fee I had feme (hame, as wetf 
t|8 natsire in me, I had writ this to my Lrady Graveainf 
upon my firfl difcovering that you knew I had wronged 
you I read it. 

Ld4jf £ajy. [ReaJs} *♦ Something has happened, that 
** prevents the vifit I intended you ; and 
** I could gladly wifh, you never WQpld 
*' reproach me if I tell you,- Vis utterly 
*♦ inconvenient that I ftould ever fte you 

* Thfa 



Digitized by 



Google 



f4 THE CARELESS HUSBAND. 

This indeed was more than I had merited. 
Enter a Servant, 

Sir Cha. Who is there ? Here Step with this to my 

L»ady Graveairs* [Seals tin letter^ and gives it to the fef 
.want.'] 

Serv, Yes, Sir— —Madam, my Lady Betty's come. 

LaAy Eajy, I'll wait on her. 

Sir Cha. My ilear, I am thinking there may be other 
things my negli^nce may have wronged you in j * but be 
* aflurcd as I difcover, all (hall be corrected.' — Is there 
any ^art or circum fiance in your fortune that I can change 
or yet make eaficr to you ? 

Lady Eajy. None, my dear, your good-nature never 
flinced me in that ; and now, methinks, I have lefs occa- 
£on there than ever. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Serv* Sir, my Lord MoreloveVcome- 

Sir Cha* X am coming— -—I think I told you of the de- 
Cgn we had laid againfl Lady Betty. 

Lodfy Eafy. You did, and I fhould be pleafed to be my- 
felf concerned in \u 

Sir Cha. I believe we may employ you : I know he 
waits for me with impatience. But, my dear, won't you 
think me tafteleii to the joy you have given me, to luf- 
fer at this time any concern but you to employ my 
thoughts ? 

Lady Eajy. Seafons muft be obeyed ; and fince I know 
your friend's happinefs depending, I could not taile my 
own, ihould you negrlcdt it. 

Sir Cha. Thou cafy fwcetnefs — — O ! what a wafle on 
thy negle£led love, has my unthinking brain committed ! 
but time and futurethrift of tendcrneft fhall yet repair it 
jiU. The hours will come when this foft gliding ilream 
that fwells my heart, uninterrupted ihall renew its 
^ourfe— -- 

And like the ocean after ebb, ihall move 

With confiant force of due returning love. [Exeunt, 

The SCENE changes to anot^ Room. 
And then re-enter Lady Eafy and Lady Betty. 

La^ Bet.You have been in tears, my dear, and yet 
you look pleafed too. 

Lady EaJy. You will pardon me| if I cannot let you 

int0 
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into drcunvftances : but be fatisfied, Sir Charles hat 
made me happy, even to a pain of joy. 

Lady Bet. Indeed I am truly glad of it, though I am 
forry to find that any one who has gencrofity enough to 
do you juftice, fliould unprovoked be £b great an enemy . 
to me. 
La^y Eajy, Sir Charles your enemy ! 
Lady Bet. My dear, you will pardon me if I alwayt 
thought him fo, but now I am convinced of it, 

L. Eajy. In what, pray ? I cannot think yau will find 
bim fo. 

Lady Betty • O ! Madam, it has been his whole bufinefc 
of late to make aoi utter breach between my Lord More* 
love and me. 

Lac^ Eajy. That may be owing to your ufage of my 
Lord : perhaps he thought it would not difoblige you. 
I am confident you are imflaken ii>4um» 

Ltidy Betty, O ! I don't ufe to be out in things of thi» 
nature ; I can fee well enough : but I (hall be able to tell 
you more when I have talked with my Lord. 
L. Eajy» Here he comes ; and becaufe you (hall talk 

with him— —No excufes for pofitivcly I will leave 

you together. 

Lady Betty, Indeed, my dear, I defire you will flay 
then ; for I know you thiiik now, that I have a m'md to 

La^ Eajy. To Xq ha! ha! ha! [Going. 

Lady Bet. Well ! remember this. 

Enter Lord Morelove- 

Lord Mor. I hope I don't fright you away, M^dam ? 

Lady Eafy, Not at all, my ' Lord ; but I mud beg 
your pardon for a moment ; I will wait upon you im^ne- 
diately. \Exit. 

Lady Bet. My Lady Eafy gone ? 

Lo^d Mor. Perhaps, Madam, in friendfhip to you ; 
(he thinks I may have deferved the coldnefs you or late 
h^ve fhewn to me, and was willing to give you this op- 
portunity to convince me, you have not done it without 
juft grounds and reafon. 

Lady Bet. How handfomely doeaf he reproach me ! but 

* I cannot bear that he Ihould think I k»ow it*— —[^^^.3 

My Lord, whatever has pafled between you and me, I 

G ^ dkrc 
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dare fwear that could not be her thoughts at this time : 
, for when two people hare appeared profeilbd enemies^ (he 
cannot but thinic one will as little care to gtvCi as liie 
other to receive ajuftification of their addons* 

Lord Mor. Pamon indeed often does repeated injuries 
on both fideSy but I don't remember in my heat.of error 
I ever yet profcfTed myf^lf your enemy, 
1 Lm^Bet. My Lord, I (hall be very free with J^^ 
I confefs I do thmk now I have not a greater enemy m the 
world. 

Lord Mor. If having long loved you, to my own dif- 

Suiet, be injurious, I am contented then to fiand the 
>remoft of your entmies. 

Lad^ Bet, O ! my Lord, there's no great fear of ybur 
being my enemy that way, I dare fay ■ ■ ■ " — 

Lprd Mir. There is no other way my heart can bear 
to offend you now, and I fbre^ in that it mU perM t» 
to my undoing, 

Lad^ Bit. Fie, fie, my Lon), we know where your 
heart is well enough. 

Lord Mor. Mj coodu6t has indeed deferved this fcom, 

and theref<n-e 'tis but juft I ihould fubmtt to your re- 

fentment, and beg (though I am afliired in vain) for 

pardon. [Kuibm 

Sntir SSr Gtei^e»« 

Sir Cba. How, my Lord ! , [LordWit^ rifis. 

Lad^Bet. tta! ffehere! Thw was unlucky, [^te. 

♦ Lord Mor. O jnty my confufion ? \To Ladp Bet.' 

Sir Cha. I am forry to fee yoto can fo foon forget your- 
fblf ( methinks the infults you have borne from mat lady, 
by this time (hould have warned you into a difguft of her 
regardiefs principles. 

' Lord Mor. Holid, Sir Charles ! while you and I are 
friends, I defire you would fpeak with honour of this la- 
dy— *Tis fuifccicnt I have no comf^lnt againft her, and— 

Lkd^ Bet. My Lord, I beg you Would refent this 
thing no ferthcr : an injury like this, is better punifhed 
with our contempt; apparent maKce (hould only be laugh- 
ed at. 

Sir Cba^ Ha ! ha ! the old refource, Ofin of any 
hopes to delude him from his reientment, ' and then as 
^ the Grand Monarque did with Cavalier :' and ^en you 
arc fure to keep your word with him. 

jU4y Sfi0 
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Laify Bet. Sir Charles, to let you know how far I am 
above your little fpleen, my Lord, your hand from this 

hour 

Sir Cha. Pfhaw ! pfliaw ! all defign ! all pique ! raecr 
artifice, and difappointed woman* 

Ladj Bet. Look you, Sir, not that I doubt my Lord's 
opinion of me ; yet 

Sir CIja, Look you. Madam, in fhort, your word has 
been too often taken, to let you make up quarrels, as you 
ufed to do, with a foft look, and a fair promife you never 
intended to keep. 

Lad^ Bet. Was ever fuch infolence ! He won't ^ve me 
leave to fpeak. 
Lord Mor. Sir Charles ! 

La^i Bet. No, pray, my Lord, have patience j and 
dnce his malice feems to grov^ particular, I dare his worfl, 
and urge him to the proof on't : Pray Sir, wherein caa 
you charge me with breach of promife to my Lord ? 

SirCha. Death, you won't deny it? How often, to 
piece up a quarrel, have you appointed him to vifityou 
alone; and though you have promifed to fee no other 
company the whole day, when he was come he has found 
you among the laugh of hoify fops, coquets, and ^cox- 
combs, diltoluiely gay, while your full eyes ran over with 
tranfport of their flattery, and your own vain power of 
pleafing? How often, I fay, have vou been known to 
throw away, at lead, four hours or your good humour 
upon fuch wretches ; and the minute they were gone, 
grew only dull to him, funk into a diftafteful fpleen, com- 
plained you had talked yourfelf into the head-ach, and 
then indulged upon the dear delight of feeing him in 
pain : and by that time you had ftretched and gaped 
him heartily out of patience, of a fudden moft impor- 
' tantly remember you had outfat your appointment with 
my Lady -Fiddle-faddle ; and immediately order your 
coach to the park. 

Lady Bet, Yet, Sir, have you done ? 

SirCha. No though this might ferve to (hew the 

nature of your. principles : but the noble conqueft you 
have gained at lail over defeated fenfe of reputation too, 
has made your fame immortaU 
^ord Mor. How, Sir ? 
Ladj Bet, My reputation ? 

G 3 ^ Sir Cha. 
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5lr Cha* Aye, Madam, your reputation— -My Lore!, 
if I advance a falfhood, then rcfcnt it.—I fay, your repu* 

ration It has been yoHr life's whole pride of late to 

be the com'moft toaft or every puWic table, vain «ven in 
the infamous addrelles c^ a married man, my Lord Fop-* 
pington ; let that be reconciled with reputation, I will 
now ihake hands with (hame, and bow me to the low 
contempt trWch you deferve from hirti ; not but I fap- 
pofe you will yet endeavour to recover him. Now you 
Jind ill uftge in danger of loiing your conqueft, 'tis pof* 
fible you will ftcrp at nothing to prefervc it. 

La4y Bet. Sir C3harle8 — [Walks difordered^ and be 
afier ber,'\ 

Sir Cha, I know yo^ir vanity is fe voracious, it tvill 
iv^ wound itfelf to feed itfelf ; ofier him a blank, per- 
haps to fill up with hopes of what nature he pleafcs, and 
part even with jomx pride to keep him. 

Lady Bet, Sir Charles, I have not deferved this of 

you. [Burfiing into tears. 

Sir Cha. Ah ! true woman, drop him a foft diflcm- 

bling tear, .and then his juft refentment muft be hufhed, 

of courfe. 

Lord Mor. O Charles ! I can tear no more, thofe teart 
are too reproaching. 

Sir Cha, Hift, tor your life ! I4fide^ and then ahmd.^ 
My Lord, if you believe her, you are undone ; the very 
hext light of my Lord Foppington, would make her yet 
foHwear all that (he can promife. 

Laify Bet. My Lord Foppington ! Is that the mighty 
crime that muft condemn me then ? You know I ufed him 
but as a tool of my refentment, which you yourfelf, by 
a pretended friendfhip to us both, moft artfully provoked 
m^ to ' - 

Lord Mor. Hold, I conjure you. Madam, I want not 
this convi<Slion^ 

La^ Bet. Send for him this minute, and you and he 
fhall both be witncfles of the contempt and deteftation I 
have for any forward hopes his vanity may have givea 
him, or your malice woiild infinuate. 

Sir Cha. Death ! you would as foon eatfire, as foOn 
part with your luxurious talle of folly, as dare to own the 

3 half 
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iialf of this before his face, or any one, that would make 

you blufh to deny it to Here comes my wife, now we 

ihall fee Ha I and my Lord Foppington with her— 

Now ! now, we (hall fee this mighty proof of your fin* 

cerity Now ! my Lord, yoviMl liavc a wanting, fure, 

and, henceforth know roe for yodr friend indeed ■ 
JEnter Lady Eafy, and Lord Foppington. 

Lad^ Eafy. In tears, my dear! what's the matter? 

L.ad^ Betty* O, my dear, all I told you is true : Sir 
Charles has (hewn . himfelf fb inveterably my enemy, 
that if I believed I deferved but half his hate, 'twould 
make meliate myfelf. 

Lord Ftf. Hark you, Charles, pr'ythee what is thk 
bufinefs ? 

Sir Cha, Why youn, my Lord, for aught I know— 
\ have made fuch a breach betwixt them— — 1 cannot 
promife much for the courage of a woman ; but if hers 
holds, I am fure it is wide enough ; you may enter ten 
abreafl, my Lord. 

Lord E op. Say*fl thou fo, Charles? then I hold fix to 
four, I am the firft man in the town. 

Lad)f Eafy. Sure there mufl be fome miflake in this : I 
hope he has not made my Lord your enemy. 

La^ Bet. I know not what he has done. 

Lord Mor. Far be that thought ! alas ! I am too m,uch 
in fear myfelf, that what I have this day committed, ad- 
vifed by his miftaken friend(hip, may have done my love 
irreparable prejudice. 

Lady Bet* No, my Lord, fince I perceive his little 
arts have not prevailefl upon your good-nature to my pre- 
judice, I km bound in gratitude, in duty to myfelf and 
to the confefiion you have made, my Lord, to acknow- 
ledge now, I have been to blame too. 

Lord Mor. Sa ! is it poffible ; can you own fo much? 
• O my tranfported heart 1* 

LaJjf Bet, He fays I have taken pleafure in feeing you 

uneafy — ^I own it but *twas when that uneafinefs I 

thought proceeded from your love ; and if you did love 
——'twill not be much to pardon it. 

Lord Mor. O let my foul, thus bending to your power, 
adore this foft defcending goodncfs. 

Lady Bet. And fince the giddy woman's flights I have 
flicwn ycu too ofttn, have been public, 'tis fit at lail the 

amends 
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amends and reparation fhould be fo : therefore what I 
offered to Sir Charles, I now repeat before this company, 
■my utter deteftation of any pad or future galliantry, that 
has or fhall be offered by itie, to your uneadnefs. 

Lord Mor, O be lefs generous, or teach me to deferve 
it f^ow blulhy Sir Charles,' at your injurious accufa« 
tion. 

Lord fop. Aah ! Pardi^ Voila quel^ue chqfe d* extra* 
'<frdinaire. 

Lady Bet. A s for my Lord Foppington, I awe him 
thanks for having been fo friendly an indrument of our 
reconciliation ; ror though in the little outward gallantry 
I received from him, I did not immediately truft him with 
my defign in it, yet I have a better opinion of his under- 
ftanding, than to fuppofe he could mifiake it. 

Lord Fop. I am llruck dumb with the deliberation of 
her aflurance; and do not pofitively remember, that the 
nonchdUnce of my temper ever had fo bright an occafion 
to (hew itfelf before. 

Lady Bet. My Lord, I hope, you will pardon the free- 
dom I have taken with you. 

Lord Fop. O, Madam, do not be under the confufion 

of an apology upon my account ; for in cafes of this na- 

» ture, I am never difappointed, but when I find a lady of 

the fame mind two hours together Madam, I have 

loft a thoufand fine women in my time ; but never had the 
ill manners to be out of humour with any one for refufing 
me, fi nee I was born. 

La/fy BeU My Lord, that's a very prudent temper. 
f^ord Fop. Madam, to v convince you that I am in an 
tiniverfal peace with mankind, fince you own I have fo 
far contributed to your happinefs, give me leave to have 
the honour of compleating it, by joining your hand 
where you have already offered up your inclination. 
Latjy Bet. My Lord, that's a favour I can't refufe you. 
Lord Mor. Generous, indeed, my Lord. 

[Lord Foppington Joins their /jonds^ 
Lord Fop, And, (lap my breath, if ever I was better 
plcafed fince my firft entrance into human nature. 

Sir Cha, How now, my Lord ! what ! throw up the 
cards before you have loft the game ? 

Lord Fop, Look you, Charles, 'tis true, I did M\gn 
to have played with her alone ; but he that will keep well 

with 
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with the ladies, muft foraetlmes be content to make one 
at a pool with them ; and fince 1 know I mufl emgs^e her 
in my turn, I don't fee any great odds in letting him tak^ 
the nrft game with her. 

Sir Cba* Wifelv confidered, my Lord.* 

LsJy Bet. Ana now, Sir Charles ■ ■ 

Sir Cha. And now, Madam, I'll fare you the trouble 
ef a longfpeech ; and, in one word, coatefs, that every 
thing that I have done in regard to you this day was 
purely ardiicial^^I faw there was m> way to fecure you 
to my Lord Morelove, but by alarming your pride with 
the danger of lofing him : and fince the fuccefs muft 
have b^ this time convinced you, that in love nothing is 
more ridiculous than an over-a£led averfipn ; I am vkxt 
you won't Cake it ilL if we at laft congratulate your good- 
nature, by heartily laughing at the fright we had put you 
in : ha ! ha! hal 

Ladjf Ea$f, Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Lad^ 5^«x:Why— — well I declare it now, I hate yo« 
worie than ever, 

^/> Cha^ Hal hn I ha ! And was it afraid they would 
take away it's tove from it ■ P oor Lady Betty ! 

ha!lui} 

L4uj^ Et^. My dear^ I beg jrour pardon ; but it is im« 
poffible not to laugh when one is fo helurtily pleafed* 

Lord Fof. Really, Madam, I am afraid the humouic^ 
of the company will draw me into your difpleafure too ; 
but if I were to expire this moment, my lail breath 
would pofitivdy go out with a laugh. Ha f ha ! ha ! 

Loify Bet. Nay, I have deferved it all, that's the truth 
^'i— buti hope\ my Lord, you were not in this defiga 
againd me. 

Lord Mor, As a proof, Madam, I am inclined never to 
deceive you more— -I do confefs I had my fliare in it, 

Loify Bet, You do, my Lord— —then I declare it wa« 
a defign, one or other — the befl carried on, that ever I 
knew in my life ; and (to my (hame own it) for aught 
I know, the only thing that could have prevailed upon 
my temper ; 'tw^s a foolifli pride that has coft me many 
a bitten lip to fupport it— I wifh we don't both repent, 
my Lord. 

Lord Mor* Don't you >repent without mcy and we 
never fliall*. 

Sir Cha, 
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Sir Cha. Well, Madam, now the worft that the world 
tan fay of your paft condu(^ is that roy Lord had con->* 
ftancy, ana you have tried it, 

* Enter a Sem;ant to Lord Morelove. 

* Serv. My Lord, Mr. Ic Fevre*s below, and defires to 

* know what time your Lordfhip will pleafe to have the* 

* mufic begin. 

, * Lord Sfor, Sir Charles what fay you ? will you give 

* me leave to bring them hither ? 

* Sir Cba. As the ladies think fir, my Lord. 

* Lady Bet. O ! by all means, 'twill be better here, 

* unlefs we could have the terrace to ourfclves. 

, * Lord Mar. Then, pray defire them to come hither 

* immediately. 

* Seim;. Yes, my Lord. [Exit Serv. 

* Enter Ladf Graveairs. 

* Sir Cba. Lady Graveairs ! 

* Lady Grav. Yes ! you may well ftart ! but ,don't 

* fuppofe I am now come, like a poor tame fool, to up- . 

* braid your guilt; but if I could to blaft you with a look. 

* Sir Cha. Come, come, you have fenfe,— don't ex- 

* pofe yourfelf— you-are unhappy, and I own myfelf the 

* caufe,— the only fatisfa6tion I can offer you, is to pro- 

* tefl no new engagement takes me from you ; but a fin- 

* cere reflection of the long 'negle^:, and injuries I have 

* done the beft of wives ; for whofe amends and only iake 

* I now muft part with you, and all the inconvenient plea- 

* fures of my life. 

^ Lady Grav. Have you then fallen into the low con- 
'^ tempt of expofing me, and to your wife too ? 
^' Sir Cha, 'Twas impoffible ; without it, I could ever 

* be fincere in my converfion. 

* La^ Grav. Defpicable ! *• 

* Sir Cha, Do not think fo— for my fake I know 

* (he*ll not reproach you— —nor by her carriage, ever let 

* the world perceive you have wronged her.— —-My 

* dear 

* LadyE^'Jy. Lady Graveairs,! hope you'll fup with us. 

* Lady Grav, I cannot refufe fo much good company, 

* Madam. 

* Sir Cha. You fee the worft of her refentment 

* In the mean time, don't endeavour to ]^ her friend, and 

* flie'll never be your enemy. 

.Lady Gr^fv. 
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* La^ Grav. I am uafortunate— — 'tis what my folly 
« has dcferved, and I fubmit to it. 

* Lord More. So ! here is the mufic, 

* La^ JB^. Come, ladies, (hall we fit ? 

•SONG. 

'« SABINA with an angel's face, 

* By love ordain'd for joy, 

* Seems of the Siren's cruel race, 

* To charm . and then deftroy. 

* With all the arts of look and drefs, 

* She fans the fatal fire ; 

* Through pride, miftaken oft for grace, 

* She bids the fwains expire. 

* The god of love enrag'd to fee ^ 

* The nymph defy his flamc> 

* Pronounc'd his mercilefs decree 

* Againft the haughty dame; 

* Let age with double fpecd o'ertake her. 
. * Let love the room of pride fupply | 

* And when the lovers all forfake her, 

* A Ipotlefs virgin let her die/ 

Sir Charles potties forward with Lady Eafy. 
S'/r Chuy No, my dear, I find my happinefs grow fail 
upon me 5 in all my paft experience of the fex, I found, 
even among the better fort, fo much of folly, pride, ma- 
lice, palliori, and irrefolutc defire, that I concluded thee 
but of the foremoft rank, and, therefore, fcarce worthy 
my concern ; but thou haft ftirred me with fo fevere a 
proof of thy exalted virtue, it gives me wonder equal to 
my love—^If then the unkindly thought of what 1 have 
been, hereafter fhall intrude upon thy growing quiet, let 
this reflection teach thee to be eafy : 

Thy wrongs when greateft, moft thy virtue prov'd 5 
And from that virtue found, I bluilh'd and truly lovM. 
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J 

Inqueji and freedom are at length our own^ 
Fa^e fears ofjlav^ty no more areJhonx)n\ 
Nor dread of feeing trihute to a foreign throne. 
All fat ions now toe fruits of conqueji Jhare^ 
Except (if fmall 'uoith great things may compare) 
n^ oj^refsd condition of the lairing player. 
We^re fill in ferns (asyou of late in France) 
Of the dej^tic power of fong and dance : 
For while fuhfcription^ lih a tyrant reigns^ 
Nature^ s negle^ed^ and the \ftage in chains^ 
And Englijh aBorsJlava tofwell the Frenchman's 'gains^ 
lAke AEfop^s crowy the poor out-witted ftage^ 
That lint* a. on wholofome plays /* the latter age^ 
Delndedonce to fing^ iv'njuftjy fer*u'dy 
Let fall her cheefe to the rox mouthy andflamf'd : 
O that ourjudgmenty as^your courage has 
OTour fame extended^ vjould affkrt our caufe^ 
That nothing Englijb might fubmit to foreign laws : 
If we hut Titfe to fi& that joyful day^ 
Then of the Eng^/b fiage^ revi'v'd we nu^. 
As of your honour nowy with proper e^UcatioHj fay. 

So when the Gallic fox iy fraud of peace ^ 
Had lulVd theBrijtiJb lion into eafe^ 
And f aw that Jleep composed his couchant head^ 
He lids him wakoj and fee himfelf betra/d 
Jk toils of treacherous politicks around him laid: 
Shews him how one clofe hourpfGaUic thought 
Retook tl^fe towns for which he years had foi^bt. 
At this th* indignant favage roUs his fiery eyts^ 
JUuntlefsj tho^hlH/bingatthebafefurpri/e^ 
Fdufes awhile But finds delays are lutin : 

Compelled to fight ^ ^he Jhahs his flaggy mane ; 
He grinds his dreadful fangs ; and folks to Blenheim^s plain; 
There wifh ereSled cr^^ and horrid roar^ 
He furious plunges on, through fireams of gore. 
And dies with falfe Bavarian blood the purple Danubf'i 

Jbore\ 
'In one pujht hattle frees the defined Jlaves ; 
Revives old Engl(/h honour^ and an empire faves* 
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TO 

Mr. A D D I S O N/ 

Sir, 

YOU will be furprifcJ, in the midft of a daily and fa-* 
miliar converfation, with an addrefs which bears fo 
diilant an airas a public dedication ; but, to put you out 
©f the pain which I know this will give you, I aifure you 
I do not defign in if, what would be very needlefs, a pa- 
negyric on yburfelf, or what, perhaps, is very neceflary^ 
a defence of the play. In the one I ihould dlfcover too 
much the concern or an author, in the other too little th» 
freedom of a friend. 

My purpofe, in this application, is only to (hew th« 
eileem I have for you ; and that I look upon my intima- 
cy with you, as one of the moll valuable enjoyments of 
my life. At the fame time, I hope I make the town no 
ill compliment for their kind acceptance of this comedy, 
in acknowledging that it has fo far raifed my opinion oi 
it, as to make me think it no improper memorial of an iiv- 
violable friendfliip. 

I (hould not offer it to you as fuch, had I not been very 
careful to avoid every thing that might look ill-natured, 
immoral, or prejudicial to what the better part of man- 
kind hold facred and honourable. 

Poetry, under fuch reflraints, is an obliging fervice to 
human fociety ; efpecially when it is ufed, like your ad- 
mirable vein, to recommend more ufeful qualities in your- 
lelf, or immortalize characters truly heroic in others. I 
am, here, * in danger of breaking my promife to you ; 
therefore ihflll take the only opportunity that can offer it- 
felf of refilling my own inclinations, by complying with 
yours. 

^ J am, Sir, 

Yeur mod faithful 

Humble fervant, 

RIGHARD STEELE, 

hz PRO; 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written by Mr. Addison. 

TN' the firfi rift And hifane^tf fm%e^ 

When fools were ma?iy^ and nvhen flays were fcOfce% 

7be raw, unpraHis'd authors could^ with eafe^ 

Aj^ung and unexperienced audience fk/^ ; 

^"f fi^g^ charaSer had e*er heenjbown^ 

But the whole herd of fops wss all their own ; 

"Rich in originals^ they Jet to lAiew, 

In e^^ry piece ^ a coxcomb that was nevo* 

But^naw our Britijh theatre can hoqfi 

Drolls of 4dlkinds^ a *vaji U7ithinkinghofi ! 

Fruitful of folly and of vice, it Jhotm 

Cuckolds J and cits J and hatvdsy and piinps^andhtausi 

Rough country knights are found of ev^ry Jhire^ 

Of £v*ry fqlhion gentle fops appear ; 

And punks of di^ereni charaBers vye meet^ 

As frequent on thefiage as in the pit : 

Our modern wits are forced to pick and cuU^ 

And here and there j ^ chance j gkan uf a fool: 

Long^ $re they find the necefary AarA, 

They fearch the town^ anabeat about the TmI^ 

To all his tnq/l frequented haunts refort^ 

Ofi dog him to the Ring^ and oft to courts 
As lo*ve of pteafure or of place invites: 

' And fomeiimes catch him taking frn^ at Whltiu 
However y to do you rjjght^ the pr^nt age 
Breeds very hopeful mongers fir the ffage^ 
That fcorn the paths their dull forefathers tri>d^ 
And won* t he hhckheads in thecotstmon road* 
Do huifurvey this crowded houfe to-night /— — 
Here^s [ftill encfmrogemcnt for ihtfe that lAjriM* 
Our author^ to divert his friendTto-dayf 
Stocks with n^ariety of fools his play ; 
Andy that there may be fomething gt^ and neWf 
Two ladies errant has exposed to view : 
fhe firfl a damfil trofvelTdin romance^ 
Vjo t\th$r mor^ r^d^ Jhe ^omes from France : 
Befcue^ like courteous knigljtSy the nymph from dangtr^ . 
And kindly treaty like 'well-bred men^the granger. 

A SONG, 
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Defigned for the founh A&, but not T^, 

SEE, Britons, fee, with awful eyes, 
Britannia from her feas arife ! 
Ten thoufand billows round me roar, 

While winds and waves engage, 
That break in froth upon my Ihore, 

And impotently rage. 
Such were the terrors, which, of late, 
Surrounded my afflidled ftate ; 
United fury thus was bent 

On my devoted feats, 
'Till all the mighty force was fpent 

In feeble fwells, and empty threats. 

But now with rifing glory crownM, 
My joys run high, they know no bound ; 
Tides of unruly pleafure flow 

Thro' ev'ry fwelling vein. 
New raptures in my bofom glow, 

And warm me up to youth again. 
Paflmg pomps my ftreets ^om ; 
Captive fpoils in triumph born. 

Standards of Gauls, in fight fubdu'd, 

Colours in hoftile blood embru'd, 
Enfigns of tyrannic might. 
Foes to equity and right. 
In courts of Britifh jufticc wave on higby 
Sacred to law and liberty. 
My crowded theatres repeat. 
In fongs of triumph, the defeat. * 

Did ever joyful mother fee 

So bright, fo brave a progeny. 

Daughters with fo much beauty crowa'd. 

Or fons for valour fo renown'd ? - 

But, Oh I I gaze, ^nd feek in vain, 
To find, amidft this warlike train, 
My abfent fons, th-at us'd to grace 
With decent pride this joyous place; 

A 3 Unhappj|[ 
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Unliappy vouths ! how do my ibrrows tife. 
Swell iny breafti and itidt my ^yes. 

While I your mighty lofs deplore ? 
Wild, and raging with diibrefs, 
I mourn, I mourn my own fucccfs. 

And boail my vidoriea ho more. 
Unhappy youths ! far from their native iky^ 
On Danube^s banks interr*d they lie. 
Germania, give vac back my Hain, 
Give me my flaughter^d Tons aj^ain* 
Was it for this they wng*d fo tar^ 
To free thee from oppremve war i 

Germania, (sft\ 

Tears of forrow wli?fc 1 fhcd 
O'er the manes of my dmd^ 
Lafling ahars 1^ me raife 
To my living heroes* pmfis ; 
Heaven give them a longer ftay^ 
As glorious a^^ious to diiplay^ 
Or perifii on as great a day. 



} 
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A C T I* 

Ent^ Clenmoni, Sen. ii«^raiiiIove. 

Cleufkont, Se^ 

WELL, Mr* FainloTe, how do you go oi w youf 
amour with my wife ? 

FdiM, I amirerjcml, and Tciy diflaiit ; iffiiefmHes, 
or fpea^Sy I bow ioA gaze at her ; thea throw down mv 
, eyes, at if opprefet l^ fear of oifeiu^; thou fleai a look * 
9%2An till ibe again feet m e- ■ This is my geneml method. 

C/rr. Sen* £a& 'cb ngbt^ fear fuck a fine hidf has iu> 
goardtoher virtue, but her pride; therefore you ttffoA 
conibntly apply yovrfelf ta th^tu Bot, dear Lurey, as 
yott have been a rery ^hful, btit a very co&ly wesch 
to me, fo, R^ fpouie aUb bat been conftaBt to m^y bed^ 
but carelefs of my fortime«. 

Faz«. Ah, m^ dear ! how oould yoif leare your poor 
Lucy, and run into Fmnee eo fee fights, and fliew yo«« 
gallantry, with a wife ? Was not that unaatutal ? 

-€10^. Sefu She biiotight nn a noble fimune^ and I 
fboOight flie had a* right to fhare it *y thensfore carried het 
to int the world, fin-fboiii, ^md make the toar of France 
and Italy, where flie learned to lofc her momfy graceful- 
ly ^ to admire every vanity in our fex, and contemn every 
virtue in her own, which, with ten thoufaad other pcr- 
fcftions, are the Ocdinacy improvements of a travelled 
lady. Now, I can neither mortify her vanity, that. I 
may live at eafe with her ; or quite difcard her, till I 
have catched her alittle enlargii^ her innocent ^eedoms. 
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H8 (he calls them : for this end I am content to be a 
French hufband, tho\ now and then, with the fecret 
pangs of an Italian one; and therefore, Sir, or Madam, 
you are thus equipped to attend and accoft her ladyfhip : 

It concerns you to be diligent : if we wholly part " I 

need fay no more : if we do not — I'll fee thee well pro- 
vided for. 

Fain* I'll do all I can, I warrant you ; but you are not 
to exped I'll go much among the men, 

Cler, Sen, No, no^ you muft not go near the men ; you 
arc only, when my wife goes to a play, to fit in a ndc« 
box, with pretty fellows, I don't dcfign you to perfonate a 
real man ; you are only to be a pretty gentleman. Not 
to be of any ufe or confeqilence in the world, as to your- 
felf ; but merely as a property toothers : * fuch as you 

• fee, now*and then, have a life in the intail of a great 

• eftate, that fcem to have come into the world only to 

• be tags in the pedigree of a wealthy houfe,* You muft 
have feen many of that fpecies. 

Fain, I il^pprehend you; fuch as fhmd in aflemblies, 
with an indolent foftnefs, and contempt of all around 
them; who make a figure in public, and are fcomed in 
private^ I have feen fuch a one, with a pocket-glafs to 
fee his own face, and an affeded perfpedive to. know 
others. [Imitates each 4 

Cler, Sen. Ay, ay, that's my man — ^Thou dear rogue ! 

Fain, Let me alone. I'll lay my life I'll horn you j 
that is, I'll make it appear I mfight, if I could. 

Cler* Sen, Ay, that willpleafeme quite as well. 

Fain. To fliew you the progrefs I have made, I laft 
night won of her five hundred pounds, which I have 
brought you fafe. {Giving him hills. 

CUr, Sen. Oh, the damned vice ! That women can 
imagine all houlhold care, regard to poflerity, and fear of 
poverty, mufl be facrificed to a game at cards. Suppofe 
ihe had it not to pay, and you had been capable of finding 
your account atiotherway— 

Fain. That's but a fuppofe 

Cler. Sen. I fay, fhe mull have complied with every 
thing you afked. 

Fain, But flie knows you never limit her expences— 
I'll gain him from her for ever, if I can-*— * [Jfide. 

Clcr. 
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Ckr^ iSfa, Whli t}m jtxi ixave irepsod ne two tlu)ufend 
pounds; and if you did not refimd thus honeAly^ I 

€diild not teiTC fiasp^HKiA her We rau^ have parted. 

' fain* ThtSk you UtiM pwt, if t'otbcr wy fails, {/ffide.^ 
Ifewevcr, I can't Wamc your fondacfs or her, ^ has P» 
maiw entevt^ning qinllti^s imtii ber vaiiiit3N*«Tlien 9nt 
lias luck a pretty unikbiking «ir, .\¥^ile &e imvMn routi4 
a rooia, «^ jn^ttks f ontcftceo ■ * 

Ckr, Sef^ Tkat ivas Iter tuvn from ber mfancy ; ^ 
always had a great gemu» for knotrkig every thit^ bufc 
^liat it was necefiiuy fiie ihotild,' ^ The wks^f the age, 

* «hc great beamicB, and ihort4iinBd peopk cflf veigue, 

* were adway^ ber difcoorfe -and imitation/ Thus the 
ca& fiood whenihcwieiit to Prance ; but her fine foltves 
improved fo daily, that tho* I was then proud ^f her being;^ 
called Mr, Clerrmont's wife, I am now as much out ot 
countenance to hear myfelf cailled Mrs- Clerimont's hitf* 
band, ifoindch is the foperiority on her fide. 

Fain. I am Aire, if ctct I gave myfelf a litite liberty, 
I never found you fo indulgent. 
' CUr. Sen. I /honld have the whole fex on tipf back, 
ihould I pretend to retrench a lady^ well Tifiied as mine 
^: thembre I muft bring it aboet that it ihall appear her 
ownjid, if Ibe reforms? or die I fiwlt be pKm#u«KHrd 
jcal0i9, and bare my eyes puikd out fer beittg< opm * 
But I hear my brother Jack coming, who^ 2 Ih^) hm 
taaightyburswitlihim— Hiill ndiauiw?!. 
Enttr Cttffma Cleriinont and Pounce. 
• Ccf^ Cier. I have fmmd him out at fafr, bwther, and 
brought you the obfet^^uioDS Ml*. Pounoe ; I iaw hrm at a 
diftancein'a crowds whifpeitng ta their tunw with all 
about l|i^- He is a gentleman fbseodrved, fo courted, 
and fo trailed 

Pounce, I am ^ery^ ghid If you* faw any thing Hke that ; 
if the approbation of odier» can reccftnm^Ki me (where 
I much nnore deft re it) to this company. 

Qer. Sffu Oh, the civH pcrfon !.— — But dear Pounce, 
you know I am your profefled admirer; * I always cdc* 
** Iwated you for your excettentfldll and addrcfe, ibrthat 
** happy knowledge of' the'Urortd, which ma&es yo^ fecm 

* born for imog with the perfbfts you are with, wheie^ 

* ever you comCf '-i— NowV »ny breaker and I want your 

help 
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help m a bufinefs that requires a little more dexterity thaiS 
we ourfelves are mafkrs of. 

Pounce^ You know. Sir, my chara6ler is helping the 
diftreiled, which I do freely, and without rcfcrve; while 
others are for diflinguifluDg rigidly on the julBce of the 
occafion^ and fo lofe the grace of the benefit— Now 'tis 
my profeffion to aflift a free-hearted young fellow againft 
an unnatural long-lived father*— to difencumber men of 
pleasure of the vexation of unwieldy cftates, to fupport a 
feeble title to an inheritance^ to— 

Ckr. Sen. I have been well acquainted with your merits 
ever fince I iaw you, with fo much compaiEon, prompt a 

hammering witnefs in Wellminfter-Hall that wanted 

indrudtion 1 love a man that can venture his ears with 

fo much bravery for his friend ■ . ■ 

Pounce, Dear Sir, fpare ray modeHy, and let me know 
to what all this panegyric tends. 

Cler. ben. Why, Sir, what I wouM fay is in behalf of my 
brother the captain here, whofe misfortune it is that I was 
born before him. 

Pounce. I am con6dent he had rather you ihouki hare 
been fo, than any other man in England. 

Cap. Cler, You do me jufticc, Mr. Pounce— —Bat, 
&ough 'tis to that gentleman, I am fHll a younger brother^ 
and you know we that are fo, are generally condemned to 
ihops, colleges^ or inns, of court. 

Pounce. But you, Sir, have efcaped them ; you have 
been trading in the noble naart of glory— 

Cap. Cler. That's true— =?— But the general makes fuch 
haiie to finifti the war, that we red coats may be foon out 
of faihion and then I am a fellow of. the moll cafy, 

indolent difpoiition in the work) : I hate all manner of 
buiinefs. 

Pounce. A compofed temper, indeed ! 

Cap. Cler. In fuch a cafe, I (hould have no way of liveli- 
hood, but calling over this gentleman's dogs in the coun- 
try, drinking his flale beer to the neighbourhood, or mar- 
rying a fortune. 

Ckr. Sen. To be fliort, Pounce I am putting Jack 

upon marriage , and yovf are if> public an envoy, or rather 
plenipotentiary, from the very different nations of Cheap- 
fide, Covent-Gardcn, and St. James's ; you bavei too, the 

mien 
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tni^^and language of each place fo naturaliy, that you 
are the propereft inltrument I know in the world, to help 
ma honeft yeung fe^o^V to favour in one of them, by cre- 
ilit in the other. 

Fmnce^ By what I underhand of your many prefaces, 
gentlemen, thepurpofe of all this is " That it would 

not, in the leaft, difcompofe this gentleman's eafy, indo- 
lent difpofitlon, to fall into twenty thoufand pounds, tho' 
it came upon him never fo fuddcnly. 

Cait. Cler, You are a very difcerning man— —How 
^ould you fee fo far through me, as to know I love a fine 
woman, pretty equipage, good company, and a clean habi- 
tation ? 

P&unce. Well, though I am fo muck a conjuror—— 
.Wkatthen? 

CJer,Setu You know a certain perfoa, inta whofe 
hands you now and then recommend a young heir, to be 
relieved from the vexation of tenants, taxes, and ib 

, forth- — 

Pounce. What ! my worthy friend, and city •patron, 
Hezekiah Tipkin, banker, in Lombard-ftreet ; would the 
noble captain lay any fums in his hands ? 
. Cap. Cler. No— But the nt^le captain would have trca- 
fure out of his hands— You know his niece. 

Pounce. To m^ knowledge, ten thoufand pounds in 
money. 

Cap.Cler. Such ailaturel fuch a blooming counte- 
nance ! fo eafy a fhape ! 

Pounce, In jewels of her grandmother's five thou- 
fand—— 

Cap. Ckr» Her witfo lively, her mien fo alluring I. 
f ounce. In land a thoufand a year. , 

€i^. Cler. Her lips have that certain prominence, that 
fwelling foftnefs, that they invite to a prefTure ; her ^yes 
that languifh, that they give pain, though they look only 
inclined to reft— Her whole peribatkat one charm —— 
Pounce. Raptures! Raptures! 
* Cap, Cler* How can it, fo infetnfibly to itfelf, lead us 

* through cares it knows not, through fuch a wilderne(« 

* of hopes, fears, joys, forrows, defires, defpaiis, ecfla- 
^ cies, and tormentSi with fo fweet, yet fo anxioun vi- 

* xdflhqde l i 

P$uncu 
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Pmmce. Why I thought you Iiad nevrr feen hci>— 

C^ Ckr. No jnore I baVc 

P^mnu. Wbtt t«kl fon,. (ken, of lier inTkibg lips, ker 
foft fleepy eyes ? 

Cap.Cler. YtM yourfelf 

PiHwrrr. Sur«yott tave ; Ineverfpeke of her afore t# 
you. 

Ci/w Ctrr. Wky^ you won^c iaoe me'dowa— Dtd yeu not 
juft now fay, (he had tea thooiimdpovttdB in moneys fi^e 
ta jeweU^ «ui atboviaiMla year ^ 

Pounce. I confefa my cnm Aupidkv^ and her cfhamw— ^ 
Why, if you were to meet, yawi wouMisertainiy pleafe hert 
you have the cant of loving ; but, pray, may we be f rec^ 
That young gentka wi — ■ ■ 

Cap, Ckr, Avery honeft, modeft gentleman of myac- 
qufliataaoe ; ooe that baa inudi «nofe in him than he 
appears t» bare ; yon AmU icaow him better, Sir ^ thiis 
is Mr«Ppiiiioe« Jdr. Poimcey tlM» is Mn Faiii^eTe; I 
muftdefircyou to let him be known toyouj and yowr 

Pounce. I (hall be piwud— -Wdlj tkeii, iinee we may 
be free, you muft uaderfia^d^ the yo«mg - lady, J^iy being 
kept &aiii tbennocld, has 4»ade a VMfiA^ of her ow n ' * ■■ 
She has fpent all her laMtdde in-readnig romances ; her 
iieadis inllbf .ihepkerdty kiu|^> bowery meads, groves, 
and ftreams ; fo thatif yoa talk like a man of this.worUI 
tt huty yoa do oothtng^ 

Cap. Cler. Oh, let me alone — I hare been a^eat tmt 
irdler in Faiiy Land n^elf ! I know •Ofoondstes, Ca0en« 
drsi ; Aftrea and Clelia are my intimate acquamtance. 

*■ Go, my hearths envoys, tender iigbs maloe haffe, 

* And with your breath fweU the ioft ^phyr's hlsJl; 

* Then near that fair wie, if you cbanee to fly, 
^ Tell her, in whilpers, 'tis for her I dk.' 

Pow^e. That^oolddtfi that, would do faer Tny 

language. 

Ger. SSm Why then, dear Pouocc, I know thou art 
-Ae odiy man bviiig that ^RtL ler«e hini» 
. Poimce. Gernkmco, yon mud pardon «ic, L am fo- 
Jicituo^ th^ mafiriagcfsttlefixfim. between hor- and; a 
country-booby, her coufin, Humphr y Gubbi ny ^kHar- 

lyV 
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ry's heir, who is come to town to take pofleffion of 
her. 

CUr.^en. Wdl^ all that I can fay to the matter if » 
thsrt a thouiand pounds on the day of Jack's marriage 
to her, is m(»re than you'll get by the difpatch of thofe 
deeds. 

Prince. Why, a thoufand pounds is a pretty thing, 
efpecially when ^tis to take a lady fair out of the handa 
or an obftinate ill-bred. clown, to give her to a gentle 
fwain, a dying enamour'd knight. 

Cler* Sen. A^^ dear Pounce— confider but that«-^he 
juftice of the thing. 

Ftfunce^ Befides, he is juft come from the glorious ■ 
Blenheim ! 'Look ye. Captain, I hqpe you have learned 
an implicit obedience to your leadors^ 
Cap. CUr. 'Tis all I know. 

Pounce. Then, if I am to command— -make no one 
Aep without me-^and fince we may be free— I am alfo to 
acquaint you, there will be more merit in bringing this 
matter to bear than you imagine— -Yet right meafurei 
make all things poffible. 
Cap. CUr. We'll follow yours exa^ly. 
Pounce. But the great matter againfl U8 is want of tiine^ 
for the nymph's uncle, and fquire's father, this morning' 
met, and made an end of the matter—— But the difiiculty 
of atlung, Captain,(hallbeiioreafon againft attempting 
it* 

Cap.Chrm I have fo great an opinion t>f yourconduS, 
that I warrant you we conquer all. - 

Pounce. I am fo intimately employed by old Tipkin, 
and fo neceflary to him— that I may, perhaps, puzzle 
things yet. 

Ger. Sen* I have feen thee cajole the knave very 
deztroufly. 

Pounce^ Why, really, Sir, generally Ipeaking, 'tis 
but knowmg what a m^n thinks of himielf, and giving^ 
him that, to make him what elfe you pleafe— Now Tip- 
kin is an abfolute Lombard-ftrcct wit, a fellow that 
drolls on the ftrength of fifty thoufand pounds: he is 
called on 'Chanjge, Sly-boots, and by the force of a 
viery good credit, and very bad copfcience, he is a lead- 
ing perfon ; but we muft be qulcky or he'll iheer old 
B «ic 
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fiir Ifanyoutof hitiiBnlfity and Stnke up the Me of bis 
jiiece immediately. 

C^ Cler^ But my rivals wjbat's he— — 

F,0MM£i^ There's fome hojpes there, for I hear the bcoby 
IK u avQrfc as his father is acliaed ca it > .Qftc ts at 
4>bfUnate, as the other cruel. 

Cter.Sm. Hets, 'tb^^« k pert blockhead, andvety 
lirely out of hislather^a fight. 

^F0mict, He that gave me his chara^r, called him a 
''docile dunce, a fellow rather abford, than adire<ik fool— 
Wheahis fathei's abfoit, heUljpiufoeanyjtbaog he*t pat 
upon— But we muft not lofe time — Pray be you two bro- 
then at homie to wait for any nodce m>m m e ■ ■ ■ W hile 
that pretty {gentleman and I, whofe ^ce I have knowft, 
take a walk and look a^out for them i > S o, fo^- ■ * 
young lady [A/ufefo Faililoye.] 

Mnter Sir Harry Gubbin ^ jt^Ttpkin, 

Sir Mar* Lo^ ye, broker Tipkio, as i told 3^ou be-' 
ftiCy my bufinefs in town is todi^iofe of Mi hundred head^ 
of cattle, and my fon. 

Tif. Brother Gubbin, as I figtiified to you in my laft, 
1)eanngdate September i^th, my niece has ^ thoufand 
pounds fer ataapm^ and becaufe I hav« found yoii a plain* 
dealing man (particubrly in the eafy padvou put into my 
hands laft fummer) I 'was wilBng you fiiould have the refu« 
^1 of my niece, provided that I have adifcharge from aU 
retro(pc^8wfaile her guardian, and one thoufaad pounds 
for my care. 

SirHar, Aye, but brother, ^ou rate her too high, tfce 
war has fcxcihed down the price of women : the whale 
lution is over-run with petticoats; our daughters lie 
upon our hands, brother Tipkin ; girb are dmgs, ^, 
mere drugs. 

Tip. Look ye, Sijr Harry rlct gWs be what they 

win*—— a thoufand pounds a year, is a thoufaind poitnds a 
year.: and a thoufand pounds a y^r is neither girl nor' 
toy. 

Sir Hot. Look ye, Mn Tipkia, the main article witk 
sne is, that foundation of wives rebellid|i, and hnibandi 
cndcoAdom, that curfed pin-mpne y ■ ■■ ■ m fi ve hundred' 
jpouadsj&^ 4ffxnii^.pin«iB0!)ey« 
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Ttft. The word pin^moBey, SirHariy, i$ a term » 

Sir'Ihir^ It is aterm^ brother,, we never had in qur 
jfamily, nor qver will— -Make her jointure in widow-hood 
acoonimglj large, but four hundred poun^ a year i» 
etoough to gtve no account of. 

Tif^ Welly Sir Harry, fince you caal: fwalfow thefir 
pin&, I will abate to four hundted poundsv 

HirHar. And to mollify the article ag well -as 

%ecify the tffes, we*llput m the names of fcveral femaler 
utenfils> as needles, knitting- need tes, tape, thread, 
ici^fins, IxxlSiMfi, iane, play-books, with other toys of 
that nattire^ And noi^,. ftrkre we have as good as con- 
dttdedeathe marriage^ it Will not be improper that the 
young people fee -each other. 

y^. Idon'tthmkitprudenttill thever^inftantof mar-» 
riage, left thoy (bou hi not like one Another. 

Sir Har, They Ihall meet «A» f6r the yolmg girt 

feecaijabtdJihkeNuTn^} andf^r Numps, I never fuf- 
fered him to^hsve any xtmg he Ftked in his life. He*ll Ke 
liereiniinediately-; he h«rs b^en thiki^ opfkHii hii child* 
faodd iBider fiick n ptent iia tkii ih my hattd* ■ ■■ I hate 
taken pains inhk edtica^ft* i 

f^ Sir Hany, I approve ybur method ; for fince you 
have left off hunting, you might 6|herwi<lS want exercife^ 
imA ihM is a fuhde expedmtit to pre^brve your own Healthy 
and your fon*s good manners* 

Sir Htrr. It £»» been the ctffiom of the Gubbins to pre- 
fcrvc Severity and difcipline in their families— I. my (Mf 
was caned the d^y before my wedding* 

Tif^ Aye, Sir Marry, had you not been weH cudgelled 
in your youth, you had neVer been the man you are. 7 
Sir Har, You fay right, Sir, now I feel the behefit of it 
—There's acrab-trce near our hcHift* which iJoilirifliefi for 
the;good <rf myp&fl:erky,:aiid has brofhedour jacket*, 
from j^Kher tofon, for l^vefal generations — ^— . , 

Tip. I am glad to hear you have all thiftgs fteccff^y ftr 
the ranaily wi%4ft3ronrfelved-^>-*'-«^ 

Sir Har, Oh ! yonder, I fee Numps is coming ■ ■■ i ' i * 
I have dreiTed him in the very futt I had on at my owa 
wedding; ^tis a moft becoming apparfel,' « !■ " 

B t MhtMr 
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EnUr Humpliry Gubbin* 
Tip^ Truly, the youth roaJccs a - good marriageablt 
Sgure. 

Sir Hot. Come forward, Numpt, this is yourunde 
Tipkin, your mother's brother, Numps, that is fo kind a» 
to beflovir his nifce upon you. Don*t be fo glum, firrah, 
don't bow to a man with a face as if you'd knock him 
clown, don*t, firrah. [j^ru 

Tip. I am glad to fee you, coufin Humphry-— —He is 
3K>t talkative, I obferve alreadv* 

Sir Hot. He is very fhrewd. Sir, when he f^eafes ; do 
you fee this crab-ilick, you dog ! {j^rt.'\ Well, Numps, 
dcm't be out of humour. Willyou talk ? [Jpart.'] Come 
we're your friends, Numps, come, lad. 

Ihmp. You are a pure fellow for a father. This is 
always your tricks, to make a great fool of one before com* 
pany. {^art to bis father J\ 

Sir Har» Don't difgrace me, firrah : you grim, grace- 

. fcfr logue [.^r/.]-— Brother, he has b^n bred up 

. to refpei^ and filence before his parent s ■ Y et dtdyou 

but hearwhata noife he makes fometimes in the kitchen, 

or the kennel, he's the loudefi of them all. 

7^ Well, Sir Harry, fince you aifure me he can fpeaky 
I'll take your word for it. 

Hump^ I^anfpeak whenlfeeoccafion, and I can hold 
my tongue when I fee occafion* 

Sir Hot. Wellfaid« Nump s fi rrah, I fee you can im 
well, if vou will. \Aparu'\ 

Tip. t'ray walk up to me, coufin Humphrey. 
SirHar. Aye, walk to and fro between las, with 
your hat under your arm. Clear up your countenance. 
[Apart.l 

fip, I fee, Sir Harry, you han't fethim a capering un- 
,^r a French dancing-maler : he does not muu^ it : he 
bas not learned to walk by a courant, or a bcai c ■■ H is 
-faces are natural<-^r Harry. 

Hump. I don't know but it is, fo we walk in the weft of 
JEngland. 

SirHar. Aye, right, Numps, and fo we do— Ha! 
ha ! ha ! pray, brother, obferve his make, none of your 
4aih-backed wifhy wafhy brsped— Come hidier, Numps. 
Can't you fiandihll? [Apart.^ 

[MeaJuringhisJhQuidiru 
Tip* 
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Tij>, I prefume this is not the firft time, Sir Harry, yon 
bare mcaiurcd his fhoulders with your cane. 

Sir Har% Look ye, brother, two, foot apd an half ia the 
(houlders. 

Tip. Two feet and an half ? Wc mud make fom^ feitle- 
ment on the younger children^ 

Sir Hitr. Not hke him, quotha' \ ^ \ 

Tip, He may fee his coufki when he pfeafes. ^ 

Hump. But hark ye, uncle, I have a fcruple I had bettejr 
mention before marrfage than after. 

Tip, What's* that ? What's that? 

Hump. My coufln, you know, is a-krn to me, and I 
dbn^ think it lawful for a yoving man to marry his owq^ 
relations. 

Sir Har, Haik ye, hark ye, Numps, we have got a way 
tD folve all thai: flrrah f Confider this cuduel! Your 
coafin ! Stippofc I'd have you marry your grandmother jr 
ifhat then ? ^^Apart,"] 

Tip, Well, has your fether fttisfiedyou in the pwnty 
Mir. Humphry ? 

Hump, A^fe^ayc, Sir, vciy well : I .have not the leafr 
fcrimle rcraaimng; no, no,— not in the leaft, Sir. 

Tip. Then hark ye, brother ; we'll go take a whet, au(J 
fettle the whde affeir. 

Sir Har* Come, we*ll leave Numps here— —he know* 
the way. Notjnarry your own relations, firrah ! [Apart^y 

, Hump, Very fine, very fine ; how prettily this park ii 

flocked with foldiers, and deer, and ducks, and ladies 

Ha ! where are the old fellows gone I where caa they be^ 

tro'—-— -I'll aikthefe people- 

£«/^r Pounce ^»^ Fainlove. ^\ 

Hump. Ha, you pretty young gentleman, did you fecr 
my father ? 

Fain. Your father, Sir ? | 

Hump^ A weazd-faced crds old gentleman, with fpin«^' 
dleflianks? 

Fain. No, Sir. 

Hump, A crab- tre« ffick in his hand ? 

Pounce. We ha'n^ met any body with thefe marks, but. 
fare I have fcen you before — A^-c not you Mr. Humphry 
, Gubbin, fon and heir to Sir Henry Gubbin I 

B ^ Wumpm 
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IlMmfi. I am hit fdn and hd r But how long I 

Ihall be fo I can*t tell, for he talks every day of difin- 
heriting me. 

Pounce. DearSir, let me embrace you-— Nay, donfr 
be oiended if I uke the liber^ to kifs you ; Mr.^Fsuii' 
love, pray [Fainlove kfjesj] kift the genuem^*— ^^^y, 
dear Sir, don't dare and be furprifed, for I have liad a 
defire to be better known to you ever fince I (aw you ooc 
day clinch you fifl at your father, when hit back was 
turned upon yqu-— — For I muft own I very much adwiipe 
a young gentleman of fpirit. 

I^dmf. Why, Sir, would it not vex a man to the 
heart, to have an old fool ihubbing a body every minute 
afore company. 

Pounce. Oh, fye ! he ufes you like a boy. 

Hump. Like a bo^r ! He lays me on, now and then, 
as if I were one of his hounds— You can't think what a 
rage he was in this morning, becaufe I boggled a little at 
marrying my own coufin* 

P ounce. A man can't be too fcrupulous, Mr. Humphry; 
a man can't be too fcrupulous. 

Hump. Sir, I could as foon love my own flefh and 
J>lood ; we fhould fquabble Uke brother and Mer ; do 
you think we fhould not, Mr. ^— ? Pray, gentlemen)- 
may I crave the favour of your names ? 

Pounce. Sir, I am the very perfon that have been em- 
ployed to draw up the articles of marriage between you 
and your coufin. 

Hump. Aye, fcy jjou fo ? Then you can inform me in 

Ibme things concerning myfelf ? Pray, Sir, what 

♦fiate am I heir to ? 

Pounce. To fifteen hundred pounds a year, an intailed 
eftate*— 

Hump. I am glad to hear it, with all my heart j and 
can you fatisfy me in another qucMon Fray how old 
am 1 at prefent ? 
' Pounce. Three and twenty laft March. 

Hump. Why, as fure as you are there, they have kept 
me back. I have been told by fome of the neighbour- 
hood, that I was born the very year the pigeon houfe 
was built, and every body knows rhe pigeon-houfc is 
three and twenty — Why, I find there has been tricks 
3 played 
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jAzyd me ; I have obeyed him all along, aa if I had 
been obliged to it. 

Fpunce^ Not at all, Sir ; your father can't cut you oui 
of one acre of fifteen hmidred pounds a j^ear. 

Hum. What a fool have I been, to give him his hea^d 
So long ! 

PouiKt. A man of your beauty and fortune may find 
out ladies enough that are not a-km to you. 

Hun^. Look ye, Mr. What-d'ye-calt— As to my beau- 
tjr, I Qon*t know but they may take a liking to that-?* 
3ut, Sir,, mayn't I crave your name ? 

Pounce. My name, Sir, is Pounce, at your fervicc* 

, Hump. Pounce, with a P ! 

,F ounce. Yes, Sir, 'and Samuel with an S # 
Hump. Why then, Mr. Samuel Pounce, do you know 
any gentlewoman that you think I could like ? For, to 
tell you truly, I took an antipathy to my coufin ever fince 
my father propofed her to me— And fince eyery body 
knows I came up to be married, I don't care to go dowQ^ 
.and look baulked* 

"Pounce. I have a thought juft come into m/ head-— ^ ^ 
Do 3roa fee this young gefitleman ? He has a fifier, a 
j>rodi^ous fortune — 'Faith, you two fhall be acquainted* 
Fain. I can't pretend to expe£l: fo accompliftied a gen-» 
tleman as Mr. Humphrey for my filler ; but, being your 
friend, I'll be at his fervice in the affair. 
^ Hump, If I had your fifler, fhe and I fliould live like 
two turtles* 

Pounce. Mr. . Humphrey, you fhan't be foolM any 
longer* ril carry you into company; Mr. Fainlove, 
you (hall introduce him to Mrs. Clerimont's toilette. 
. Fain. She'll be highly taken with him, for flie loves a 
gentleman whofe manner- is particular* 

Pounce. What, Sir, a perfon of your pretenfions, a 
dearefbte, no portions to pay ! 'Tis barbarous, your 
treatment — Mr. Humphry, I'm afraid you want money 
f-There's for you — What, a man of your accomplifh- 
ments! [Giving a purfc. 

Hump. And yet you fee, Sir, how they ufe me— -^ 
Dear Sir, you are the beft friend I ever met with in all 
my life — Now 1 am flufli of money, bring me to your 
fiuer, and I warrant you for my behaviour— A mwi!s 

^uittt 
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quite aBothcr thing with money in his pocket yxxi 

know. 

Ppuncf. Hovr little the oaf wonders why I Ihould giyc 
him money ! You fM\ never want, Mr. Humphry, 
while I have- it, Mr. Humj^iry ; hut, dear friend^ I 
muft take my leave of you, I have fome extraordinary 
VtfineCi o«i my iMods ; I can't fby ; but you muft not 
fay a word. 

PirrVr. But yotr mu^be in the way half an hour hcnce^ 
mtA V\\ intfo^kice you at Mrs. Clerimont's. 

Pounce, Make 'em bcliev^ you are wUliAg' to have 
your coulin BridgeCi *cill opportunity ferves. Farewel, 
dear friend . [ Exeun t Pounce atoi Fain. 

Humf. Farewel, good Mr* Satnuei Pounce— But 
lot^ fee njy cafl i " tis very troe^ the old faying, a man 
NieQte with more friendfhip from ilrangers, than his owrf 
letotioos— — LetS fee my caft, ohe, two, thtie^, fbur, 
lliei* oa that fi d e on e, two, three, four, on that Mt i^ 
*t\% . a fodift thing to put ftll one^s money ih one p6cket^ 
'tis like a man's whole eftate in one county — Thefe five 
m Rty fob— Dl keep thcfie in my hand, l^ft-*I fhoulci, 
iMve a prtfent occafioA-^— — But this,to#n'8 fall of ptck« 
po<;fett8— — ^IHl ga home again* [Exit 'wbiftlin^^ 

End of the Fia&x Act. 



A C T II. 

Mnter Pounc^^ and Captain Cterimont vdth 'his arm in m 
Scarf. 

Pounce. 

YOU are now well enough inflru^fM both in the aunt 
and niece to form your behaviour* 
Caf^ Cler. But to talk with her apart is the great raat»' 
ter. 

Potmce* The antiquated virgin has a mighty "aflcdlatieii 
for youth, and is a great lover of men and money- 
One of thefe, at IcafV, I am fure I can gratiSFy • her in^ 

* by turning her pence in the annuities, or the Hocks of 

* one of the companies,* fome way or other I'll find to 
CAtertaia her^ and engagfsyou^ with, the young* lady. 
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Capt. Ckr, Since that is her ladyfliip's turn, fo bufy 
and fine a gentleman as Mr. Pounce muft needs be in her 
good graces. 

Pounce^ So'fhall you too But you muft not be feen 
with mc at firft meeting ; I'll dog *ero, while you watch 
at a diflance, {Exeunu 

Enter Aunt and Niece, 

Niece. Was it not my gallant that whifiled fo charm- 
ingly in the parlour, before he went out this morning ? 
He's a mod accomplifhed cavalier. 

Aunu Come, niece, come— You don't do well to 
make fport with your relations, efpecially with a young 
gentleman that has fo much kindnefs for you. 

Niece. Kindnefs for me ! What a phrafe is there to ex- 
prefs the darts and flames^ the fighs and languiihings of 
an expe6ting lover ! 

Aunt. Pray, niece, forbear this idle trafh, and talk 
like other people. Your couiin Humphry will be true 
^and^hearty in what he fays, and that's a great deal better 
than the talk and compliment of romances* 

Niece. Good Madam, don't wound my ears with fuch 
expreffions ; do you think I can ever love a man that's 
jtrue and hearty ! What a peafant-like amour do thefe 
coarfe words import ? True and hearty ! Pray, aunt, 
endeavour a little at the embellifhment ot )rour&ile* 

Aunt. Alack-a-day, couiin Biddy, thefe idle romances 
have quite turned your head. 

Niece. Horw often muft I defire you, Madam, to lay 
afide that familiar name, couiin Biddy ? I never hear it 

^without blufliing Did you ever meet with an heroine, 

in thofe idle romances as you call 'em, that was termed 
Biddy? 

^ Aunt. Ah, couiin, couiin Thefe are meer vapours, 

indeed Nothing but vapours. 

Niece. No, the heroine has always fomethiiig foft and 
engaging in her name — Something that gives us a no- 
tion of the fweetnefs of her beauty and behaviour. A ' 
name that glides through half a dozen tender fyllables, 
as ~ Elifmunda, CUdamira^ Ddidamia, that runs upon 
Yowels of the tongue, not hiifing through one's teeth, 

»r breaking theni with confenants 'Tis llrange rude- 

meis thofe familiar names they give us, wiien there if 
« Aureliai 
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Aurelia, Saccharifla^ Gloriana, for pedple of coodiekm ;^ 
and Celia, Chloris, Corinna^ Mopf^^ for th&t msuds tmi 
thofc of lower rank. • 

jiu^i. X^ook ye^ Biddy^ tkisia not to be fupported — 
I koow not wberc you learned this nicety ; but I csm teU 
. you, fprfcoth, as^nuch as you defpifc it, your tnotbcr 
was a Bridget before you^ and an excellent houfewife. 

Niece. Good Madam, don't upbraid fne frith n\y mo* 
thcr Bridgiet,. and sw exccllwit boufewifc, 

j^unt. Yes, I fay, (he was, and fpent ker time in 

, better, learnilig than ever you did— not in re^idiit^ of 

fights .and. battles of dwarfs and gaam ; bu( in wntif^ 

out receips for broths, poflSHs, cajodles , ai^d furleit*wa^ 

lers, as becaime a good countrjr i^dewom^. % 

Niece. My mother, and a ^ndget I 

Atmt. Yes, niece, I fay again your mother, ray fifter, 
was a Bridget 1 the daughter of her mother lV^i|^iy, of 
her mother Sidy^ of ber mother Alice. 

.Niect. Have you no mercy ? Oh, the baiteoui fj^ 
nealogy ! 

Jmu Of her mothee WiotAied, ofl^ermoAerJooo. 

Niec€. Sinoe )rou will rua on, then I iHtif^ tiMt tcff 
you I am not fhtisibd m dne potntof my n»csvity» Masfr 
an in£uicha8 been placed is. a cottme with oMmt^pK 
rentft, 'till by chance fbme aadent tervMt of ttetei^ 
haa known it by its ma^ka. 

Junt. Aye, you had beft be fearched ^Tbat'a lUfc 

your calHng the winds the fanning gales, beibre I don't 
know how much company ; and ^e tree that was bbwn 
by if, had, fbriboth, a fpirit impnfoned in the tiaak 
.0/ it. . 

Niece. Ignorance ! 

Aunu I'hen a cloud tbift mormog had a fl^big dhigoa 
in it. 

2!^ect. What eyet had you that you could fee DothiDg ? 
JFor my part I kiok upon it to be a prodigy, and expeft 
ipmething extraordinary will happen to me before m^ 
But you have a grofs reKfh of thiogs. What ncilc 
descriptions in romances had been loll, if ;he writera hid 
been perfons of your goftt ? . , 

4»nt, I wift the authors had been hatged| aodtheir 
books bunt) be&re'you bad&ttt '6m. 
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'}>Jlece. Simplicity! 

ylunt. A parcel of improbable lies < ■ ■ 

Niece, Indeed, Madam, your railleiy ia coarfe— — 

Auf^, Fit only to corrupt young girls, and fill their 
l^ads ivith a thouiand fooliih breams of I don't kno^^ 
-ji4iftt. 

Niece, Nay, bow. Madam, you grow ex tray agapr, 

jiunu What I fay is not to vex, but advife you for 
yourgoo4- 

Niece. What, to bum Philoclcs, Artaxerxes, Oroon* 
^^tes, and the reft of the heroic lovers, and take my 
country booby, coufin Humphry, for an husband ! 

Aunt, Oh, dear. Oh, dear, Biddy ! Pray, good dear, 
jearn t5b ^ and fpeak like the reft of the world ; come, 
come, you (liall maqy your xroufin, and live comfort- 
ably. 

Niece. Live comfortably ! What kmd of life is-that ? 
A §1*^1 heir^B live comfortably ! Pray, aunt, learn to 
*ailc yoiM? ideas— —What is, I wonder, to Uv« comfort- 
ably ? 

jiuui. To live comfortably, is to live with prudence 
and frugality, as wc do in Lombard-lireet. 

JSiece. As we do ■ That's a fine life indeed, with 
«fte fcr^ant of .each fex— Let's fee how many things* 
our coachman is good' for— He rubs down his horfes^' 
lays the cloth, whets the knives, and fometimes makes 
¥eds. 

Aunt. A good fervant ihotild turn his hand to^rery' 
tkiog m a family* 

Niece* Nay, there's not a creature in our family, tiiat« • 
has not two or three difierent duties ; as John is butler, 
footman, and coachman; (o Mary is cook, laundrefs, 
and chamber-maid* ^ 

Aunt* Well, and do you laugh at that ? : 

Niece* No— —not I— -nor at the eoach-horfes, tho* 
one has an eafytrot for my uncle's riding, and t'other ant 
tihff pace for y<:Hir fide-faddlc 

Aunt, And fo you jeer at the gbod management otr 
your relations, do you ? 

Niece, No;, I'm well fatisfied that all the houfe aro> 
careatures o^ bufinefs ; but indeed wa^ in h^)es that my 
fo#r liule lap-dog might have lived with me upon my 

ibctuxie 
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fortune without an employment ; but my uncle threaltiit 
every day to make' him a tum-fpitf that be too, in his 
fphcre, may help us to live comfortably > ■ 
* Amnt. Hark ye, coudn Biddy, 

Niece, I vow I'm out of countenance, when our but* 
ler, with his careful face, drives us dl flowed in a cha* 
riot drawn by one horfe ambling, and t'other trotting 
with his provifions behind for the family, from Saturday 
night till Monday morning, bound for Hackney ■ * 
Tnen we make a comfortable figure, indeed. 

Aunt* So we do, and fo will you always, if you marry 
your couiin Humphry, 

Niece, Name not the creature. 

Junt. Creature ! what your own couiin a creature f ' 

Niece. Oh, let's be going ; I fee yonder another crea* 
ture that does my uncle's law buiinefs, and h^s, I believe^ 
made ready the deeds, thofe barbarous deeds ! 

Aunt* What, Mr. Pounce a creature too ! Nay, now» 
I'm fure you're ig^iorant— You fliall ftay, and you'M 
leard more wit from him in an hour, than in a thoufand 
of your foolifh books in an age "Your fervant, Mr, 

Pounce. 

Enter Pounce. 

Pounce. Ladies, I hope I don't interrupt any private; 
difcourfe. 

Aunt. Not in the leafH Sin 

Pounce, I fliould be loth ^to be efteem'd one of thoife 
who think they have a privilege of mixing in all com- 
panies, without any bufinefs, but to bring forth a lou4 
laugh, or.vainjefL 

Nieiesm He talks with the mien and gravity of a Paladin, 

[A/Ue. 

Pounce. Madam, I bought the other day at three and 
an half, and fold at feven. 

Aunt. Then pray. Sir, fell for me in time. Niece, 
mind him ; he has an infinite deal of wit 

Pounce. This that I fpeak of was for you ' I ne» 

v«r neglcft fuch opportunities to ferve my friends. 

Aunt. Indeed, Mr. Pounce, you arc, I proteft, with* 
«ut flattery, the wittiefl man in the world. 

Pounce. laiTure you, Madam, J faid iafl night, hefoie 
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an hundred head of citizens, that Mrs. Barflieba Tipkin 
was the moil ingenious young lady in the liberties* 

-/^»«/. Well, Mr, Pounce, you are fo facetious —— 
But you are always among the great oneS' ' ■•^'Hs no 
wonder you have it, 

JV/w. Idle! idle! 

Pounce. But^ Madam, you know Alderman Grey- 
goofe, he*s a notable joking man.— —Well, fays he, 
here's Mrs. Barflieba's health '- — She's my miftrefs. 

Aunt. That man makes me fplit my fides with laugh- 
ing, he'sfuch a wag (Mr. Pounce pretends Grey- 

goofe faid all this, but I know 'tis his own wit, for he's 
m love with me.) \^AJule. 

Pounce, But, Madam, there's a certain afi^ir I (hould 
communicate to you. {Apart. 

Aunt. Aye, tis certainly fo— He wants to break hia 
mind to me. [/^</f.] [Captain Cienifiont fi^ng. 

Pounce, ph, Mr. Clerimont, Mr. Cleriniont — Ladies, 
pray let me introduce this young gebtleman, he's my 
friend, a youth of great virtue and goodnefs, for all he is 
in a red coat. 

Aunt. If he's your friend, we need not doubt his 
virtue. 

Cajft. Cier. Ladies, you are taking the cool breath of 
the morning, 

iiiece. A pretty phrafe. [Afide* 

Aunt. That's the pleafanteft time this warm weather. 

Caft. Cler. Ob, 'tis th^ feafon of the pearly dews, and 
gentle zepyhrs. 

Niece. Aye ! pray mind that again, aunt. \AJide* \ 

P ounce » Shan't we repofe ourfelves on yonder (eat } I 
^ love improving company, and to communicate. 

Aunt. 'TIS certainly fo He's in love witk nie, 

and wants opportunity to tell n>e fo I don't care if 

we do He's a moft ingenious man. 

[Exeunt Aunt ami Pounce. 

Copt. Oer. We enjoy here. Madam, all. the pretty 
landscapes of the country, without the pains of going 
thither. 

Niece. Art and nature are^ in ^ rivalry, or rather a 
confederacy, to adorn this beauteous park with all the 
agreeable variety of water, fluide« walks, and air^ • 
^ ^ C ' - What 



Digitized by 



Google 



^ THE TENDER HUSBAND4. 

Wbat cm be mote eharmiog thm iftefe fiovrery kcmw ^ 

Ci/A Orr. Or thefe gloomy ftadea ? 

JiUeee. Or thdc embnMJer'd vaUies ? 

C^ C&r« Of that tnmfpa^nt ftream ? 

M<0rf • Or thcfe bowing branches on the basics, of if, 
that feem to admire their own beauty in the cryfbl mir- 
sour? 

C^. CAr. I am furprifed, Madim^ at the delicacy of 

Eur phrafe ■ Canfiidi expreffions come fitraa I^oin* 

rd-ftreet? 

Nifcf. Alas ! Sir, what can be expe6ied from aninoo- 
omt vifKin, that has been immur'd almofl one and twenty 
years, from the converiation of mankind, under the care 
of att Ur^^Qda of an aunt ? 

. C^^ Cler. Blefs me, Madam, how have you been 
abus'd I Many a lady be^e your age has had an hun- 
dred lances broken in her fervice, and as many dragons 
cut to pieces in honour of her. 

Ni^e^ Oh, the charming man I [^Jf^* 

Capu Cler, Do you believe Pamela was one and twenty 
before (he knew Mufidorus ? 

Niece. I could hear him ever^ \^4fi^* 

Capt. Cler. A lady of your wit and beauty might have 
^ven occtficMi for a whole romance b folio before that 
age. 

,Niecei. Oh, the powers ! Who can he be? Oh, youth 
unknown ! But let me, in the fird place, know whom 
I talk to, for. Sir, I am wholly unacquainted both with 
your perfon, and your hiflory— -You feem, indeed, by 
vottr deportment, and the diftingui(hing mark of your 
b$ivery which you bear, to ha?e been in aconfti^ — May 
I not know what cruel beauty obliged you to fuch adven- 
tures, ^11 Aie pitied yoo ? 

Ci^t.Ckr. Ok, the pretty coxcomb ! i4fi^*'] Oh, 
Blenheim, Blenheim ! Oh, CordeUa, Cordelia! 

NUee. ifou mention the place of battle— I would 
fain hear an exaft defcription of it "^ » Our public p»- 
pers;arc fo defe^ive, they don t fo much as tell us how 
the fun rofe on that glorious day Were there not a . 

great many flights of vuiturcs before tte battle began ? 

Caph Cler. Ob, Madam, they have eaten up half my 



acquaintance* 



Ifiece. 
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NUct. Certiiiily never bird«-of prey were fo feafted : 
by Vcport, they might have lived half a year on the very 
legs aod arms our tro«ps left behind «!iefiK 

Caf. Cler. Had we HOC fought ne^ a wood, we (hoold 
never have got le^ eixni|;h to have come home upoo'. 
The joiner of the io9X guards has made his fortane by it* 
_ Niece. I ihall never forgive yo«r general ; he has pat 
ail my ancient heroes outof countenaBce; he ha^ pulled 
down Cyrus and AleKander, as much as Louis le Grand* 
But, your own part hi'that a6Hon ? 

Cap. Ckr^ Only that flight hurt ; for the aftrologer 
(aid, at my nativity : Nor fire, nor (Word, nor pike, nor 
mufquet ihall deHroy this child ; let him but avoid fair 
eyes. But, Madam, mayn\ I crave the name of her that 
has captivated my heart ? 

hl'act, I can't guefewhouft you mean by that dcfcrip- 
tion 5 but, if you aik my name, I muil confefs, you put 
me upon revealing what I always keep as the greaieft fe« 
ctet I havf : fcff, woald ytw believe it ^— — they havte 
called me — I don't kftow how to own it— *t)ttt they have 
called me— Bridget, 

Cap.Cler. Bridget? 

Nieat, BEiik[et« 

C4hf.aer. &idgot? 

Jifeafif. Spare my confufion, I befeedi you, Sir j ant 
if you have occafion to mention me, let it be by Parthe- 
nina ; te tiiat's tbe same I hav« aflamedever fince Icune 
to years of difcretion. 

Oif^Qer. The inftipp(Mtri>2e tvfanny of parents, to fix 
names on helplefs innuits whidi they tmift blu^ at all 
their lives after ! I don't ^ink tl»Krsatimaiiie in thcr 
world to match it. 
^ Niece. Noi What do you think of TipkiD? 

Cap.Ckr. Tiricin! Why, i thiak^if I was a young 
lady that had it, I'd part with it «R»nediard}% 

Niece. Fisty , . l«>w wauid. you got rid of k-? 

Ca^.Cler. I'd change it for another* I*c<ilMl«com^ 
Juend to yovr three ytty ]mtty lyllabka-*— What do yoa 
think of C'lerimont? 

Niwce. Ckmmnnt i Clxifauot^t ! V«iy wett— *B«t what 
right Wve I to it ? • 

Cap, Cler. If you will give me leave^ 111 put jrou ia 
C 2 "" pofteffioa 
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pofleffioD of it. By a very few words, I can make it over 
to you, and your childreo after you. 

ifie^e. Oh, fie ! whither arc you running ? You know 
a lover (hoUld figh in private, and languifh whole years, 
before he reveak his paffion ;. he fhould retire into ibme 
folitary grove, and make the woods and wild beaHs his 
confidents. You fhould have told it to thd echo half a 
year before you had difcovered it even to my handmaid. 
;And yet, befides, to talk to me of children^— Did you 
ever hear of a heroine with a big belly ? 

• Cap. Ckr, What can a lover do. Madam, now the race 
«f giants is extinct ? Had I lived in thofedays, there had 
not been a mortal fix feet high, but fhould have owned 
Partheuifia for the paragon ot beauty, or meafured his 
length on the ground— •Parthenifla fhould have been 
iieard by the brooks and defarts at midnight ; the echo's 
burden, and the river's murmur. 

. M^cr. That had been a golden age, indeed ! But fee, 
my aunt has left her grave companion, and is Coming to- 
Wfirds us. I command ypu to leave me. 

Cap* Cier, Thus Oroondates, when Statira difmifTcd 
him her prefence, threw himfelf arlher feet, and implored 
I>crmi$on but to live. [Offering to kneeh 

Niece, And thus Statira raifed him from the earth, 
permitting him to live and love. [Exit Cap. CI 

Enter Aunt, 

Aunt, Is not Mr. Pounce's converfation very im- 
proving, niece? 
V Hiece, Is not Mr. Clerimont a very pretty name, aunt ? 

Aunt. He has fo much prudence. 

Niece. He has. fo much gallantry. , 

Aunt. So fententious in his expreiiions. 

Niece. So polifhed in his language. 

• Aunt. All he fays, is, methinks, fo like a fermon. 
Niece. All he fpeaks favours of.romance. 

Aunt. Romance, niece ! Mr. Pounce \ what, favours 
of romance ? , . 

J Niece. No, I mean his friend, the accomplifhed Mr. 
Clerimont. 

Aunt. Fie ! for one of your years to conun^ a young 
ifellow ■ 

i Nim% 
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M/r*. Otteofmjr rears is itiWitily governed ^y Cxi 
ample--*-You did not oHlikc Mr. Fwttcc. 

Aunt» What, ceiiforiottsteo ? I find there h n6 ttirfHlwf 
you out of the houfc : a moment's frefli air does but 
make you ffill the more in love vritb Grangers, and de« 
%>ift yovnr own relations. 

f^iece. lam certainly, by thcpowcrofanenchantmcflt 
placed among you ; but, I hope, I, this morning, em- 
ployed one to feek adventures, and break the charm. 

Aunt. Vapours, Biddy, indeed ; nothing but vapours, 
Coufin Humphry ftiall break the charm. 

'Niece. Name him not*-ii— -Call inc fUlI Biddy, rathef 
than name that brute. , [JE;r^««/, 

Enter Captain Clerimont und Pounce. 

Cap. Cler. A perfect Quixote in petticoats 1 1 tell thee. 
Pounce, (he governs herfelf wholly by romance. It has 
got into her very blood. She flarts by rule^ and blufliet 
by example. Could \ but have produced one inftance of 
a lady's complying at firft fight, I fhould have gained her 
pTomife on the fpot. How am I bound to curie the cold 
conftitutions of the Philoclea's and Statira's ? I am un* 
done for want of precedents. 

Pat/hce. I am fure I laboCired hzti to htciur your edn«> 
ference ; and plied the old wontan all the while with 
fbmething that tickled either her vanity or her covetouf- 
Befs ; * I confidered all the flocks, old and new company, 

* her own complexion and youth, partners for fword-* 

* blades, chamber of London, banks for charity, and 

* mine adventurers, till Ihe told me 1 had the repute of 

* the moft facetious man that ever came to Garra- 

* way*s : for, you muft know, public knaves and flock- 

* jobbers pafs for wits at her end of the town, as com? 

* mon cheats and gameflerd do at yours.* 

Cap, Cler, I pity the drudgery you have gone through ; 
but what is next to be dooe, towards getting my pretty 
heroine ? 

^Founee, What fliould next be done,' in ordinary me- 
thod of things ? You have feen her ; the next regular 
approach is, that you cannot fubM a moment, without 
fending forth muifcal complaints of your misfortune, by 
way of ferenadfe. 

Cap^ Cler\ I can nick you there, Sir* * I have a fcrib- 
C J ^ Wing 
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< Uiog army friend, that bas wrote ^ triumphant, rare^ 
* noify fong, in honour of the late vidory, that will hit 
f the nymph's fentafque to a hair.' Til get every thing 
teady as foon a» poffible. 

,P ounce. While you are playmg upon the fort, I'll be 
within, and obferve what execution you do, and give yeu 
intelligence accordingly. 

Cap. Cler. You muft have an eye upon Mr, Humphry, 
while I feed the vanity of Partbenifla ; for I am fo expe- 
rienced in thefe matters, that I know none but coxcombs 
think to win a woman by any defcrt of their own. No, 
it muft be done rather bv complying with fome prevdling 
humour of your miftrefs, than exerting any goo^ quality 
in yourfelt. . 

•Tis not the lover's merit wins the field, 

But to themfelves alone the beauteous yield. 

[Exeuia. 
End of the Second Act. 



ACT III. 

EnOr Mrs. Clerimoht, Fainlove, canying her taf-Jpg^ 
and Jenny. 



Jenny. 
Ti yfADAM, the footman that's recommended to you 
j^/j[ \t below, if. your ladyfliip will pleafe to take him, 
t Mrs. Cler. Oh, fie ! don't believe I II think on't— It is 
impoffible he (hould be eood for any thing — The Englifh 
are fo faucy with their liberty — I'll have all my lower fcr- 
▼ants French— There cannot bt a good footman bgrn put 
6f an abfolute monarchy. 

Jen. I am beholden to your ladyfhip, for believing fo 
well of the maid-fervants in England, 

Mrs. Cler. Indeed, Jenny, I could wi(h thou wert real- 
ly French : for thpu art plain Engliih, in fpite of ex- 
ample. Your arms do but hang on, and you move pcr- 
Icftly upon joints. Not with a fwim of die whole pcr- 
fon— -— But I am talking to you, and have not adjufled 
myfelf td-day. What pretty company a glafs ! to have 
another fclf: \KiJfes the iiog^l Theeonverfcinfoliloquv! 
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To hare ocibpany that never contradifts or di^eafes u«*^ 
The pr^'tty, vifible echo of our adions ! [Kij^s the Jog.^ 
How eafy, too, it is to be difencumbered with llays, 
where a woman has any thing like (hape ; if no Ihape, 
a good ^r— — >Bttt I look beft when Vm talking. 

[Kijpes the l^'dog in FainlovcV (ormsm 
Jen. You always look well. 

Mrs. Cler, For I'm always talking; you mean {o ; that 
difqmets thy fullen EneliAi temper ; but really I don't 
look fo well whep I am ment. If I do but offer tofpeak, 
then I may fay that - Oh, blefs me Jenny ! I am fopale, I 
am afraid of myfclf ; I have not laid on half red enough— 
What a dough-baked thing was I, before I improved my- 
felf, and travelled for beauty— —However, my face is 
▼cry prettily de(igned to-day. 

Fain. Indeed, Madam, you begin to have fo fine a 
•hand, that you are younger every day than other. 

Mrs. Cler. The ladies abroad ufed to call me Mademoi- 
felle Titian, I was fo famous for my colouring. But, 
pr')^hee, wepch, bring me my black eye-brows out of 
the next room. 

Jen. Madam, I have them in my hand. 
. Fain. It would be happy for all that are to fee you to- 
day, if you could change your eyes too. 

Mrs. Cler. Gallantenough— No, hang it. Til wear 
thefe I have on j this mode of vifage takes mightily ; I 
had three ladies, laft week, came ovdr to my complexion. 
I think to be a fair woman this fortnight, till I find I am 
aped too much— I believe there are an hundred copies of 
roe already. 

. Jen. I)ear Madani, won't your ladyfliip pleafe to let 
me^be of the next countenance you leave oiF? 

Mrs. Cler. You may, Jenny ; but I aifure you it is a 
very pretty piece of ill-nature for a woman^that has any 
genius for beauty, to obf^rve the fervile imitation of her 
manner, her motion, her glances, and her fmiles. 

Fain. Ay, indeed, Madam, nothing can be fo ridicu« 
lous as to imitate the inimitable. 

Mrs. Cler, Indeed, as you fay, Fainlove, the French 
mien is no more to be learned than the language, without 
Boing thither-r— Then again, to fee fomc poor ladies, who 
MTC clownifli} penurious EngUihhulbaDds^ turn and tor- 
ture 
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t|ire tbeircld ckMiths into fo many formt, and d}i( dtoOl 
into fo many colours, to follow me-^What (ayeft, Jcmiy r 
Whatiajett? Nota^word? 

1!>ji. Why, Madam, all thsLt I can fey ■ ■■ 

Mi. C2fr. Nay, I believe, Jenny, ^ chou luift nothii^ 
to fay, any more than the reft of thy country women — 
The fplenettcs fpeak juft as the weather lets them ; they 
are mere ulkins barometers. Abroad, people of quaHty 
go on fo eternally, and (kill go on, and are gay, and enter* 
tain-— In England, difeourie is made up ot nothing but 
queftion and anfwer. I was t'other day at a vifit, where 
there was a profound nlence, tor, I belteve, the third 
part of a minute. 

5if». And your ladyfhip there ? 

jl^j. Cler. They infcded me with their dulnefs. Who 
can keep up their good humour at an £ngli(h Tifit ? They 
fit as at a funeral, filent in the midil of many candles — 
One, perhaps, alarms the room - *Tis very cold weather 
—then all the mutes play their fans till (bme other quef- 
tion happens, and then their fans go otf again. 

* Kntcr Boy. 
^ * Boy. Madam, your i'pinnet mailer is come. 

* Mrs* Qer, Bring him in 5 he's very pretty company. 

* Fain. His ipinnet is ; he never fpeaJw himfdf. 

^ M-s. Ckr. Speak, fimpkton ! What then ? He keeps 

* out filence, does not he ? 

* Oh, Sir, you muft forgive me ; I have, been very idle. 

* Wdl, you pardon me. \Mafier ^^wj.] Did you thbk 

* I was perfed in the fong ? \Bo'ms.\ But, pray, let mc- 

* hear it once more. Let us fee it. \Rtads^ 

* S O N G. 

With ftttdied airs, and pra^^isM fmiles^ 
Flavia my ravifh'd heart beguiles : 
The charms we make, are ours alone,' 
•Nature's works are not our own. 

• Her ikilful hartd gives ev'ry grKe> 

• And Aiews her fancy in her face ; 

* She feeds with art an am'rous rage, 

* Nqr f«arfl the force of coming ag€» 
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** Y'ou fing it very-well ; but, I confefi, I wifli youM 
^ |;ive more into the French manner— Obfenre me hum 

* tt a la Francoife. 

< With ftudied airs, ^c. 
''\ The whole perfon, every limb, every nerve fing o ■ ■ 
*• The Englifh way, is only being, for that time, a mere 

* mufical mllrument, jufl fending forth a found, without 

* knowing they do fo. Now PU give you a little of it 

* like an Englifh woman— You are to fuppofe I have 

* denied you twenty times, Jooked filly, and all that ; 

* then, with hands and face infenfible— I have a mighty 

* colds yrith fhidied airs, &c* 

Enter Servant. 
Ser*v. Madam, Captain Clerimont, and a very flrangc 
gentleman are come to wait on you. 

• Mrs, Cler. Let him and the very flrange gentlemaa 
come in. 

Fain, Oh, Madam ! that's the country gentleman I 
was telling you of. 

Enter Humphry and Captain Clerimont. 
Madam, may 1 do myfelf the honour to recommend Mn 
Gubbin, fen and heir to Sfr Harry Gubbin, to your la- 
dy fhip^s notice ? 

Mrs. Ckr. Mr. Gubbin, I am extremely pleafed with 
yotrr fuit ; •tis antique, and originally from France. 

Hump. It. is . always locked up, Madam* when I'm in 
the country. My father prizes it mightily. 

Mrs. Cler. *Twould m^€ a very prety dancing fuit in 
a mafk. Oh, Captain Clerimont! I have a quarrel 
with you. . . ♦ 

Enter Servant, 

Serv.^ Madan, your rad3rfhip's hufband defires to know 
whether you fee company to-day, or not. 

Mrs. tier. Whb^ youcljDwn? 

Serv. Mr. Clerimont, Madam, 

Mrs. Cler. He may come in, * " 

Enter Clerimont, Senior. 

Mrs. Cler. Your very humble (brvant. 
' Cler. Sen. I was gbipg to takef^he air this morning, i« 
my coach, and did myfelf the honour, befiare I went, to 
receive your commands, finding you faw company. 

• Mrs, Ckr, At any time, when you know I do, you may 

let 
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kt me fee you* Pray* how did you ileep Isl& lugbt N— 
If I bad Dot aiked him that que&ton^ they might have 
thought we lay together, [Afiae.] [Here Fsdulawc, iocJtin^ 
tbr&ugh a perfpeHivey hows ta Clcrimont, Sem4)r.'\ 3ut, 
CaptaiDy I have a quarrel with you — ^I have utterly fbr^ 

St thofe three coupees you promifed to come again, and 
5wme. 

CUr. Seu^ Then, Madam, you have no commands Utam 
morning ? 

Mrs. CUr. Tour humble fcrvant, 3i r B ut, Oh !• 

[As Jhe is going iole Udfy the C^taitt."] Have you figned 
that mortgage, to pay off mj Lady Faddle's winnings' 
at ombre ? 

Cler. Sett. Yei, Madam. 

Mrs. Ckr. Then all's well, my honour's fafc. [Exlu 
Clermont, Sen."] Come, Captain, lead me this ilep, for 
Fm apt to maflce a faKe one — ^you fhall fhew me, j 

Caf. Ckr. I'll (hew you, Madam;; 'm no matter for a 
fiddle : I'll give you them the French way, in a teaching, 
tune, Pcay, moiis qiuc k ■ O Ma d em wifeJJt ^e faites 
mmt^^^A JBdi-^There again— •Now i^t^ as it were, witii 
and without mca(ure— Theie you out-did the gypfey— 
and you have all the fmiles of the danc^to a tittle. 

' Mrs. Ckr. ^\Ly^ truly, I think thst the ^eateft 
^ part. I have (een an En^iiCh woman dance a jig witk 

* the feveriiy of a veftal virgm.* 

Humph. If this be French dancing smd fingi^g, I £mcy 
I could do it— Haw ! Haw ! \(^ptrs 4ffide. 

Mrs. Ckr. I proteft, Mr. Gubbin, you have altpoil the^ 
ftep, without any of our country bdhfulnefs. .Give me 
your hand — Haw! haar ! So, ib, 4 little quicker—That's 
right, haw !— * Captain, your brother delivered thislpark 

* to me, to be diverted here till he calls for him.' 

[Exit Cap, Otu 

Humph. This cutting fo high, nvakes one^ money jingle 

confoundedly ; I*m reiblved 1*11 n^^rer carry, above ttne 

pocket*full hereafter. 

Afri.CZpr. You doit ^rerysieadUy. You a^iuiaie me? 

Humph. Art the ^pitlemen in Franoe gp»ini41y fo 

well bred as we are m England? Att thoy. Madam ^ 

Ra : But, youi\g j^atloman, vrtion Aail I fee tiiis fiiler ij 

VtmtX 
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Aiw! bcnrt hm\ Is nof the higher one jtimps, tb^ 
better ? 

Farin. She^ll be 4«ighiBy» taltcn imh you, Pm fore. 
One would not think *tvvas in you — ^you arc fo gj^r, and 
dance fo very high . ' 

Humph. What fl)ou!d ail me ? Did you think I was 
\Thtd-galkd- } 1 ca» iing;, too, if I plcafe ; but I won't^. 
till I fee your filler. This is a mighty pretty houfe* 

Mr9, Ctrr. Well, do you know that I like this gentle- 
man extremely? I ftowld be gfed to form him. But, 
were you never in France, Mr. Gubbin ? 

Humf^, No; but Fm al ways- thus plealant, if my fa- 
ther is not by. I pfoteft, Td advife your lifter to have 
me. I*m for marrying her at once. Why fhould I ftand 
ihilly-fhally, like a country bumpkin ? 

Faitt. Mr. Gubbin, I dare fay Ihe'Il be as fi^rward as 
you ; we'll go in and fee her. [Apart. 

Mrs. Ckr. Then he has not yet fcen the lady he is in 
love with. I protein, very new and gallant. Mr. Gub- 
bin, fhe muft needs believe you a fi^nk perfbn. Fain- 
love, i muft fee this fifter too. I am refolved fhe fball 
like him* 

There needs not time true paffion to difcover : 

The moft believing is the moft a lover. [Exeunt. 

Enter NUce. 

Oh, Clcrimont, Clerimont ! To be ftruck at firft fight ! 
I^m aftiamed of my weaknefs ; I &d in my felf all the 
fjmiptoms of a raging amour ; I love fbtitude ; I grow 
pale : I figh frequendy 5 I call upon the name of Qeri- 
montwhen I don*t think of it; hisperfon is ever in 
my ejres, and his voice in myears. Methinks I long to 
lofe myfelf infome pcnffve ^ove, or to hang over the 
head of fome wart)ling fountain^ with a lute in my hand, 
foftemng the murmurs of the water. 
Enter Aunt. 

Aunt. Biddy, Biddy ! Where's Biddy Tipkin? 

Niece. Whom do you enquire for ? 

Aunt. Come, come ; he is juft a coming at the park 
door. 

Niece. Who is coming } 

Aunt. Your coulin Humphry ■ ■ - W ho fltould be 

coming ? Your lover, your hufband that is to be. Pray, 

z my 
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mj dear, look well, apd be civil, for your credit; and 
nme too. 

Niece. If he anfwers my idea, I ihall rally the ruitic 
to death. 

AuMi* Hift— here he is. 

Enter Humphry. 

Humph. Aunt, your humble fervant— — Is that 
Ha! aunt? 

Amnu Yes, couHn Humphiy, that's your coufia 
Bridget. Well, I'll leave you togedier. 

\ExitAunt. They Jit. ^ 

Humph. Aunt does as ihe'd be done by, coufin Bridger, 
does not (he, coufin ? ha ! What, are you a Londoner, : 
and not fpeak to a gentleman ? Look ye, coufin, the old* 
folks refolving to marry us, I thought it would be proper, 
to fee howl liked you, as not eating to buy a pig in a poke ; 
for I love to look before I leap. 

Niece. Sir, your perfon and addrefs bring to my mind 
the whole hiflory of Valentine and Orfbn. What, would * 
they marry me to a wild man ? Pray, anfwer me a quel- 
tion or two. 

Humph. Ay, ay, as many as you pleafe, coufin Bridget. , 

Niece. What wood were you taken in? How long 
have you been caught ? 

Humph. Caught! 
T Niece. Whei« were your haunts ? 

Humph. My haunts ! 

Niece. Are not cloaths very uneafy to you ? Is this 
firange drefs the firfi you ever wore ? 

Humph. HoWi ; 

Niece. Are you not a great admirer of roots, and raw 
fiefii ? Let me look upon your nails. Don't you love 
blackberries, haws, and pig-nuts mightily ? 

Humph^ How ! 

,'Niece. Canft thou dAiy that thou wert fuckled by a 
wolf? You han't beenfo barbarous, I hope^ fince you 
came amongfl men, as to hunt your nurfe ; have you ? 

Mumph. Hunt my nurfe! Ay, 'tisfo; (he isdillradcd, 
as fure as a gun. Hark ye^ coufin ; pray, will you let , 
me a(k you a queftion or two ? ^ 

Niece. If thou hafl yet learned the ufe of language, 
ipeak, monfler* 

Humph. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE TENDER HUSBANC. jf 

Humph. How long have you been thus ? 
I^iece. Thus ! What wouldll thou -fay ? 
Jinmph. What's the caufe of it ? Tell me truly now# 
Did you never love any body before me ? 

liiece. Go, go ; thou'rt a favage. \R\fei* 

JlHmph, They never let you go abroad, I fuppole. 
Nieci. ThouVt a monfier, I tell thee* 
HujMb* Indeed, coufin^ -tho' 'tis folly to tell tkee fOf 

• I am afraid thou art a mad woman. 

Kiece. 1*11 have thee mto (ova/t foreft* 

Humph, I'll take thee into a dark room* 

Niece. I hate theei 

Huntpb. I wifli you did ; there is no hate loft, I 4flixre 
you, coufin Bridget* 

Niece* -Coufin Bridget, quotha ! I'd as foon claim kiu- 
-dred with a mountain bear. I deted thee. 

Humph^ You n^ver do any harm in thefe fits, I hope^— 
But do you hate me in>amcft ? 

Niece. Doft thou aflc it, ungentle foreftcr ? 

Humph, Yes ; for I've a reafon, look ye. It happens 
very well, if you hate me, and are in your fenfes : for, 
to tell you truly, I don't much care for you ; and there 
is another fine woman, as I am informed, that is in fome 
hopes of having me. 

Niece. This merits my attention. [AJide. 

Humph, Look ye, d'ye fee, as I faid, fince I don't c;»'e 
for you, I would not have you iet your heart on me ; 
but if you like any body elfe, let me know it, and I'll find 
out a way for us to get rid of /)ne another, and deceive 
the old folks, that would couple us. 
; Niece, This wears the face of an amour* There ' is 

• iTometbing in that though t, which makes thy prefence lefs 
unfupportablc. 

Humph, Nay, najr, now you arc growing fond ; if you 
.come with thefe maids tricks, to fay. you hate at&H, aad 
Afterwards like me, you'll fpoil the whole defign. 

Niece^ Don't fear it ■ "When I think of conforting 
with thee, may the wild boar defile the cleauly ermine, 
may the tiger oe wedded to the kid ! 

Humph. When I of thee, may the pole-cat catterwaul 
with the civet ! ' ^ . 

D ^ Niccu 
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Nitct, When I Iwrboor the kaft thought of thee; may 
the filver Thamet Sov^ ia couife ! 

IJm t ^ . Whea I like thee, tnay I be foasM overhead 
and ears in ahocfe-poad !—— -But do you hate me I i 
Emfer Aunt, 

Uiwt. For ever; and you me ? 

Humfb. Moil hcartiiy« . 

Anu Ha ! I like this ■ i ■■ Thcyare co^oe to pro- 
fBifes— -and pro^efbtiaDS. [jy^* 

Humf. I am my fhkl I have found a vfSiy to f&leafe 
you. 

Niece. You promife to be conflant. 

Hmm. TiU death. 

Niece* Thou beft of favages ! 

Mmm^ Thou heft of far^^ea ! Poor Biddy. 

Awu. Oh, the pretty couple, joking on«ne anoth^. 
W|5il, lu>w do you like your coufiii Humphiy nonr ? 

Niece. Much better than I thought I ihould He's 

^uite another thing than wha| I tcwk him for ■ We 
hare both the (ame paflions for one another* 

Hump. We wanted only an occafion to open our 
heart s ■ ■ ■ A unt. 

Atptt. Oh, bovthis will re|oice my biQCfaer, and Sir 
Harry ! we'll go to *€nu 

Wunp. No, I muft fetch a widk nmh a new acquaia* 
tance, Mr. &imuel Pounce. 

Juitt, An excellent acquaintance for your huiband ! 
Come, nnece, come. 

Niece, Farewel, raftic. 

Humfi. fl'ye, Biddy. 

JtuMi. Rnltic I Baddy i Ha ! ha 1 pretty cc^tiires 

lEjieeuMU 

End of the Third Act. 



AC T IV. 

Enter t^uun Clerimont and PouYice. 
Cleri*iont« 

DOES ihe expe^ me, dien, at thid very in« 
flant? ;• 

Pounce. I tell you, (he ordered me to brtng the prin- 
ter at this very hour precifelyi to cfew her niece.---* for 
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** to make feicr pi<^re peculiarly cbarmtng, fhe has now 

* that down-call pretty fhame^ that warm cheek, glow- 
** ing wiA the fear and hope of to-day's fate, with the 

* inviting, coy affedation of a bride, all in her face at 

* -^oncc.' Now I know you are a pretender that way.' 

Capt. Cb". Enough, I warrant to perfonate the cha* 
ra^er on fuch an infpinng,occaiion« 

' Pounce,, * You muf! have the fong I fpoke df per-. 
*:forfn'd at this window-— at the end of which Til 
*- give you a fignal-*—— Every thing is ready fot you^ 
•''yptir p^cil, your canvas ftretthcdi— — your* Be 
Hire you play your part in huniour : to be a painter for a- 
lidy, yoii*re to have the cxceffive-flatteryof. a, lover, the 
Hsady invention of a p6et, and the eafy gefture of a 
player. 

' Car//.- Ckr* Gome, come, no mdre inftru^ions ; my , 
imagination out-runs all you can fay : Begone, begone ! 

< \Exit Pounce^. 

v$ a N G* 

• Why, lovely charmer, teit me why, 

* So very kind, and yet fo fliy ? 

• Why does the cold forbidding air * 

* Give damps of fotrow and defpair f 
•'Of why that {mile my foul fiibdue, 

• • ■ ♦- Aiid kindle tif^ my femes anew ? 

*. Iff vain you flxiye wuh all your art, 

* By turns to freeie and fire my heart ^ 
^ Wiien I bebojd aface fo fair, . 

* * So iweet a look, ' fo foft an air, 

• My ravifh'd foul is charmUali oVf 

• f I cafinot lore, thee lefa nor. more. 

• ^Afhr the fifig Pounce appears beckoning the Captain- 

* Pounce. Caption, Captain.* {Exit Gapt. Cteii 

S C ]( N E, Niece^s Lodgings iwo Chairs and a Tahk* 

Eitftr Aunt'tf«// Ntecc. 
Aunfi Indeed^ niece, I am as much oveijoy*d to foR 
your wadding 4ay, as if it were my owm 

• Niect4 But; why muft it be huddled up fo ? 

> Jtuni^ Oh, my dear, a private wedding is nwich bet* 

ter ; your mother had iuch a buiUe at hers, with fcufting 

Da a&3 
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fto4 fooling : bcfides, they did not go to bed *dll two itt 
the morning. 

Niece. Since you underibnd things .fb well, I wonder > 
y^u never married yourielf. 

' AwK My dear,* I was very cruel thirty years ago, aail • 
Aobody aik'd me fince. 
Niece. Ahs-a^y ! ' 

/hmt. Yet, I aiTure you, there were a great ntany 
matches proposM to ne— There was Sir Gilbert Jolfy ; 
but he, forfoothy could not pleafe : he drank ale, and^ 
imoak'd tobacco, and was no fine Gentleman, fodbotii - 
but, then again, there was young Mr. Peregrufte 
Shapely, who had travel'd, and fpdce French, and 
fndrd at all I iKtii\ he was a fine gentleman^— but thai he 
was confumpdve : and yet again to fee how one may be 
miibiken ; Sir JoUy died in half a year, and my Lad^ 
Shapely has by that chin flip eight childten, that (hiould; 
. have been mine ; but here's the bridegroom* So coufin^ 
Humphry ! 

Enter Hun^hry. * 
Hump. Yoiur fenrant, ladies— So^ my dear-* > 
Niece. So, my lavage ■ 

Junt. O fie^ no more of that to your h^lba»d| 
Biddy. . , 

Hurnp. No matter, I like it as well as duck or 
love ; I know.n^yjcoufii^ Ipves me as well a&I do her. 
. Jtmt. l^\l&^l^j^.pktx together ; I muft go and get 
ready an ^tcHaiW^iJ^ fbr you when you cbifiV ttome* 
I . * .-^ :^ J£^>* 

Hump. Well, coufin/ii(i%;j^ucon(bmt ?~I)oyouhi(ie 
mefViU? .' •;-- » 
Niece. Asj'much as ever. .. 

Hump. What an happinefr 'it-is| wfien people^s indi- 
-nsivons }virap.LI wiih i .knew,\i4iat to do with yo^; Wtf 
. ^ouget.na. body,* d'ye t^^^ . 

Niece: Oh, Clirimont, Cieri^Miat ! Wlkereanthoo ? 

Enter Aant^ anJ Captain (iUnmohV ^yguifiX 
, ^ff^. This, Sir, isthf lady, whom you' are to dmr 
«-*^You fee, Sir, as good Aefli and blooa as a man would 
defire to put in colours*—! muft have her n|aidei^pidaie» 
^ J^uM^ Then the painter mufi make hafie'*4it9 
<2aui3ia| 
' . ^ . / 'Ttiec^ 
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^ Nieci. Hold thy tongue, good favage* 

Capt, ClcK. Madam, I'm generally &)rcM to new-mould* 
every feature, and mend nature s handy- work ; but here 
ihe has made fo finiibed an original, that I defpair of my 
cofy^ coming up to it. 

Jtunt. Do you hear that niece ? 

Ni€ce. \ don't defire you to make graces where yoa> 
find hone. 

Capt. Ckr. To fee the difference of the fair fex !— I 
proldil to you, Madam, my &ncy is utterly exhaufled. 
wmh ifiventrag faces for thofe that iit to me. The fii-ft* 
tmtertainment I generally meet with, are complaints 
for want of deep ; they never look'd fo pale in thcb: 
liives, as when they fit for their pictures.— Then fo many 
Amches and retouches, when the £ice is fini(h'd— — That 
wrinkle oog^ not to hare been, thofe eyes are too lan- 
.fuid, that colour's too we^, that fide-look hides the 
mole on the left cheek. In (hart, the whole likenefs w 
llrudcouf t but in )rou. Madam, the higheil I can comc^ 
'tip towill be but rigid )uilice. 

Mump^ A comical dog, this !' . 

Atmu Truly the gentleman feems to underfland his 
bufincfs. * 

Hiicf^ Sir, if your pencil flatters like your tongue^ 
you are gc»ng todraw a pidhire that won't be at all like 
me.^-i^ttrc I have heard that voice ibmewhere. [Afid^x^ 

CapuCler^ Madam, be pleafed to.place yourfelf near 
nie, nearer ftiilf Madam, hdre foils the beft li^ht— You 
muft know, Maidam, there are three kinds of airs which- 
the ladies moft delight it— —There is your haughty——* 
yeur mild,-— and your penfive air T he haughty 

my be exprcfled with, the head a little more ere<ft. than or- 
dinary, and the countenance with a certain difdain in it, 
fo as (he may a|^ar almoft, but not q)iite, inexorable : 
This kind ot air is generally heightened with a little knit"* 
ting of the brows— — I gave my Lady Scornwell her 
choice of a dozen frowns, before (hCL could find one to 
her liking. 

mece. But what's the mild air ? 

Capu Cier, The mild au^is compofedbf a languijfh, and^ 
a.ftnila^ ■■ »' Biit if I might advife, I'd rather be a pen- 
live beauty ;. the penfive ufually feels her pulfe, leann 
«none arm, or fits ruminating with abooLin her hand 
P 3 —— whichi 
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■ which conrerfation flie is fuppo&d to chiife» ' |ft* 

ther thuithe endlefs iniportuntties of loTers. 

Hump* A comical dog" 

Aunt. Upon my word he usderfbiidft his bufinefi well ; 
ru tell you, niecCf how your mother was drawn 
She had an orange in her hand, and a nofegay in her bo- 
ibm, but a look fo- pure and fre(h-coloured, you'd have 
taken her for one of the feafons. 

Capt. Oer. You feem, indeed. Madam, rooft indin'd 
to the penfive— — .The penfive delights alfo in tbe£dl 
of waters, pafloral €gores; or any rural view fuitable.to a 
fair lady, who with a delicate fpleen, has retired imot 
she world, as 6ck of its flattery and admiration. 

JV/Vr^. No ■ fince there is room for fiincy in a 
pi^ure» 1 would >be drawn like the Amazon Tbaldlriay 
with a fpear in m^ hand, and an helmet on a table befbie 
me . At a diilance behbd, let there be a fimvri^ 
kolding by the bridle a milk-white pa}fre y ■ 

* Capt. Cier. Madam, the thouekt is full of fpirit ; and 
if you pleaie, there (hall be a Cupid flealing away your 
helmet, to (hew that love fiiould have a part m all galiaxu 
afttont. . : ^ 

Niece. That ctrcumfiance may be very pi^re^ue. 

Caf$. CUre* Here, Madam, (hail be your own ludure, 
here the palfrey, atid here the dwar f ■ The dwaif 
mud be very little, or we ihan*t haare room for \xasu 

Niece. A dwarf can*t be too little. 

Caft. Ciere, I'll make him a blackamoor, tod^nguiHi 
him from the other too powerful dwarf ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ [Sigbs^ the- 
<3upid ru place that beauteous boy near you, 'twill 

look very natural— —He'll, certainly take you for hit 
mot he? Yenuf. 

Niec0. I leave the(e particulars to your own ^ncy. 

Capt.. Ckr. Fleaie, Madam, to uncover your neck a. 
^ttle ; a little lower ftili — a little, lixtle lower. 

Niece. I'll be drawn thus, if you pleafe. Sir. 

• Catt.0eiK. Ladies, have you heard. the news of a late 
mariiagei>etween a young lady of a great fortune,, and .a 
younger brother of a go<S fawily ? ■ 

Aunh Pray,. Sir, how is it;? 

Ceft. CUr. This young gantleman, ladies^ is a part^ 

cular acquaintance of mine, and much about my age, and 

ilature; (look me full in the fiKe, MadaQL^!) hcaccir 

c dentally 
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^ntally met the young lady, who had in her «U die per- 
ie^ons of her-(ex ; (hold up you head. Madam, that's 
right ;) (he' let him know that his neifon and drfcourfe 
were not altogether difagrceable to her— The diHiculty 
^vas$ how to gain afecond interview, (your eyes full upon 
mine. Madam ;) for never was there fuch a figher in all 
the valleys of Arcadia, as that unfortunate youth, during 
the abfence of her he lov*d. 

Aunt. A-lack-a-day— -poor young gentleman ! 
Wice. It muft be he— what a charming ;unour is this ! 

lAfide. 

Copt. Cler. At length, ladies, he bethought himfelf of 

an expedient; he dreft tumfelf juft at I am now, and 

came to draw her pidure ; (your eyes full upon mine, 

pray, Madam.) 

Hump. A fubtle dog, I warrant him. 
Capt.CUr. Andbytiuit means found an opportunity of 
canying her off, and marrying her. 

Aunu Indeed, your friend was a very vicious youngs 
man. - 

Niece. Yet, perhaps the young lady was not difpleas'4# 
at what he had done. 

Cafu Ckr... But, Madam,^ what were the tianfports of 
the lovet, when (he tnade him that confeffibn ? 

Niece, Id»re fay (he thought^herfelf very happyi when 
(he got out of her guardian's hands. 

Aunt. *Tis veiy true, niece— There are abitadance of 
thofe head-ftiong young, baggages aboiittowh. ' 

Cn^t. Ckr. The gentleman has often told me, he ws^ 
itrang^y (faruck at firil(ieht; but when (lie fat to him fc/r 
herpi^ure, and a(rum^ all thofe graces that ^r^Woper 
for the occafion — his torment was io exquifite, his paf- 
fions fo violent, that he could not havq lived a day, had 
he not found means to make the charmer of. his heart his 
'own. 

Hump^T\% certainly the fooUiheil thing in the world, 
to iland (hall-Qially about a woman, when one has a mind 
tp marry her. • 

Caft. CUr.^ The young painter tum'd poet on the fub« 
jcft ? I believe,!, have the words by,bcai:t.. 
Niece. A fonnet ! pray repeat it. 
Qaft, Ckr* When gentle Partheniffa walks, 

And fweetlv fmiles, ^d gaily talks, 
A thoufancl (hafts around her ^j^. 
ikthQufwd fwjuns uiiheeded die* . If 
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' If tben (he labours to be ftctir 
With all ber kiliing air and isien ; 
From fo much beauty, (6 much art» 
What mortal can fccurc his heart ? 
Hi/mfi. I fancy if 'twas fung, 'twould make a very 
pretty catch. 

CafU CUr. My fcrvant has a voice, you fhall hear It. 

\Htr9 it hfungn 
Ju9t* Why, this is pretty. • I think ^ painter ihould 
never be without a good finger — It brightens the fea- 
tures ftrangel^— — I profcfs I am mighfUy pleafed i'l*!! 
but juft ilep m^ ^uad give fome orders, and' be with jo^ 
prefently, ^ [-^^'j!* 

Niece. Was not this adventurous painter called Cleri- 
mont ? 

OfPtfMkr* Ip was Qeriroont, the ftrvant of Parthc- 
niffii ; but let me befecch that beautcops maid to rcfolve, 
SLui m^ke •th9 incident I feign'd to her a real one— Conn- 
der, Mad^;n,you are environed by cruel and treachcfOHS 
j^Viards, ^bicb would force y.ou to a plifagreeable mar- 
riage ; your cafe is exa£lly the hm^ wifh ^e Princefs qf 
the I^oj^Ltip^ in Clf lia, • ^ 

Niece, flow can we commit fyclf, ^ fojecifip ^^nfj ^1 
t^k^ I WbMtf. in the firft leaf of q)fx hiftp^' y p^ye the . 
marriage ? You know it cannot be. . 
> <:<jM. CV-' TbC pleafanteft pan of the biftorjf W^H be 
after marriage. 

Niece. No! I never ye ci^tcred 

tilt or tournament after w 6 be ex" 

peded ■ . ■ When the! roeods; 

all that noble impulfe to 5 paffion 

for adventures is confuane* I don*t 

know how it is, but Man it. 

Hump, [Lift^ningJ] Co torch ! 

Mars aad Hymen ! What ,_. ^ ,. am veiy 

glad J can hardly read They could never get the^e 

toolifh fancies into my head I had always a (Iron^ 
Jbrain, [AJide.1 Hark ye^ coyfinj ia not this painter a 
comical dog f 

Niece. I think he's very agreeable compaivy— 
Hump, Why then I tell you what — many him— A 
painter's a very genteel callingr— He's an ingenious fellow, 
and certaijaly poor. I fancy he'd be ^lad on't ! I'll keep 

my 
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fny aunt out of th« loom a miaute or cwO| that's all tli« 
time you have to coiifidcT^— *- ' ' ■ ^ [£»//• 

Caft^ CUr. Fortune points out to us this only oorafion 
^f our hapi^nefs : love s of celeftial origin, and needs na 
long acquaintance to be jBanifcfi.^ Lovers, like angelii 
ffcsSL by intnitibn-^iiieir ibuU are in their eyes— — 

Niece. Then I fear he fees mine. [Afide.'] But 1 can't 
tbiak of abridging. our amou^ and cutting off all hs^ 
iher decorations ot diigutfe^ ferenade, and advenmre. • 
Cafi. Ckr. Nor would I willin«;ly lofe the merit oT-^ 
long fervices, midnight fighs, and plaintive folinides««» . 
wei'e there hot ft Becdfinr* 

mue. Then to befsTz^M by ftealdi ! 
. Copt. Cler. Why, Madam, you aie a great fortune^ 
and fhonld not be married the common way* Indeed, 
Madam, you ought to be fiorn i nav, in Aridnefs, I 
don't know b«t you might to be raviihVl* 
Nhee. But tboi biftory wiU be fo (hort. 
C^. Ckr. I grant it h but you don't confider there's t > 
device in anot&r's leading you inftead of this perfon 
tliat^tobAve-youl^aisd, Madam, tho' our amours can't' 
fumifh out a romance, ^ey'il make a vefy pretty novel* . 
Whjr fmiles my fair ? ' 

Niece. I am aknoil of opinion, that had Oroondatet - 

been^as pveffins^ as Clerimont, Caffandni bad been but a 

podcet-book : but it looks fo ordinary, to go out at a dooci 

to be :mapriedk>»iofdfeed^ t oogfec to be taken out of a 

window, ind nm avmy with. ' > 

E^Oer Hnrnphry emd Pounce. > 

Hma. Well, coufin, the coach is at the door. If you; 

pleaCe rlllead yo9i» 

NUce. I put myfelf into your hands, gfioi (avage j' 
bvtyottpromi&toleave'me. , . . . 

• liumf. I tdl you piaittlyi you muft notibiak* of hav*- 
ingme. ; ' 

P4M»ei. [T^df^U Cfcr.l You'U have cynortumtv* 
txuM^ to cariy her off j the old fellows will be hvfy* 
with me— 111 gain all the time I can, but be bold audi 

Hiece. Cterimont, you follow us* 
. <^U0e^. Wpon thewingsof love* 



Enb of th« FouaTH Act. 
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A C T V. 

EMter Clqimoat S^en^ andTmiQYt* 

CuHtlMOKT tE»nMU . 

THEN (hey»e yoa tte kttffty -m^4ridyoo leidkaft 
a paper of Tends f 
•£ii/iii«. This tft thepltQey tliehoar, die Indcy miaote? 
•i— «*-*Noiv4un I rimmrv|> JsyiBSBioiy, torecoU^dalt 

Cfiiidca me whcti yoo^fit&nimed me, dutt I nuyatoack 

OW-. ^r/i. Your eloquence would her aeodieft'i i t ■ *U9 
faunmodiihto need peiiaafi6ii>: modbfty makes, a^lad/ 
eBiba9iiikl*-r9--»Butiayjfp^fe t&abavC'thar, as fo-eanm* 
pie, [i&hf^/iMF.i&mieMfri] ^^ TmAme^ yjou ifcntt feem toP 
vamt withx^erefQio 1 n^fld fi^ no mos^jthaimtet difbaee 
to a woman of the worid is. becomtng m. nanhan^ but aa* 
hulband : an houc hence i»mowupi thefandc flaurs. to tay 
clDfilt. « MiK^Mm:M^m^:^ 

r iJaavf^yottftvepunSualf.ni cbnebdb ti^elfi to ob^ 
ftwrfr^youfc iatenaeWi ■< p n i ■ Oh» tottye !; butt tMBv>arcncfc 
raufl aotftett-^ ^ [i^&fr* 

Fmiu. Be fure you come time enon^ tofiiiTe^ny rrpu* 
tttioiu V . , ) 

' Gier.Qftu Efimember yourofdaa^. diflaiyocJuceaiea not 
taanixittan'huftaiid., . .:i> ,. 

. Miin^a at».§^ad^yao wt^> ft good! faiRKte oar Ae*oc* 
cafion ; but you know me to^ aiit'»^u%Y m.lova^. that 
can bhifter only tiiir th6mtnitt6o£)engagciment-**But I'll 
tap my panti a&dibim mytcondlift;!^ aiy/tiianTeMftflBctots 
—If ihe grows coy, I'll grow more fauiqerr-fawta fi> I nSf 
WOQiayfeKf-^ 

Cler. Sen. Welly my dear civaI-9T|r(lurti^gna^9Dcdnmf 
M|^i»-n. * .'yduaKB.to put. oa youa.ti^Qiol^Ci ypuf ompa* 
« tient throbbing heart wont let you wait ho: a aa w d "'f 
« Let the dolltiamilyi-thtng atodshafbmd^ idid rcckom hit 
< moments ^r his cafca, be content to. vfai^ hut yoil aie % 
K gallant, and me^fiucc time bycztafiea^* 

Fain. I hear her coming— to your y> ft g oa d hufc 
band, know your dutyv and. doa't be ui Ae wa|K whea 
your wife has a mindtoho in pnTdm^^T^fomCfoAfiMto 
the coal-hole. 

. . Ar«r ^Ifok Cleiifnfmt. i 

Wekome, my dear, my tender charmer >Oh ! to 

my 
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«y:long^^nn^— feel the hem ^a^ iliat felteandnfta 
as you fmile or frown — Oh, the cxtatic moment ! 

I thrnkthatwatCpmething iike what, has been faid to 

My^Ckr^ Very well— ^FtUQloTe---I proteft J value 

«iirfclf for my difcernkg — r-JL knew you had fire throw^ 

all the refpe^t you ihewed me*-6ut how came you to 

r mri/St-to dftrd£b«d^ance8, ytm^^ gentleman ?— <^Why was 

I' forced to admontih your gaUantry» . 

Fain. Why, Madam, I knew you a woman of breed- 
iag, and abovef the Anifeieis niceties of an Englifh wife-— 
TheFrench way is, you are to go fo far, whether they arc 
ageeeablc or not : if you are 1k> happy as to pleafe, np- 
body that is not of a con^hained behaviour, is at a lofs to 
let you knowit— — Befides, if the humble fenrant makes 
^e €f& approaches, he has the impudence of making a 
requefl, but not the honour of obeying a command, 

Mrs.CUr. Rif^t'^^^i woman's man (hould conceal paf- 
^n in a filmiliar air of indifference'— Now there's Mr* 
Clerimont^ I can't allow him the lead freedom, but the 
unfafliionablc tool grows fo tbnd of me, he cannot hide ic 
in public-** 

■Fahu Aye, Madam, I have often wondered at your La- 
dyfhip's choice of one that feems to have fo little of the 
iiMcv m^(kf in his carriage, but jufl what you force him to 
I ■ -while there were fo many pretty geatleratn— — 

[Dancing* 

Mru CUr. O )roung gentleman, you are mightily mifht* 
ken, if you think fuch animals as you, and pretty Beau 
Tttmoule, and pert Billy Butterfly^ though I fuflfer you to 
come in, and play about my rooms, are any ways in com* 
petition with a man whofe name one would wear. 

Fain. Oh, Madam ! then I find we are— — 

Mrs.Cler. A woman of ienfe muil have refpedt for a 
man of that character; but, alas ! refpe(3— — What is re- 
fpe6i ? Rcfpe6t is not the thing — — Refpcd has fomcthing 
too ibiemn 9ox foft moments— r«- You things are more pro- 
per for hours of dalliance. 

Cler.Stn. {Peeping,'^ How have I wrong'd this fine la- 
4}y \ I find I am to be a euckold out of her pure 

«ileem for me*. 

Mrs. Ckr, Befides, thofe fellows for whom we have re- 
^^ hare none for us ; I warrant on fuch an occafion 

CleriiuttBt 
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Clcrimont would have roflled a woman our of aH fbrfli, 
while yo u 
CUr, Sen. A good hint* now my caufe comes on. 

iJJUe. 
Fain. Since, then, you allow us ficeef for foft moments, 
why do we mifemploy them. Let me kifs that beauteotis 
hand, and clafp that graceful frame. 

Mrs. Ckr. How, Fainbre ! What, you doo^ defign to 
be impertinent ■ ■ But my lips have a certain roughilds 
on them to-day, han't they ? ' 

Fain. {Kijfing.^ No— they arc all fofenefe 
Their dehdous fweetnefs is inexpreffiblo ■ Here 

language fails— —Let me applaud thy iips tux by the ut« 
terance but by the touch of mine. 

Enter Clerimont S^ior, drafwing hisfiueird. 
' f€ler. Sen. Ha, villain Itraviiher! invader of my bed and 
honour! draw^ 

Mrs. Cler. What means tjii* iniolencc i ■ 'this intru- 
iion into my privacy ? What, do you come into my very 
clofet without knocking? Who put this into your 
head? 

Cler. Sen. My injuries have alarmed me, and I'll bear 
no longer^ but (adri^ce your bravado, the author of 
them. 

Mrs. Cler. O poor Mr. Fainlov e ■ ■ . M uft he die 

for his complsufance, and innocent freedoms with mc ? 
How could you, if you might ? Oh ! the fweet youth ! 
What, fight Mr. Fainlove? What will the ladies by ? 

fain. Let me come at the intruder oo ladies private 
•tiours— — The unfa(bton«ble monfter— ^IMl prevent all 
tfuture interruption fiom him— ——Let me co me - 

[Drawing hisfiVfrJ. 

.Mrs. Cler. O the brave pretty creature ! took at hit 

youth and intibcence— — He is not made for fuch rough 

encounters >■ ■ S tand behind mc Poor Fsunlow? 

——There is not a vifit in town ^ Sir, where you fl»ll not 
bedifplayed at full length for this intrufion— — I baniih 
you for^'Cver from my fight and bed. 

Cler. Sen. I obey you, Madam, for difbnce is betom* 
ing in noman but an hu(band— — [G/V/»j^ hir tU Icttery 
tuiibich Jhe rrndsy ami falls into a/hvoon.} * Pvc gone tpo 

4 far [Kijfi»g ^^•'3 The impertinent was guilty of 

♦ nothing bat what my indifcretionied her to— — ThiiM 

-* the firil kifs T^c had thefefix weeks— —but flic awakes !' 

4 —Well, 
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II ■ .1 Wcll^ Jwiny, you topp*d your part, indeed-— -Comp 

^to my arms thou ready willing fair one Thou hail ng 

vanities, no niceties ; but art thankful for every inftance 
Af love that I beftow on thee— {^Emlracittg her^^ 

Mrs. Cler. What, am I then abufed ? Is it a wench thep 
of his ? Oh, me ! Was ever poor abufed wife^ poor iuno» 
oent lady, thus injured i 

[Runs audfeixcs Falnlove'sy^tr^rJ^ 
-, Cler, Stn. Ob, the brave pretty creature ! — Hurt 

Mr. Fainloye ! Look at his youth, liis innocence-r— 
Ha ! ha ! [plater fqfing. 

Fain, Have a care, have a care, 4car Sir — I know by 
Jtiyfeif (he'll have no mercy, 

• Mrs, CUr. I'll be the death of her ■ ■■ let me come 
on-^-^ — Stand from between us, Mr.Clerimont — I would 
not hurt you. ^ [Ptifl^^g and crying. 

\ Cler. Sen. Run, run, Jenny. \^Exit Jenny, 

[Locks i^t her ufhraidingly before hej^eah. 
.Well, Madam, jare thefe the innocent freedoms you claim ^ 
^ of me ? Have I deferved this ? How has there been a 
moment of yours ever interrupttd with the real pangs I 
fufFer ? The daily imiportuutties of creditors, who become 
fo by ibrving your pr^^fufe vanities* Did I ever murmur at 
iupplying any of your diverfions, while J believed them 
(as you called them) harmltfs ? Mud, then, thofe eyes, 
that ufed to.glad my heart with their familiar brightncfs, 
hang down with guilt ? Guilt has transformed thy whole 
perfon 5 nay, the very memory of it — Fly from my grow- 
mg paflion. 

Mrs. Cler. I<:annQtfly, nor bear it— -Oh ! look not— 
. C/!»r, i«w. What cap you fay ? Spe^ quickly. 

Mrs^Cler. I never faw you mov'd before Don't 

munder me, impenitent ; I'm wholly in y^ur power as a 
criminal, but remember I have been fo in a tender re- 
gard. 

Cfer* Sen, But how hw^ you confidered that regard ? 

Mrs. Ckr. Is it po^ble you can forguc what you en- 

(nared me «n^ ?-— Oh 1 looiat me kindly ^You know 

I have only erred^in my intention, n^r faw my danger, 
till, by this honeft art, you had mown me what it is to 
icntuTC to the utmoft linoit of what is lawful. You laid 
that train, I'm fure, to alarm, not to betray, my innocence 
- : £' — ilr. 
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W.I wtep, I am coormced, {XMeA 

[Cier« Seii« takes berm^^ e^^meh^ h». 
' Otr* Seum nien kneel^ Aid weep no mcyre-^-tny mfti 
^kHmr reeoociled f^^Befo in a momenrf forknow Itmostt 
'(withoat wriiigm|r my o«m heart,) |tre yoa the leaf 
compunftion— -JBe in humour— It ihall be ytsnutwrnM^ 
*lf ever therms a ftriout woM more on this fubjed. 

Mrs.Cbr. I muft corred erery idea diat fifes ^tim 
tnlndy and learn e^pjr gefiuit oT mj body a«neie— I icxA 
the thing I was. 

Ckr.Sim. No,tu>-Toi] muft notdo fe^Onrjo^and 
l^rief, honour and tvptoach^ ate the fame ; you mut fSdt 
out of ybur fbppety^ by^fegrees, £> that it may lyppear 
]rouro\kma^ 
• Mn. Cler. But this wench !— 

CUr. Sen. She is already out of your way-^Ybu ftaH 
-fee the cataftrophe of her ^te yottrvd^-*-But (BU keep up 
the fine lady till we go out of town*- You mof return tb 
It with as decent airs as you ^eafe— ^And now I ha?e 
fiiown you your error, rm in fo good humour as to re* 
peat you a couplet on the bccafion— 

* They only who gun minds, true laurels Wear : 

* *Tis ie(s to conquer, than convince, the fair.* [£«w 

Enter Pounce^ vshhfaferu 

[A tahle^ £hairs^ pen^ M andfisftr^ 

^ Pounce. *Tn a delight to gall tbefe old raicals, and ftt 

them at variance about #akes, iHiich I-toow neither of 

them will ever have pofleffion of. 

Enter Tipkin, ^tmd Sir 'Hatry. 
Ttf. Doyou defign, Sir Harry, durtthey (hati haw an' 
eflate in their own hands, and keep houfe themfelves, 
f cor things ? 

' Sir Hot. Nb, no, Sir, I know better ; they ihall go 
dowi) into the country, and lirr with me, not touch am* 
.thing of money, but having all th'^gs neceflaiy jmyvided, 
they ihall go tame about the houle, and breed. 

Tip. Well, Sir Harty, then confidering that all huaiB 
tilings are fubje^ to change, it behoves every man 
_that has a juft fenfe of mortality, to take care of hil 
tnoney. 

Sir Hot.' I don*t kdow'what you mean, brother^* 
What do you drive at, brother ? * 

4 r^^ 
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fi^ Thit i^fir^n^ci^ Uoccotodl^ you, your (ba»a^ 
ny niece, which difcharg^ me of all reprofpedt* 

SirHmr^ If ili comfti&di brother j but what then ?-^ 
, 7*^. A|) th4( reiD^ i#, that you pay mc f(Mr the young 
myS t;we}y^ years >(^4, ag aUb all oth^ ^^g^ s^ 
wearing apparel, &c. , ' 

, SirJffar. What is this you iay? Did I give yoo my dif« 
charge from all retrofpe^a, ai yoi| call it, and after all d^ 
you. coHK^ ^V^ ^^ ^ t'ptherjt ^^i ^11 i^^ ^ I .%4 joa 
liic^t I t^V yoy^ %f ^ your fjiQCy J find you ace«^ 

^ I ^4» toosi what you are, $ir Harry* 
. % Sj?r,. Wba^aw.I, ^F I Whfttani I, ? ^ 

yi)>. Why, Sir, you are angry. 

SirH^r^ i>ir« I ^or^ y<?ur woriJU* I ^ npt vigryy^M^* 
Pounce is my witliefs, I ama^ gtii^e as a WH>'rrWoi^l4 i( 
Jmml^ 'HV $dii2lAwn Wgff^ tOtft^acMchuokd come 
ifier all w*t;^it a d^9^ij4 pf-T^ 

fif. Mr. Pounce, pi^ iolorn^ $k Harry la ^bit^piiity 

^wrqr> J^€i4t Stf W§«ry, J i»uft tell ypij. plai^y^ 
that Mr. Tipkin, in this, demands nothing liut what bf 
^j;0Q<|V£i>r-)For thougU this eaf^ 9^ bf cpfifidipred, ?»,»/- 
I^^fv i tbi^ if tft %, »i^ 'til ^riWy^t ^ooMnpnly, ^^i^i* 
lif% Qr v^^nly ^piw4 . ■ ■M i ^ V^i^, I fiwE,^ whi^ weoiv^ 
te<*f«rv%^hft>ithftgQjv-Wc is. ftttjie^t ^ thf Iw requires, 

qBenfu patris^ by the confenf of the father r-Thfit cir* 

C^mftMR^inyjQiefl yw W^ WeU n^gju^^wed wit^ t;he advan- 
tages. which •«^R*^.fi>y*Wi-^*owljrby *i» alliw^e, which 
Wl^^i^tes. Mia Ji^i*'s.4^nww» s^davoi^s, all objec- 
tions that can be made. 

Hf^Ulr- Wbx A^ <t ft^ yOH W-iii* ^vjifer in all 
this— ^ 

Pounce, Look ye, Sir Hauy, t^ flipvyo^ J lov^tp pro* 
l»l« «iliP9^ W *ri»W% <» «9^ Ug(fcr(kn*P« i t>9* ¥«•• 
TipUin may claim foyf dM£»i^ BQ^I^^fi* V^ epig^gC foif 
him, and I know hmiaw^),,that h^ij^takc^ throe thou- 
i«ld:nit|«huA^^ and, W#ty-^ighj; ^^^, four fliillh^s^ 
wAei|^fjP««?e,fitfFtiMii^ > 

. f^ I^Sej^Mr.pQttJH^ywiarf^i^ 
\ P<>iNv/. Yott muft cottfidi^a Uti^, Sir Harry is youf 

WoAftT. 

pounds, four duUings, and etght-rpm9^ l^rti^S I • F^f 
|rhat,I%i fei^rtwir,Sir? . 

E Jt lady 
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fj THE TENDER HUSBAND. 

hidy 18 always in want. Sir— Her irtiy cloatHs would come 
to that money in half the time. 

Sir Hot* Three thoufand nine hundred and ninety- 
eight pounds, four (hilHngs and eight-pence farthing for 
doaths ! Pray how many fuits does ihe wear out lo a 
year? 

Pounce. Oh, dear Sir, a fine lady's cloaths arc not^ld 
by being Worn, but bv being feen. 

&> Har. Well, I'll fave her cloaths for the future, after 
I have got her4nto the country— J*ll warrant her (he dull 
not appear more in this wicked town, where cloaths arc 
worn out by fight ' - A nd as to what you demand, I tell 
you, Sir, it is extonion ? • 

^if. Sir Harry, do you accufe me of extortion ? 

• -y/r^fifor. Yes, I fay extortion. - 

Tit. Mr. Pounce, write dpwn that— —There aie rery 
eoQd laws provided againft fcandal arid calumn y ■ Loft 
of reputation may tend to lofs of money— — 

Pounce, Item^ For having, accufed Mr« Tlpkm of ex* 
tortton. 

Sir Har. Nay, if you come to your //m^— — LogIl ye^ 
Mr. Tipkm, this is an inventory of fuch gdods^ as were 
left to my niece Bridget 4jy he^ dece^fed father, and 
which I expe<^ (hall be forth^coming at her marriage to 
my fon / 

Imprimis^ A golden locket of heir mother^a; ¥^ fome^ 
thing very in genious in Latin on the ihfide of it ' ' > ' 
" Zr/>97, A couple of mufquets, with two (houlder-belti 
aod bandetiers. " ■ ^ 

• Item^ A large filver caudle-cup, with a true- ftory- tn« 
graven on it. - 

• Pounce* But, Sir Harr y . 

Sir Har. Item^ A bafe viol, with almoft all the firing* m 
it, and only a foiall liOloon d:i^ back. • ' 
' Pounce. But neverthclefs^, -Sir— 
' Sir Har. This is the furniture of my brother's bed^ 
chamber that follows— A fuit of tapeftry hangings, with 
the (lory of Judith ttid H6l6&mes, torn only where the 
head ftiould have been oS— an old bedAead • curioufly 
wrought about the pods, confifllngof two)oad of timber. 
A hone, a bafoii^ thre^ "tiioi^; asda comb^:aii>-^Look ye, 
Si^, youfeeIcanV//f»it. ' i 

Ponnce. AXza ! Sir Harry/if 3rou h«d ten qtufe-of /i^^, 
-k is all amwerediii the word retirofpei^ 
^ ' Sk 
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• Sir ffar, Wby^e«, Mr. F^uacf aoi Kb. Ti^kkhy99 
«re both rafcait. 

?^» I)o ]roii caU me raical, Sir Hio;}^ ^ 

i«r /fcr. yc«» Sir* 

7if^ Wnui it 4ifmn^ 3MivPo\uice-»^t tht aid pf tb# 
Icrf. '-^ • 

&> Jfoft^ If yo« have room, Mr» Pounce— Put 4owi» 
viilab, fooofawb<»t9 cumuulgpQii, hunk*, aodfcouiiT 
4rel. 

rf>^ Not fi> 6ft, Sir Har^, he caonot write fo faft^ 
Irott ^re at the woi4 viJWb-^Spii of a whore,. I juke it^ 
was next— — .»You nmy make the account as large af yo«» 
pleafe,, ^r H^rry. 

4Kr Hr* Cowe^ come, I ^op\ be ufed thu«— Hark ye,. 

firvrii, dra^ What dp yo9 dpat this end of the tow# 

Unthout a (Word f — Tkimil^y^^ 

71^. Sir ttsrry^ you are a mUkary ina% a cdmael of thf^ 
militui* 

fl5rr ii&r* lam fo, Ikrah^ ftn4 IwrUt rw fuch an extort- 
i«g dog as you through the guts ^ to ihow the mUitia i^ 

. Piinpr#. Oh^ileartOh^deaf ^--<^-41ovrajnIconcenie^ 
to fiieperfoDf <tf jrour ^^e tb^a moved*— -The wed^ 
cBm is coming itt—— We'll fettle thefe things afie«t 
wiiiili«; 

5r^» I ami calm* ^ 

Sir Btir^ Tipkin, life thffe two hour^—feut exfeO**. 

Either Hmmphiy lemMng Nieee^ Mrs. Cierimont led fy 

FainJ^re^ CapK ClerinKmt^ 0nd Cle»roont Snu 

JFamKi. Whoarethcfr? Key-day ^ who arc thefe. Sir 
Hiri7?Hat 

Sir Bar* Seme &oKcK ^ if wedcUi^-day-— no mat^ 
•en 

Hump. Haw,, haw r fath/cr^— inafltir uncle«-*-^Comc,. 
yo^u mufifttr your {hin»j|pa„ you mu&daijhc ^ ■ ■■ C ome, ok| 
lads, kifi the ladies^-*-^-*^ 

Mrs.Ckr^ Mr. Tiplun,. Sir Barry, ■ - 1 beg pardon 
feF a» iturodulikm fo mal-i'.prfpo s ».' % know fudfl^^ ft* 

iuHarity is not irbe Eliglifc w^y Alas^ Mr. Gu}>bin^ 

this &tber and uncle of yours miiil be t^ew mojelled'Mi % " 
How they flareboth of them 1 

SirJiar. Hark ye, Nu^ps* who is this you h^^er 
broaght hither? la it oot the (fLmom fioe ^dy Jifrv 
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54 THE tfeND-ER HUSBAND. 

Glcrimont— — What a pox did you. let her come near 
your wife 

Hump, Look ye, don't expofe yourfclf, and play fomc 
mad country prank to diigrace.me before her— -^lihall 
be laughed af , beeaofe (he knows I underftaod better. 

Mrs, Ckr. I congratulate, Madam, your coming out 
of the bondage of a virgin ftate ' ■ A woman can*t do 
what fliewill properly tillfhe's married. 

Sir Hot. Ehd you hear what (he faid to your wife ? 
Enter Aunt hefire afervtce rf^Jies* 

Aunt. So, Mr. Bridegroom, pray take that napkb, and 
ferveyourfpoufe to-day, according to cuftom. 

Hump, Mrs. Clerimont, pr^y know my aunt. 
' Mrs.Cier. Madam, I muft beg your pardon ; I can't 
po(Sb1y like all that Ta(t load of meat that joii are (end- 
ing into table b efides, it i« {o ofenfirely fweet, it 
Wants that haMt^gkt^ we skrfe fo delightol- with b 
France* 

* Aunt. You*ll pardon it, (ince we dtd not expe^ you. 
Whoisthis? ( : [AJuk. 

Mru CUr, Oh, Madam, I only fpeak for the future j 
Ihtle faucers ar6 fa much more j>oli» f ' L oric ye. 
i'm perfcdly tor the Frefech way ; whene'er I'm. admit- 
ted, I take the ^Vhole open me; "- ) 

Sir Hot. The French, Madam, ■ "Pd have 'you to 

know.—— 

-Mrs. C!er\ You*!! not fikc k at^firft, o«^t of a natural 
Englifli fullcnneis, but that will come ftpon you by de- 
grees—When I firtiwent intoFr«*nce, I wag mortally 
afraid of a frog, but in a little time I €oa*d ear nothing 
elfe, except fallads. ^ 

'" Aunt, fiat fro^s ! hai^ !• fttfled one that has eat firogi 
—Paw ! Paw ! ^ • 

Mrs. Cfer, Oh, Madam— A frog and ^a&llad are deli- 
cious fare—* 'tis not l«^ng ccnne up in France itfelf, but 

* their glorious monarch has introduced the diet which 

* makes them fo fpiritual He eradicated all gro(s food 

* by taxes," and for the glory of the monarch (cnt thefub- 

* j^ a grazing ; bat I fear I ddtr the entertainment and 

* dlver^on of the day.' 

Hump. Now father, uncle— before we go any fiir- 
tlicr, I think 'tis nece(&ry we know who andwho^s toge- 
ther—then I give either of you two hours to guefs whKk 
» my wife— Axd 'tis not my cottfin— fo far 1*11 tell you. 
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- iSJr Har. Howl "What dayouTay ? tiut, (Mi F you mean 
fhe is not your coufin now— i-^* fhe*s- nearer a-kin ; that'l 
-Well enough— Well faid, Numps— Ha, ha, ha! 
^ Hump. No, I don't mean fo 5 I tell you I don^t mean 
ib—— My wife hides her face under her hat. . 

Tip^ What does the puppy mean? His wife under a 
hat! 

Hump. Aye, aye, that's flie, that's fti e ■ a good Jeft^ 

♦feith 

Sir Har. Hark ye, Numps— »wl>at dofl mean, child ?— 
Is that a woman, and are you really married to her \ 
if««r^. .1 arafureof both. * . .' 

■Bir Har. Are yo^ fo, firrah? Thctt, firrah, this is youf 
wedding-dinner, firrah, — Do you fee, firrah, here's roaft 
meat/ ' - 

Hum. Oh, ho ! what, beat a ittanied man ! Hold 
him, Mr. Clemnont, brother Pounce, Mr. Wife ; no^ 
body fbnd by a young married man ? 

[Runs behind Y^f^Xi>y^. 

Sir Har. Did not the dogj fay, Brother Pdunce ? What, 

is tkis Mrs. RagoCkt— This Madaiff Clerimont! Who 

the devil a A you aU ? but efpecially, who the devil are 

you two? ' ; 

[^fti/iHuiJsphry <!»</. Eainlove 9^ the fiet^y following. 
* Sf^. \AJide.'\ Mailer Pounce, all my niece's fortune 
will oe demanded now— for I fuppofe that red coat has hef 
•—Don't you think you and I haU better break ? 

Pounce. You may as foon as you pleafe, but it is my in- 
tereft to be honeft a little longer. 

Tip. Well, Biddy, fince yoii would not accept of 
yourcoufin, I hope you han't difpofed of yourfelf elfe- 
where. 

Niece. If you'll for a little while fufpend your curiofity, 
you (hall have the whole hifbry of my amour to this my 
nuptial day, under dte title of the loves of Clerimont and 
Parthenifla. .' 

Tip. Then, Madam,<your portion is in fafe hands— 
Cap. Cler. Come, come, old Gentleman, 'tis in vain te 
contend ; here's honeft Mr. bounce fhall be my engineer, 
and I warrant you we beat you out of all your holds— 
Junt. What, then, is Mr. Pounce a rogue ? He muft 

have 
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^ THE TBJIPE* fty^f AlfPi 

JbiM <boe tii(k, brotlMr^ ii caii]mi>ei Iw wift ii^re 
liheftted i*odiev fidcy for Trnfiupe he*tha&eft» 

Ckr. Smu Mr, Faiii|ce» til your fifler hag woo of this 

bdy, (he hat honelUy put into my hands, and rtfcenii^ 

ic her, at this lady *• pamcukr requeft* {T^ Pimrnce,. 

Pmmci, And the tho^fiuMl poiunU yao^ ptpmUSsd ift 

your brother*! behalf, I'm willing ihould be hen alib^ 

• O^Ckr^ Tb^ jBfiinf and brif^thema)! backto 
* make the beftof an ul game ; we'll eat the dinner anfi 
« We a dance t^^ftther, or we iWl tranljpefs.aU ibrm^' 
• tU-mtit Faialmre, Uxm^ry^ md Sir Hmy •' 
Sir Har. Well, fince you fay yo^ sm wonh. fqaAethiiig» 
l»dtheboyhMfechMW»tu|N!fiyiW9ru hare pfUievce, 
igUIfeafiirtber. 

Pomiie. Come, come, Sir Harry, you (hall find nxf air 
tta»ceT»OBi cpa<4 w» b|p diafi yw^|^; t^ Poiwcea 
are a fsumly that wiU alfev^f hare iMiifgp»,if tl^ens^ Mf 
in the world.——** Ctoo, ttdlet. ^JimH *iw/ 

C Cbr. Yoa'i0e4iBm th' extremes of the domefiic U^. 
A iQ» ^oo much ^^Ofia'i-HM'if^e ^m^ 1 
By g9Qi(v>q^ bQ»d» youeitlnw ftoa'd f^ftnw^ 
AjmO^oa tb^ i«Mib«At|(M 
Wives to obey muH love, children leTeff^ 

Xkb of tfta Firvii Aor»] 
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LJ7 ] 
EPILOGUE. 



T^RlTONSy whoconftantvjar^ with foBious rdgt^ 

For liberty againft each other ivage^ 
Prom foreign infuitfofue this Rnglifhfiage^ 
No more th* ItaliafifqtuilUt^g trthe admit ^ 
In tongues unknown ; ^tis popery in wit* 
Thefongs (their fehves confefs) from Rome they hringy 
And ^tis high 'mafs^ for aughtyou inowj theyjing. 
liujbands^ take care^tht danger may come ni^her^ 
Ibe women fay their eunuch is a friar* 
But is it not aferious iU^ to fee 
Kurope^ s great arbiters fo mean can be\ 
Pqffive^ with an qffeBedJqy to fit ^ 
Su/pend their native tafie of manly wit ; 
2iegleH their comic humour^ tragic rage^ » 
jR^ known defers of nature mdof age f 
Ar{fe^ for fimme^ye conquering Britons^ rife f 
'Such unadorned ^eminacy def/nfe : 
Admire^ (if you willdoat on foreign wit,) 
Not what Italians fing^ but Romans writ, 
Sofhall lefs woris^ fucb as to-night^s flight pU^^ 
Atyour command wiihjuft ice die away ; 
Till then y forgive your twiterSf that can't bear 
Toufljot^dfuch very tramontanes appear^ 
^e nations^ which contemn you, to revere* 
Let Annans foil be known for all its cimrnu ; 
Asfam^dfor lib\fltlfciences^ as arms : 
Jjet thofe.derifion meet^ who would advance 
Manners^ orfpeech^ from Italy or France* 
Let them learnywy who wou' d your favour find^ 
And Engl{/b be the language of mankind* 
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[ 5 ] 
PROLOGUE. 

CJTHG' modern propbits *were expos' J of late. 

The author eould not pi'ophejy her fate: 
Jf ^ith fuch fcenes an atidience bad been fir'* d^ 
7" he poet mufi have really been infpir*d. 
JSut thefe, alas /- are melancbo^ days^ 
For modern prophet Sy and for modern plays* 
Tit finee prophetic lies pleafe fools ofajhion^ 
And women are fo fond of agitation ; 
!/> men of fenfe^ Pll prophejy anenv^ 
And tell you wonder ous things that ijoill prove trui* 
•* Undaunted colonels nvi/l to camps repair; 
•* j^r^d tber/ll be no Jkirmifljes thisyrar :^* 
On our own terms imllfionv the vjijh^dfor peace ^ 
AU^warSy exctpt^ivjixtmanand'wifey wllceafe. 
The Grand Monarque may nxjijh hisfon a throne^ 
But hardly wll advance to lofe his onvn, 
Thisfeafon moft things bear afmilingface ; 's 

Butpl{^*rs infummer have a di/malcafey > 

Since your appearance only is our aSl of grace » J 

Court ladies nviU to country feats be gone ^ 
My lord can* t all the year live great in tcwn ; 
Where wanting Operas^ Bajffet^ and a Piay^ 
They^llfigh and flitch a govon^ to pafs the time away* 
Gay city wives at Tunbridge will appear ^ 
Whofe hujbands long have laboured for an heir ; 
Where maty a courtier may their voants relitve^ 
But by the waters only they conceive. 
The YUtt'ikrt^t fempJirefs'-^ToaJ of Temple ^^ri/, 
That runsfpruce neckcloths for attornies clerks^ 
At Cupid'/ gardens vjill her hours regale^ 
Sing Fair Dorinda, and drink bottled ale. 
At all ajfemblies rakes are up and down^ 
And gameftersy whereth^ think they are not known. 

Should I denounce our author* s fate to-day^ 
'to cry dovon prophecies y you^d damn the play, 
Tet whims like thefe have fometimes made you laugh \ 
*Tis tattling all^ like Ifaac Bickerflaff. 

Since War and places claim the bards that wriUf 
Be kind, and bear a woman* s treat to-night ; 
Let your indulgence all her fears allay ^ 
And none but women^haters damn this play* 
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Mr. ParfoQS. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 
D R U R Y.L A N E. 

Sir Oeorge Atry^ a gentlemen of four-j 

theufand a year, in love with Mi- > Mr. Smith* 
tenia ■ « J 

Sir FrancisGripe^ guardian to Miran 

. i2ci and Marplot^ father to Cbarks^ 
in love with Miranda - 

Sir Jealous Traffici^ a merchant that -| 

had lived fometime ini^/«, father > Mr. Baddeley. 

Xx^IJabinda *— — —J 

Marfkt^ a fort of filljrfellow, coward- 1 

ly, but very inauiEtive to know V Mr. King. 

every body's l)Ufinefs « 3 

Wbijper^ itxszuXK^ Charles —— Mr. Burton. 
idiranday an heircfs, worth thirty! 

thoufsmd pounds, reaUy in love 1^16 y^^n^, 

with Sir Uecrgiy but pretends to f ^'*^ *^*«i^^ 

bcfo with her |;uardian Sir FrawisJ 
Ifalinday daughter to Sir Jealous^ in \ 

iove with Charles^ but defigned for I Mifs Hopki98# 

a Spanijb merchant by her father J 
Patchy her woman — — Mrs.Davies. 
SceuPwell^ womm to Mranda- Mrs.Bradftiaw« 

COVEN T^G A R D E N. 



Sir George Airy - 
Sir Francis Gripe 
Charles — 

Sir Jgalous Traffick 
Marplot -.-*- 

Whifpir — 

Miranda ■ ■ ■ 

Ifahinda — 

Patch 

ScenHvell — - 



Mr. Lewi«. 
BIr« Shuter. 
Mr, WroughtoB. 
Mr. Dimftall. 
Mr. Woodward. 
Blr. ThoropfoD. 

MifsMacklin. 
Mifs Dayes. 
Mrs, Pitt. ^ 
Mrs. Pouffin. 
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THE 

BUSY BODY. 



A C T I. 

S C E N E //^# Fork. 
Sir George ^ry meeting Charles. 

Charles* 

HA! Sir George Airy, a birding thus early t 
What forbid(kn game rou&*d you fo loon ? for 
no lawful occafion could invite a perfon of your figure 
abroad at fuch unfafhionable hours. 

Sir Geo, There are fome men, Charles, whom for- 
tune has left free from inquietudes, who are dili- 
gently iludious to find out ways and means to make 
themlelves uneafy* 

CJlfa. Is it poilible that any thing in nature can ruffle 
the temper of a man, whom the four feafons of the 
year compliment with as many thoufand pounds, nay^ 
and a father at r^ft with his anceilors ? 

Sir Geo. Why, there it is now! A man that wants 
money thinks none can be unhappy that has it ; but 
my affairs are in fuch a whimfical pofture, that it will 
require a calculation of my nativity to find if my 
gold will relieve me or not. 

C/ja, Ha, ha, ha ! never confult %)\e (brs about 

ikat i gold has a power beyond them. ; * gdd ualodcs 

A 3 * the 
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* the midnight councils ; gold outdoes the wind, be- 

* calms the (hip, or fills her fails ; gold is omnipotent 

* below ; it makes whole amies fight, or fly ; it buys 

* even fouls, and bribes wretches to betray their 

* country:' then what can thy bufinefs l>e, that 
gold won't ferve thee in ? i 

Sir Geo, Why, I'm in love. 

Cba. In love! Ha, ha, ha, ha; in fove!— 

Ha, ha, ha, ha. With what, pr'ythee ? a cherubin I 

Sir Geo. No, with a woman. 

Cifa» A woman ! good. Ha, ha, ha, ha ; and gold 
not help thee ! 

Sir Geo, But fuppofc I'm in love with two 

C^a» Ay, if thou'rt in love with two himdred, gold 
will fetch 'em, I warrant thee, boy. But who arc 
they ? who are they ? come. 

Sir Geo* On^ is a lady whofe face I never faw, but 
witty to a miracle ; the other> beautiful as Venus — 

Cha, And a fool — 

Sir Geo* For aught I know ; for I never fpoke to 
her ; but you can inform me. I am charm'd by the 
wit of the one, and die for the beauty of the other. 

C^a. And pray, which are you in quefl.of now? 

Sir Geo, I prefer the fenfual pleafuie ; Vm for her 
IVe fecn, who is thy father's^ ward, Miranda. 

Cba. Nay, then 1 pity you ; for the Jew my father 
will no more part with her and thirty thoufa»d pounds, 
than he would with a guinea to keep me from ibrv* 
ing* 

fflr Geo* Now you fee gold can't do every thing, 
Charles. 

Gfa. Yes ; for ^tis her gold that bars my father's 
gate againil you. 

Sir Geo. Why, if he be this avaricious wretch, how 
oun^il thou by fuch a liberal educadon } 

Qm. Not a foufe out of his pocket, I aflure you. 
I had an uncle who defrayed that charge ; but for 
fome litde wildndles of youth, though he made me 
his heir, left dad my guardian^ till I came to years of 
dBfcretion, which, I prefume, the old gentleman will 
rthink I am; and now he has got the e^ate into 

his 
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hii clutches, it does me no more good than if it lay 
in PreHer John's dominions* 

Sir Geo. What, canft thou find no ftratagem ta re- 
deem it ? 

C/^a. I have ittadc many ciTays to np purpofe; 
though want, the miftrefs of Invention, fUU tempts 
roe on, yet flill the old fox is too cunning for me-— I 
tm upon my laft proje^^, which, if it fails, then for 
my laft refuge, a brown mufquet* 

Sir Gf^. What is't ? Can I affift thee ? 

.Cha* Not yet; when you can, I have confidence 
enough in you to a& it. 

Sir Geo, I am always ready. But what does he in- 
intend to do with Miranda ? Is (he to be fold in pri- 
vate } Or will he put her up by way of au6tion% at 
who bids moft ? If^fo, egad, I'm for him ; my gold, 
as you fay, (hall be fubfervient to my pleafure. 

Cha, To deal ingenuouily with you. Sir George, 
I know very little of her, or home ; for fince my 
uncle's death, and my return fix)m travel, I have never 
been well with my father ; he thinks my expences 
too great, and I his allowance too little ; he never fees 
me, but he quarrels ; and to avoid that, I fhun his 
koufe as much as pofHble. The report is, he intends 
te marry her himfelf. 

Sir Gea* Can (he confent to it ? 

C^a. Yes, faith, fo they fay ; but I tell you, lam 
wholly ignorant of the matter. * Miranda and I 

* are like two violent members of a contrary party \ 

* I can fcarcc allow her beauty, though all the world 

* does ; nor (he me civility, for that contempt.' I 
fancy fhe plays the mother-in-law already, and fets 
the old gentleman on to do mifchief. 

Sir Geo. Then I have your free confent to get her ? 
Cha, Ay, and my helping hand, if occalK>n be. 
Sir Geo» Poh, yonder's a fool coming this way, let't 
avoid him. 

C^a» What, Marplot? No, no, hc*s my inftru- 

ment ; there's a thoufand conveniencies in him ; he'll 

^ lend me his money when he- has any ; run of my 

cmuidsi and be proud on it ; in (hort, he'll pimp 

for 
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forme, fic for me, 'nr! for rf- :. xy thing bat 

fight for me, and thi' : .: . -r . own ,rm tci. 

Sir Geo, N"V. • *= . :c' be tndur'dj i nevef 

knew his qiia : :e 

Enter Marp'c <:,:..' «/^;.r' rr*?/} hhfacem 

Mar. Dear CtiarV'^. ycjrs — Hal Sir George 
Airy, the man in the w : . i have an ambiiion to 
be known to. \Ajtde,'\ 0:ve mc thy hand, dear 
boy — 

Cha, A good aflurance ! But, hark ye, how came 
your beautiful countenance clouded in the wrong 
place ? 

Mar, I mud confefs, 'tis a little mal-a-propos ; but 
no ^natter for that. A word with you, Charles, 
Pr'ythee, introduce me to Sir George^ — he is a man 
of wit, and I'd give ten guineas to 

Cba, When you have 'em, you mean. 

Mar, Ay, when I have 'em ; pugh, pox, you cut 
the thread of my difcourfe — I would give ten guineas,. 
I fay, to be rank'd in his acquaintance. * Well, 

* 'tis a vafl addition to a man's iortune, according to 

* the rout of the world, to be feen in the company of 

* Jeading men ; for then we are all thought to be 

* politicians, or whigs, or jacks, or high fliers, or 

* low fliers, or levellers — and fo forth ; tor you mufi: 

* know, we alt herd in parties now, 

* Cha, Then a fool for diverfion is out of fafliion^ 

* I find. 

* Mar, YeS| without it be a mimicking fool, and 
« they are darhngs every where j' but> pr'y thee, in- 
troduce me. 

Cha, Well, on condition you'll give us a true ac? 
count how you came by that mourmng nofe, I will* 

ikfor. rildoit. 

Cha, Sir George, here's a gentleman has a paSo* 
nate defire to kifs your hand. 

Sir Geo, Oh, I honour »en of the fword ; and I 
prefume this gentlemen is lately come from Spain or 
Portugal— by his fears* 

liar. 
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Mar. No, really, Sir Gcoi^e, mine fprung from 
civil fury. Happening laft night into tlie Groom 
Poofter's — 1 had a ftrong inclination to go ten guineas 
with a fort of a, fort of a — ^kind of a milk fop, aa 
I thought. A pox of the dice, he flung out, and 
my pockea being emjpty, as Charles knows they 
often ar^, he proved a furly North Briton, and broke 
my £Eice for my deficiency. 

Sir Gev. Ha ! ha ! and did not you draw ? 

jliir. Draw, Sir ! Why, I did but lay my hand 
Upon my fword to make a iwift retreat, and he roared 
out. Now the deel a ma ^, Sir, gin ye touch yer 
fteel, Ife whip mine through yer wemu ^ 

$r Gliw. iiat h^ ha ! 

Cba. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! fafe was the woiyd. So yon 
walked ofl^ I fuppofe. 

A&r. Y(98, tor I avoid fighting, purely to be fer« 
TKCfibW to my friends, you ]cnow--<* 

^ Sir G^. Your friends are mudh obHg'd tp yo^i 
Sir : I hope you'll rank me in that number* 

Mar^ Sir George, a bow from the fide-bcgc, or %9 
be leen in your chariot, binda m^ ev^ yours. 

Sk Ge»» Tritoii you may command '^m wheai 
you pleafe* 

Cba. Provided he may command you. 

Jdar, Me ! why I Uve for no other purpofe— Sir 
Geor^, I have the honour to be carefs d by moil of 
the reigniog toafts of thei town* 1*11 tell 'em you are 
the fineft gendeman-* 

Sir Geo. Nq, no, pr'y thee let me alone to tell th9 
kdies^-^my parts—^an you coinyey a letter upon oc* 
^on, or Qfilivcr a laeuage with an air of bufinefs, 
ka? 

Man Wiifa the afiuranceof 9 page, and the gra* 
vity of a flatefman. 

Sir Of 0^ You know Miranda* 

Mft:. What, myfifterward? Why, her guardian 
is mine, we are fellow fufierers. Ah ! he is acove^ 
tons, cheating, fan^fied curmudgeon; that Sir 
Fraocis Gripe k a damn'd old^^hypocritical— 
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Cha. Hold, hold, I fuppofe, friend, you forget 
that he is my father. 

Marf, Egad, and fo I did, Charles— I aflc your 
pardon, Charles ; but it is for your fake I hate him. 
Well, I fay the world is miftaken in him-; his out- 
fide piety makes him every man's executor, and hif 
infide cunning makes him every hc-ir's gaoler. Egady 
Charles, I'm half perfuaded that thou'rffome war4 
too, and never of his getting : — *for never tvere Mw 
things fo ufdiie^ (is you and your father \ he/crates up 
every things and thouJhend*fl every thing ; every ooify it 
indited to bim^ and thou art indebted to every hot^^ 

Char. Ton are very Jree^ Mr* Marplot* 

Mar. Ay^ J give Mid take^ Charkf^tou m€ty he at 
free voith me^ you inow* > 

Sir Geo, A pleafant fellow. 
* Cha* The dog is diverting fi^metimes, or there 
would be no enduring his impertinence. He is prefs- 
ing to be employed, and willing to execute ; but fome 
ill fate generally attends alV he undertakes, and he 
eftener fpoih an intrigue than helps it. 

Mar. / have akxh^syour good vford^ hut if I mif- 
carry, ^is none of my fauK ; .1 follow my iaflruc* 
tions. 

Cha* Yes, witnefs the merchant's wife«v 

Mar* Pifb, pox, that was an accident. 

Sir. Geo. What was it, pr*ythee ? 

Mar. Nay, Charks, now don* t expofe your friend? 

Cha* Why, you muft know, 1 had lent a cer- 
tain merchant my hunting horfes, and was to have 
met his wife in his abfence. Sending him along 
with my groom to make the compliment, and to de« 
liver a letter to the lady at the fame time ; what docs 
he do, but gives the h\ifband the letter, and oficn 
her the horfes. 

Mar. Why to hefure, I did effer her tin horfes, and 
I remember you was even with rac, for you deny'd 

* The following lines, and all thofe which are printed in 
italics, are not in theoriginai piece, bnt have been added in tkc Fe<r 
pre(cAtatioi]| and are now retdined for the fatisfa^ionefthe reader. 
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^lie letter to be yours, and fwore I had a defign upo 
her, which my bones paid for. 

'Cha, Come; Sir George, let*s wilk round, if you 
are not engaged, for I have fent my man upon a little 
earned butinefs, and I have ordered him to bring me 
tbe anfwcr into the park. 

Mar. Bufmefe, and I not know it ! £gad,~ PU 
watch him. 

^ir Geo* I mud beg your pardon, Charles, I am 
to meet your father ! 

Cha. My father! 

Sir Geo. Ay ! and about the oddeft bargain per- 
haps you erer heard of ; but Til not impart till I 
know the fuccefi. 

Mar. What can his bufinefs be with Sir Francis ? 
Now would I give all the world to know it. Why 
the devil fhould not one know every man's concerns ! 

iAJide.. 
' €bA. Proii>erity to*t, whare*er it be ; I hare private 
affairs too ; over a bottle we'll compare notes. 

Mar, Charles knows I love a glafs as. w^i| gs any 
hmmi ; ril make one ; (hall it be to-night ? Add, I 
long to know their fecrets. [-^ifide^ 

Enter WYii^ippc. 

U'hifp, Sir, Sir, Mrs. Patch fays Ifabinda's Spanifli 
father has quite fpoil'd the plot, and ihe can't meet 
you in the park; but he infallibly will, go out this 
afternoon, (he fays. But I muH fiep agam to know 
the hour. 

Mar. What did Whifper fay now ? I fhall go ftark 
mad, if I'm not let into the fecrct. [^Jide. 

Cha. Curft misfortune I 
. Mar. Curft ! IVhat's curft ^ Charles T 

Cha. Come along with me, my heart feels pleafure 
at her name. Sir George, yours ; we'll meet at the 
«U place the ufual hour. 

Sir GtQ. Agreed ; I think I fee Sir Francis yonder. 

[Exit. 
Cha. 
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Cluu Marplot, you muftexcufe me, I am engaged. 

Mar. EagagM ! Egad I'll engage my life 1*11 know 
what your engagement is. *' [Eseih 

Mir. [Cpmtng 0Mt tf a chair^ het the ch»r wait* 
My fervanti that dodg'd Sir George, faid he waa m 
the Park, 

Enter Patch. 
Ha! Mifs Patch alone! Did not you tell me you had 
contriv'd a way to bring Ifabinda to the Park > 

PMtcb. Oh, Madam, your ladyfhip can't ima|;ine 
what a wretched difappointment we have met with : 
juft as I h«d letch'd a fuit of my deaths for a dif- 
guife, comes my old mailer into his clofet, which ia 
right againft her chamber door ; this firuck us into a 
terrible fright— At length, I put on a grave face, weA 
alk'd him if he was at leifure fer his chocolate, in 
hopes to draw him out of his hole ; but he fnap'd my 
tmt off; *• No, I fliall be bufy here thefe two hours V* 
At which, my poor miftrefs, feeing^ no way of efcape, 
oi^ered me to wait xm your ladyfhip with the fad re* 
lation. 

Mr^ Unhappy Ifabinda ! Was ever any thing fo 
unaccountable as the humour of Sir Jealous Traffick ? 

Patch, Oh, Madam, it's his living fo long in Spain ; 
he vows he'll fpend half his eibite, but he 11 be a par- 
liament-man, on pur pofe to bring in a bill for women 
to wear-veils, ana other odious Spanifh culloms-^He 
fwears it is the height of impudence to have a woman 
fecn bare-fac'd, even at church ; and fcarce believes 
there's a true-begotten child in the city. 

Mra». Ha ha, ha ! how the old fool tormenti^ 
himfelf! Suppofe he could introduce his rigid- rules 
-"Does he think we could not match them in c<m- 
trivance ? No, no, let the tyrant man make what 
laws he will, if there's a woman under the gchrern* 
mcnt, I warrant fhe finds a way to break 'em. Is hit 
mind fet upon the Spaniard for his fon-in-law ilill ? 

Patch. Ay^ and he expe6h him by the next fleet, 
which drives his daughter to melancholy and defpair. 

But, 
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Bur, Madam, I ^nd you retain tbeia me gay, ckesur*' 
fill fpirit you had when I waited on your ladyihip-— 
My lady is mighty good humour'd too ; and I btve 
found a way to make Sir Jealous believe I am wholly 
in his inteieft, when my real defisn is to fenre her; 
be makes me her gaoler* and I fet her at liberty* 
Miran. I knew thy prolific brain would be of fin^ 

fular fervice to her, or I had not |«rted with thee to 
er father^ 

Patch, But, Madatn, the report u, that you ai% 
g(»ng to marry your guardian. 

Mlran. It is neceflaty fuch a report ihould be^ 
Patch. 

Patch. But, 18 It true, Madam ? 

Miran^ That's not abfolutely neCeflary. 

Patch. I thought it Was only the old ftrain, coax- 
ing him ftill for your own, and railing at all the 
youn^ fellows about town: in my mind, now, you 
are as ill plagu'd with your guardiao, Madam^ as my 
lady is with her father. 

Miran. No, I have liberty, wench ; that ihe wants ; 
what would (he give, now, to be in this defhabiilet 
in the open air ; nay, more, in purfuit of the young 
fellow die likes ; for that's my cafe, I aflure you. 

Pauh. As for that. Madam, (he's even with you ; 
for tho* ihe can't come abroad, we have a way to bring 
him home, in fpite of old Argus. ^ ' 

Miran. Now, Patch, your opinion of mjr choice, 
fo^ here he cpmes— — ^Ha I my guardian jvith him ; 
what can be the meaning of this^ ? Vxxi fure Sir Fran- 

cb can't know me in this dreft rLet's obfcnre 'em. 

\^h^ <tvithdraiv. 

JE«ier&> Francis Gripe, an J Sir Gcorgt Airy. 

Sir Fran. Verily, Sir George, thou, wilt repent 
throwing away thy money fo ; for I tell thee, fin- 
ccrely, Miranda, my. charge, does not love a young 
fellow ; they fuce all vicious, and feldom make good 
kuibands: in fober fadnefs, ihe cannot abide 'em. 

ti MIraff. 
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Mtran. [ Veepci^.\ nfober fadnefs, you are mlflft- 

■kcfi ^What can this mean ? 

Sir Ge0, Look ye, Sir Francis, whether (he can or 
'cannot abide young fellowsi is not the bufinefs ; will 
.you take the fifty guincas^? 

S\x Fran, In gixxl truth, I will not— for I knew 
-thy father, he was a hearty, wary man, and I can- 
•notconfent that his fim (hould ^juander away what 
he fav*d, to no purpofe. 

.Mzran* [Peeping,'] Now, in the name of wonder, 
-what bargain can he be driving about me, for fifty 
guineas } 

Patch, I wifh it ben't for the firft night's lodging. 
Madam. 

Sir Geo, Well, Sir Francis, fince you are fo con- 
-fcientious for my father's fake, then permk roe the 
favour, gratis. 

Miran. {Peeping.'] The favour! O'my life, I be- 
^lieve 'tis as you faid. Patch. 

S\r Fran, No, verily, if thou doft not buy thy 
experience, thou wilt never be wife ; therefore, give 
me a hundred, and tfy thy fortune. 

Sir Geo, The fcruples arofe, I find j from the fcanty 
fum — Let me fee — a hundred guineas — [Takes ^em out 
tf a purfe^ and chinks Vw.] Ha! they have a very 
pretty found, and a very pleafing look — But then, 
Miranda — But if (he ihould be cruel 



Miran. [Peeping,] As ten to one 1 (hall 

Sir Fran, Ay, do, confider on'tt He, he, he! . 

^'itGeo, No, I'lldo't. 

Patch, -Do't ! what, whether you will or jio, 
Madam? 

Sir Geo. Come, to the point; here's the gold, 
fum up the conditions — ^— 

Six Fran, [Pulling out a paper,"] 

Miran. [Peeping^ Ay, for Heaveri*s fake, do^ for 
jny expedtation is on the rack. 

Sir Fran, Well, at your peril be it. . 

SirGr^, Ay, ay, gq on. 

Sir 
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, . Sir Fran. Imprimis, you are to be admitted into 
my houfe, in order to move your fuit to Miranda,- 
for the fpace of ten minutes, without let or molefta* 
tion, provided I remain in the fame room.^ 

^\x Geo. Butout ofear-fliot. 

Sir ^ran. Well, well, I don't defire to hear what' 
you fay ; ha, ha, ha ! in confideration . I am to have 
that purfe,. and a hundred guineas. 

Sir Geo. Take it [Gives him the purft. 

Mir an. \Pceping\ So, 'tis well it's no worfe ; I'H 
fit you both 

SirG^^;. And this agreement is to be perform 'd 
to-day. 

Sir fran. Ay, ay, the fooner the better. Poor 
/ool ! how Miranda and I Ihall laugh at him — Well, 
Sir George, ha, ha, ha ! take the laft found of your 
guineas, ha, ha, ha. [Chinks Vw.] , [Kxit. 

Mir art. [J^eeping^ Sure he does not know I am 
Miranda. 

Sir Geo. A very extraordinary bargain I have made, 
truly ; if Ihe fhould be really in love wth this old 
cuff, now — P(ha, that's morally impoffible— — But, 
then, what hopes have I to fucceed. I never fpoke 
to her— 

Mir an. [Peeping J] Say you fo ? Then I am fafe. 

Sir Geo. What, tho' my tongue never fpoke, my 
eyes faid a thoufand things, and my hopes flattered 
me her's anfwer'd 'em. If I'm lucky— if not, it b 
but a hundred guineas thrown away.. 

[Miranda and Patch come forward* 

Mir an. . Upon what. Sir George ! 

Sir Geo. Ha ! my incognita upon a woman, ^ 

Madaiti. 

Miran. They are the worfl things you can deal in, 
•and damage the fooneft ; your very breath deflroys 
'em, and I fear you'll never fee your return, Sir 
George, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo. Were they more brittle than china, and - 
dropped to pieces with a touch, every atom of her I 
. have ventur'd at, if (he is but miflrefs of thy ivit, 
B 2 balances 
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bahnCd ten times the fum— -Pr^ythee let me fee t^j 
face. 

Jdtran. By no means ; that majfpoil your opinioii 
•f my fenfe— «-* 

Sir&#* Rather confirm it^ Madam. 

Patch. So rob the lady of your gallantry. Sir. 

Sir Gee. No, child, a ' difli of chocolate in the 
monung never ibcnls my dinner; the other lady, I 
deiign a fet meal ; fo there's no danger, — 

Mir an. Matrimony! Ha, ha, ha! What crimes 
have you committed againft the god of love, that hb 
fiioula revenge 'em u> feverely, to fiamp hufband 
upon your forehead ? 

Sir Gf ^. For my folly, in haTing fo often met yoa 
kere, without punuing the laws ofnature, and exer- 
dfing her command— —But I refolvc, ere we part 
now, to know who you are, where you lire, what 
Itind of fleih and blood your fece is ; therefore, \m- 
jnaik, and don't put me to the trouble of doing it 
for you. 

iiKran, My &ce is the lame ftelh and blood with 
my hand. Sir George, which, if you*U be fo rude 
to provoke— 

Sir Geo. You'll apply it to my cheek — ^The ladies* 
favours are always welcome ; but I muft have that 
cloud withdrawn, \7aking hold of bir^ Remember 
you are in the Park, child ; and what a terrible thing 
would it be tolofe this pretty white hand I 

Miran. And how will it found in a chocolate-houie, 
that Sir George Airy rudely pulled off a bdy's maflc, 
when he had given her his honour, that he never 
would, dire^ly nor indirectly, endeavour to know 
her, till (he gave him leave. 

* Patch, f mfh we were fefe out.* 

Sir Geo. But if that lady thinks fit to purfue and 

meet me at every turn, like fome troubled fpirit, 

fhall I be blam'd if I enquire into the reality ? 1 

would have nothing difiatisned in a female ihape. 

Miran. What (hall 1 do ? tPaufes. 

Sir 
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SirG^i^. Ay, pr'ythee confidef, for thou (htlt find 
me very much at thy fervice. 

Patch.^ Suppofe, Sir, the lady (hould be in tore 
with you ? 

Sir Geo. Oh ! Til return the obligation in a mo* 
ment. 

Patch. And marry her ? 

SirGrp. Ha, ha, ha! That's not the way to love 
her, child, 

Miran, If he difcovers me, I Ihall die— Which - 
way ihall I efcape ? Let me fee. [P^j^i.^ 

Six Geo. Well, Madam 

Miran. I have it— Sir George, 'tis fit you ihould 
allow fomething ; if you'll excufe my face, and turn ^ 
your back (if you look upon me, I Ihall fink, even* 
ma&'d as I am) I will confefs why I have engag'd ^ 
you fo often, who I am, and where I live. 

Sir Geo. Well, to (hew you I'm a man of honour, 
I accept the conditions. Let me but once know thofe,- , 
and the face won't be long a fecret to me. 

Patch. What mean you, Madam ? 

Mir^^n. To get off. 

Sir G^t^. *Tis fomething indecent to turn oneV 
back upon a lady ;. but you command, and I obey, - 
\l'urns his hack.'\ Come, Madam, begin-— 

Mir. Firft, then, it was my unhappy lot to fee 
you at Paris, \JDravjs hack a little ivay^ and/peaks,'] , 
at a ball, upon a birth-day ; your (hapc and air 
charm 'd my eyes ; your wit and complaifance my , 
foul-; .and from that fatal night I lov'd you. 

[Draimng had. . 
. And when you left the place, grief feiz'd me fo. 

No reft my heart, no lleep my eyes could know. 

Laft, I relblv'd a hazardous point to try, 

And quit the place in fearch of liberty. [Exit* 

Sir Geo. Excellent — I hope (he's handfome — Well,' 
now. Madam, to the two other things ; your fiame,' , 

and where you live ! 1 am a gentleman, and this. . 

confeffion will not be loft upon me, ~ Nay, pr'y thee ^ 
B 5 don't < 
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don't weep, "but go on — for 1 find my hcirt tndts in 

thy behalf — fpcak quickly, or I fhall turn about ^ 

Not yet—Poor lady, (he eipe6h I Should comfon 
her; and, to do her juftlce, fhe has faid enough to 
encourage me. [Turns about. 1 Ha ! gone I The devil t 
jilted! Why, what a tale has fhe invented— of Paris, 
)>alk, and birth-days ! — Egad I'd gi^c ten guineas to 
know who the gipfy is — A curfc of my fdlly — 1 de- 
ferve to l<^e her. What woman can forgive a mail 
that turns his backl 

The bold and refolutejn love and war^ 

To conquer, take the right and fwifteft Way j 

The boldcu lover fooncft gains the fair, 
As courage makes the rudefl force obey. 

Take no denial, and the dames adore ye, 

Clofely purfuc them, and they fall before ye. 

T*he End of the First Act. 



ACT II. 

Enter Sir Francis Gripe an J Miranda^ 

Sir Francis. 

MA, ha, ha, ha! 
M>, Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! Oh, I fhall 
ith laughing — The raoft romantic adventure— 
Ha, ha, ha ! What does the odious young fop mean ? 
A hundred pieces, to talk ten minutes with me ! ha, 
ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Fran. And I am to be by, too ; there's the jefl : 
adod, if it had been in private, I (hould- n<5t have 
carM to truft the young dog. 

Mir. Indeed and indeed, but you might, gardy— 
Now, methinks there's nobody handfomer than you : 
foneat, lb clean, fo good -hum our 'd, and rolovLig— 

Jiir 
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Sir Frai». Pretty rogtie^ patty n>gue ; and fo thou 
fhalt find me, if tkou dbtt preter thy gardy before 
thefe caperers of the age ; thou (halt out-fliitie the 
<]ueeii*9 Dox on an opera night ; thou (halt be the en« 
vy of the ring (for I will carry thee to Hyde-park); 
and thy equipage ftall Au^s the— what d'ye call 'em 
ambaliador's. 

Mir. Nay, I ahi fure the difcreet part of my fex 
IviHenvy mt more for the infide furniture, wheA you 
are in it, than my outiide equipage. 

Sir Fran, A cunning baggage ! I'faith thou art, and . 
a wife one, too ; and to (hew thee thou haft not chofe 
amife, ni this moment difinheritmy fon, and fettle 
my whole eflate upon thee. 

Mr. There's an old rogue, ntfw* \Afidf.'\ No, 
gardy, I would not hare your name be \o black in the 
world — You know my father's will runs, that I am 
not to poflefs my eftate, without your confcnt, 'till I 
am five -and- twenty ; you (hall ojily abate the odd 
fevcn years, and mtake me miftrefs of my eftate to-day, 
and 1*11 make you mafter of my perfon to-mgrrow. 

Sir Fran. Humph ! that may not be fafe — No, 
chargy, I'll fettle it upon ihee for pin-money; and 
that will be every bit as well, thau know'ft. 

Mir. UnconfcionaWe old wretch ! Bribe me with 
my own money !— Which way ihall I get out of his 
hands ! — \,4fi*^c. 

Sir Fran. Well, what art thou thinking on, my 
girl, ha ? h6w to banter Sir George ? 

Mir, I muft not pretend to banter ; he knows my 
tongue too well. [l^Jide,^ No, gardy, I have thought 
of a way will confound him more than all I could fay, 
if I (hould talk to him feven years. 

^ixFran. How's that? Oh! I'm tranfported, I'm 
ravifh'd, I'm mad- 
Mr. It would make you mad, if you knew all. 
[^de^l I'll not anfwer him a word, but be dumb to 
all he fays. 

Sir Fran. Dumb ! good ; ha, ha, ha ! ,Excellent ! 

ha, ha, ha ! I think I have you now, Sir deorge. 

- Damb ! 
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dumb ! he'll go diftraaed— Well, ihe's the wittieft 
roeue.— Ha, ha, dumb ! I can but laugh, ha, ha, to 
thmk how damn'd mad he'll be, when he finds he has 
given his money away for a dumb ihow« Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mr* Nay,^ gar^y* i^ he did but know my thoughts 
of him, it would make him ten times madder* Ha, 
ha, ha, ha ! 

^\x Fran. Ay, fo it would, chargy, to hold him 
in fuch derifion, to fcorn to anfwer him,, to be dumb i 
Ha, ha, ha! 

Enter Charles. 

Sir Fran* How now, firrah ! Who let you in ? 
Cha* My neceffities. Sir. 

Sir Fran. Your neceffities are very impertinent| 
and ought to have fent before they enter'd. 

Cha. Sir, I knew 'twas a word would gain admit- 
tance no where. 

Sir Fran. Then, Sirrah, how durfl you rudely 
thru ft that upon your father, which nobody elie 
would admit? 

Cha. Sure the name of a fon is a fufficient plea. I 
aik this lady's pardon, if I have intruded. 

^\r Fran. Ay, ay, afk her pardon, and her bleffing 
too, if you exped any thing from me. 

Mir, I believe yours, Sir Francis, in a purfe of 
guineas, would be more material. Your fon may 
have bufinefs with you; I'll retire. 

Sir Fran. I guefs his bufmefs, but I'll dlfpatch 
him; I expedl the knight every minute; you*ll be 
in readinefs ? 

, Mir, Certainly ! My expe6tation is more upon the 
wing than yours, old gentleman. [£*//. 

. Sir.iJV^«. Well, Sir? 

Chn, Nay, it is very ill, Sir ; my circumftances are> 
I'm fure. 

s Sir Fran, And vyhat's that to me. Sir ? Your ma* 
nagement fhould have made *em better. 

Cha. If you pleafe to intruft me with the manage- 
ment of my eftate, I IhaU endeavour it, Sir.. 

Sir 
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Sir Fran. What, to fet upbn a card, and buy a 
lady's favour, at the price of a thoufand pieces ; ta 
rig out an equipage for a wench ; or, by your care* 
Irffnefs^ to enrich your ftewanl, to fine for iheriff, or 
put up for parliament-man ? 

Cba, I hope 1 (hould not fpcnd it this way: how- 
ever, I aik only for what my uncle left me ; yours 
you may difpofe of as you pleafe, Sir. 

Sir hran. That I (ball, out of your reach, I aflure 
you. Sir. Adod thefe young fellows think old men 
get eUatcs for nothing but them to fquander away^ 
in dicing, wenching, drinking, dreffing, and fo. forth*. 

Cbs. I think I was born a gentleman. Sir ; Tnv 
fure my uncle bred me like one. 

Sir Pran* From which you would infer, Sir, that 
gaming, whoring, and the pox, are requifitea for a 
^gentleman. 

Chdk. Monftrotts 1 When I would aft him only for 
a fupporti he falls into thefe unmannerly reproaches ; 
I muil, dio^ againfl my will, employ iavention, and 
by flratagem relieve myfelf. [/^^e» 

Sir Fraft. Sirrah ; what is it you mutter, iirrah ? 
lia ! [HoUs up his cane,} I fay you Aian't have a groat 
out of my hands till I {3cafe ■ and may be I'll ne- 
ver pleafe ; and what^s that to you ? 

Cba. Nay, to be robb*d, or have one's throat cut, 
18 no^ much 

Sir Fran. WhatVthat, firrah ? Would you rob mc, 
or cut my throat, ye rogue ? 

C6a, Heaven fortHd, Sir! — I faid no fuch thing. 

Sir Fran^ Mercy cm me ! What a plague it is to 
have a fon of one-and-twenty, who wants to elbow 
one out ofonc's life, to edge himfelf into the cflate I 

Enifr Marplot. 

Mar. Egad he's here — I was afraid I had loft him : 
his fecret could not be with his father ; his wants are 
public there— Guardian, your fenraat— 1!> Charles/ 
areyffu there f I know by that forrowful countenanoe 

of 
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thine, the old man's fift is as clofe as his ftrong box- 
But I'll help thee. 

Sir Froft. So ! Here's another extravagant cor- 
comb, that will fpend his fortune before he comes 
to't ; but he fhall pay fwingeiug intereft,and fo let the 
fool go on — Well, what does neceffity bring you too, 
Sir? 

Mar, You have hit it, guardian — I want a huai- 
dred pounds. 

Sir Fran. For what ? 

Mar. Pogh, for a hundred things ; I can't for ray 
life tell you for what. 

Cba. Sir, I fuppofe, I have receiv'd all the-anfwcr 
I am like to have. 

Mar. Oh, the devil ! if he gets out befi^re me, I 
(hall lofe him again. 

Sir Fran. Ay, Sir ; and you may be marching as 
foon as you pleafe — I muft fee a change in your tem- 
per ere you find one in mine* 

Mar. Pray, Sir^ difpatchmc;; the naoney, Sir$ 
Vm in mighty hafie. 

Sir Fran. Fool, take this,, and go to the eafliier, I 
ihan't be long plagu'd with thee. [Givej him awte. 

Mar. Devil take the caihier, I fhall certainly have 
Charles gone before I comeback again. [i?»«j out, 

Cba. Well, Sir, I take my leave — But, remember, 
'you expofe an only fon to all the miferies of wretched 
poverty, which too often lays the plan for fcenes of 
mifchief. 

S\x Fran. Stay, Charles,. I hav& a fudden thought 
come into my head, may prove to thy advantage^ 

Cha. Ha, does he relent ? 
. Sir Fr/in, My lady Wrinkle, worth forty thou&nd 
pounds, fets up for a handfome young hufband ; (he 
prais'd thee t'othef day ; tho'^the match-makers can 
get twenty guineas for a. fight of her, I can imtroduce 
thee for nothings 

Cha. My lady Wrinkle, Sir ! why fhc has but one 
eye* 

Sir 
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'^ir Fran. Then (he'll fee but half your extrava- 
gance, Sir. 

Cha, Condemn me to fuch a piece of deformity ! 
• Toothlefs, dirty, wrv-neckM, hunch'd-back'd hag ! 

Sir Fran. Hunch d-back'd ! fo much the better, 
then fhe has a reft for her misfortunes ; for thou wilt 
load her fwingeingly. Now, I warrant you think, this 
IS no ofTerxjf a father; forty thoufand pound is no- 
thing with you, 

CJja. Yes, Sir, I think it is too much ; a young 
beautiful woman with half the money would be moic 
agreeable — I thank you, Sir ; but you chufe better for 
yourfelf, I find. 

Sir Fran.'OMt, of my doors, you dog ! You pretend 
to meddle with ray marriage, firrah ! 

Cffa. Sir, I obey. But — 

Sir Fran, But me no butts — Begone, Sir ! Dareto 

alk me for money again Refufe forty thoufand 

jpounds ! Out of my doors, I fay, without reply. 

[£;;r//Cha. 

^nter Marplot, running. 

Mar. Ha ! gone ! is Charles gone, guardy ? 

Sir Fran. Yes, andi defire your wife worihip t« 
walk after him. 

Mar. Nay, egad I fliall run, I tell you that. A 
pox of the cafhier for detaining me fo long ; where 
the devil (hall I find him now ? I (hall certainly lofc 
this fecret, and 1 had rather hy halflofe my money 
Where Jhalll find him aow^Dye kneiv nvhere Charles 
is gonty guarify f 

iSir Fran. Gone to the devil ^ and you may go after 
him. 

Mar. u^ that I will as faft as I can. [Going re- 
turns.] Have you any commands there ^guardy ? '^{Ex. 

Sir Fran. What is the fellow diftralaed ? 



Enter Servant. 
Ser. Sir George Airy eHquires foryou, Sir. 
3 



Sir 
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SkFran* Defire Sir Gcoi^ to walk up — Now 
for a trial of IklU that will make me happy, and him a 
fooL Ha, ha, ha ! in my mind he looks like an a& 
already. 

Enter Sir George. 

Well, Sir George, do you hold ia the fame mind, or 
would you capitulate ? Ha, ha, ha ! Look, here ^are 
the guineas. iChinh them,"] Ha, ha, ha ! 

SirG^. Not if they were twice the fum, Sir 
Francis : therefore be brief, call in the lady, and take 
your poft. 

SirFrtfff. Agreed. Miranda! [Exit* 

Sir Geo. If {he*s a woman, and not feduc'd by 

witchcraft to this old rogue, 1 11 make his heart ach \ 

for if (he has but one grain of inclination about ^her, 

I'll vary a tfaoufand ibapes but find it. 

Enter Miranda and Sir Francis. 

Sir Fran. There, Sir George, try your fortune. 

[Takes out bis voatch. 
Sir GeB. So from the eaftem chambers breaks the 
fun, 
Difpels the clouds, and|^lds the vales below. 

[Sahues her* 
Sir Fran, Hold, Sir, kiffing was not in our agree- 
ment. 

Sir Geo, Oh ! that's by way of poologoe : Pr'y thee, 
old Mammon, to thy poA. 

Sir Fran. Well, young Timon, 'tis iiow four cxsH- 
ly ; ten minutes, remember, is your utmoft limit, not 
a roiniite more. [Retires to the lottom of the /age. 

Sir Geo, Madam, whether you'll excufe or blame 
my love, the author of this raih proceeding, deftendi 
upon your pleafure, as alfo the life of your admirer; 
your fprkling eyes fpeak a heart fufceptible of love ; 
your vivacity, a foul too delicate ^o admit the embra- 
ces of decayed mortality. 

Mr. IJpe.} Oh ! that HyaA fpca*-n- 

Sir 
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* Sir Geo. Shake off this tyrant guardian's yoke ; af* 
fumfe yourfelf, and dalh his bold afpiring hopes; 
The deiry of his defires is avarice ; a heretic in lovei 
and ought to be banilh'd by the queen of beauty* 
See, Madam, a faithful fervant kneels, and begs x6 
be admitted in the number of your Haves. 

[Miranda ^/v^i him her hand to raife him. 

Sir Iran. * I wifh I cou'd hear what he fays now/ 
[Running up."] Hold, hold, hold ! no palmmg, that*9 
contrary to articles 

Sir Geo. 'Sdeith, Sir, keep your diftance, or I'll 
write another article in your guts. 

\,Lays hishandtohispword* 

Sir Fran. [Going back.'] A bloody-minded fellow! 

SirO^i^. Notanfwermf! perhaps (he thinks my 
addrefs too grave: Til be more free — Can you be 
fo unconfcionable. Madam, to let me fay all thefc 
fine things to you without one (ingle compliment in 
retMrn ? View me well ; am I not a proper handfome 
fellow, ha ? Can you prefer that old, dry, whither'd, 
faplefs log of (ixty-five, to the vigorous, gay, fpright- 
ly love of twenty-four ? With fnoring only he'll 
awake thee ; but I, with ravifliing delight, would 
make thy fenfes dance in concert with the joyful mi- 
nutes Ha ! not yet ? * Sure (lie's dumb' — Thus 

wou*d I ileal and tduch thy beauteous hand, [Takes 
hold of her hand.] till by degrees I reach'd thy Ihowy 
breads, thenravifli kiiTes thus. 

[Embraces her 'voith extafy. 

Mir. [Struggles and Jlings from him.] Oh, Heavens ! 
I (hall not be able to contain myfelf. i^f^^" 

Sir Fran. [Running up^ixjith his^uoatchin his hand,] 
Sure (he did not fpeak to him — There's five of the 

ten minutes gone. Sir George Adod, I don't like 

thofc clofc conferences^ 

Sir Geo. More interruptions — you will have it, Sir ! 



[f^yshiihand to hisjwordi 
k.] No, no,' 



Sir Fran. [Going hack.] No, no, ' you (han t have 

licr neither. [4fi^f^ 

C Sir 
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Sir Fran, What a vengeance, are they talking by 
figns ! ^ad, I may be fool'd here. What do you mean,. 
Sir George ? 

Sir Geo. To cut your throaty if you dare mutter 
another fyllable* 

Sir Fran. Od ? I wifh he were fairly- out of my 
hoofc. 

Sir Geo. Pray, Madam, will yon anfwer me to the 

?urpofe ? [ Miranda ^tfyfri her head^ and points to Sir 
rancis.] What does (h^ mean I (he won t anfwer me 
to the purpofe, or is (he afraid yon old cufF fliou'd 

imderlland her ligns ? Ay, it muft be that.' I 

perceive. Madam, you are too apprehenfive of the 
promife you have made to follow my rules ; therefore 

ill fuppofe your mind, and anfwer for you Firft, 

for myfelf, Madam, that I am in love with you is an 
infallible truth.. Now for you : {Turns on her ^e.l 
Indeed, Sir, and may I believe it ?— As certainly. 
Madam, as that 'tis day-light, or that I die Jf yoa 
perfift in lilence— Blefs me with the mufic of your 
voice, and raife my fpirits to their proper Heaven : 
Thus low let me intreat, e'er I'm oblig'd to quit thin 
place, grant me fome token of a favourable reception 
to keep my hopes alive. [Ari/es haftily^ turns on her 
JideJ\ Kife, Sir; and fince my guardian's prefencc 
will not allow me privilege of tongue, read that, and 
reft aflbr'd you are not indifferent to me. \Pffers her 
a letter^ Jhe Jirikes it doHMn.l Ha, right woman! Bui 
no matter, 1*11 go on. 

Sir jPw». Ha ! what's that ! a letter! Ha, ha, 

ha ! thou art baulk'd. 

Mir. The beft affurance I ever faw \_AJide 

. Sir Geo. Ha ! a letter ! Oh ! let me kifs it with 
the fame raptures that I would do the dear hand that 
touch'd it. [Opens //•] Now for a'quick fancy, and a 
long extempore — What's here? [Reads. "] *' Dear 
*' Sir George 5 this virgin mufe I confecrate to you, " 
** which when it has receiv'd the addition of your 
*' voice, 'twill charm me into a defire of liberty tO' 
** love; which you, and only you can fix." M)r 
C z angel!: 
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Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha ! no matter for that, ha, ha ! 
(he's not taken with your youth, nor your rhetoric to> 
boot ; Ha, ha ! ^ 

Sir Geo, Whate'er her reafons are for difliking of 
me, I am certain fhe can be taken with nothing about 
thee, , 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha ! how he fwells with envy- 
Poor man, poor man— Ha^ ha, ha ! I muft beg your 
pardon, Sir George f Miranda, will be impatient ta 
have her (hare of mirth. Verily we Ihall laugh at 
thee mofl egregioufly. Ha, ha, ha !; 

Sir Geo. With all my heart, faith — ^— I (hall lai^gh 
in my turn, too— For if you dare marry her, old Bel* 
zebub, you will be cuckolded moft egregioufly : re- 
member that, and tremble 

* She that to age her beauteous felf refigns^ 

* Shews witty management for clofe deugns^ 

* Then if thouVt grac*d with fair Miranda's bcdi, 
*^ Adaeon's. horns (he means Ihall crown thy head. 

# . \Exit^ 

* Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha ! he is mad. 

* Thefe fluttering fops imagine they can wind^ 

* Turn, and decoy to love all woman-kind t 

* ^But here's a proof of wifdom in my charge, 

* Old men are conflant, young men live at Targe ;^ 
*• The frugal hand can bills at fight defray, 

•' When, he that laviih is, has naught to pay 

[Exiu 

S^CENE changes /^ ^/r Jealous Traffick's /6iw^^ 

Enter Sir Jlsalous, Ifabinda an J VsitcYifvUthwing^ 

Sir J. What, in the balcony again, notwjthftand- 
ing my pofitive commands to the contrary ? — Why 
don't you write a bill on your forehead, to. fliew paf-- 

fcnger? there's, fomething to be let h 

Jf. What hann can there be in aiittle frefh air. Sir >r 

Sir J, Is your conftitution fo hot, miftrefs, that ir. 

Wnts cooling, ha? Apply the virtuous Spanifb^rules ;: 

C ^ haniiha 



Digitized by 



Google 



30 THEBUSYBODY. 

banilh yourtafte, and thouriits of fleft ; feed upon 
roots, and quench your tbirft with water. 

if Thatandaclofc room wouM certainly make 

me die of the vapours. , • ^ r . , /l_ 

Sir 7. No, miftrefs, *tis your high-fed, lufty, ram- 
bling, rampant ladies— that are troubled with the 
vapours; 'tis your ratifia, perfico, cinnamon, citron, 
and fpirit of clara, caufe fuch fwimming in the 
brain, that carries many a guinea full tide to the doc- 
tor. But you are not to be bred this way : no gal- 
loping abroad, no receiving vifits at home ; for m 
our loofe country, the women are as dangerous as die 

^^Fatcb. So I told her, Sir ; and that it was not dc- 

centtobefeen in a balcony But fhc threatened 

to flap my chops, and told me, I was her fervant, not 
Vier eovemefs. , _, 

Sir 7 Did fhefo ? But I'll make her to know that 
vou are feer duenna. Oh, that incomparable cuftom 
of Spain! Why here's no depending upon old wo- 
men in my country-for they are as wanton at eighty, 
as a girl of eighteen ; and a man may as fafely^trult 
to Af^il's tranilation, as to his great grandmother s not 

"^T5or t^the Spanifh ladies veils and duennas, for 
theiafeguard of -their honour. ^ j rx r .u . 

Sir 'f Dare to ridicule the cautious conduft of that 
wife nation, and I'll have you lock'd up this fortnight 
without a peep-hole. , n, , 1 • t? i j 

jr. If ^^ - had but the ghoftly helps in England, 
which they have in Spain, I mi^t decdve ypu if you 
did—' Sir, 'tis not the rellraint, but the innate pnn- 
* ciple fecures the reputation and honour ot our 

« r^^'J Let me tell you. Sir, confinement Ibarpens 

the invention, as want of fight ftrengthens the other 
. fenfes, and is often more pernicious than the recrei- 
tion that innocent liberty allows. 

Sir V Sayyouro,ml{lrers I Who the devil taught 
you the art of rcafoning ? I affure you, they muft 
have a greater faith than I pretend to, that can think 

' ' ' - • 4 ' 
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any woman innocent who requires libcrtyr There- 
fore, Patch, to your charge 1 give her ; lock her up 
till I come back from Chan|;e. I (hall have fome 
(kuntring coxcomb, with nothmg but a red coat and a 
feather, think, by leaping into her arms, to leap into 
my eflate — But I'll prevent them ; flie Ihall be only 
Signior Babinetto's. 

Patch. Really, Sir, I wifli you would employ any 
body elfe in this* affair;. I lead a life like a dog, with 
obeying your commands* Come, Madam, will you 
pleafe to be locked up ? 

If. Ay, to enjoy more freedom than he is aware 
of. ^Affde^ [jBjp/V twV/^ Patch. 



Sir J* I believe this wench is very true to my inte- 
f eft. 1 am happy I met with her, if I can but keep 
ray daughter from being blown upon 'till Signior Ba- 



bine^to arrives, who (hall marry her as foon as he 
comes, and carry her to Spain as foon as he has mar- 
ried her. She has a pregnant wit, And I'd no more 
haveheranEnglifhwife, than the Grand Signior'3 
mifbrefs,. \Exit. 

£»^^rWhifper- 

Whtf^. So, I faw Sir Jealous go out j where (hall I 
find Mis. Patch now ? 

jE«/^ Patch .^ 

Patch .r Oh, Mr. Whifper ! my lady faw you out 
at the window, and order'd me to bid you fly, and let 
you mafter know Ihe's now alone. 
^ Whi/p. Hu(h, fpeak f6ftly ; I go, I go. But hark 
ye, Mrs. Patch, (hall not you and I have a little 
confabulation,, when my mafter and your lady are 
engaged ? 
' Patch. Ay, ay, farewel. [Goes in ^ and Jbuts the door. 

Re-enter Sir Jealous Traffic, meeting Whifper. 
Sir y. Sure whilft I was talking with Mr. Trade- 
Well, 1 heard my door clap. [Seeing Whifper.] Hal 

a man 
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a man lurking about my houfe : Who do you want 
there, Sir ? 

. Wbi/^. Want — ^want, a pox, Sir Jealous ! What 
mud I liay now ! 

Sir y. Ay, want ! Have you a letter or raeflage for: 

any bodv there ? O* my confcience, this is fome- 

he bawd 

IVbiJp^ Letter or meffage, Sir ? 

Sir y. Ay, letter or meilage, Sin 

WbiJ}i* No, not I, Sir, 

Sir J. Sirrah, firrah ! I'll have ^ou {&t in the 
Aocks, if you don*t tell your bufinefs immediately. 

IVbifp. Nay, Sir, ray bufinefs — is no great matter 
of bufinefs, neither ; and yet 'tis bufinefs of confe- 
quence, too. 

Sir J. Sirrah, A n't trifle with me. 

Wl^ijp. Trifle, Sir ! have you found him, Sir ? 

Sir J. Found what, you rafcal I 

Whijp. Why Trifle is the veiy lap-dog my lady loft. 
Sir ; I fancy'd I faw him run into this houfe, I'm 
^d^Gu have him— Sir ; my lady will be overjoy *d 
that I have found him. 

Sir J. Who is your ladyj friend ? 

Whifp. My lady Love-puppy, Sir. 

Sir J. My lady Love-puppy, Sir ! Then pr'ythea 
carry thyfelf to her, jbr I know no other whelp that 
belongs to her ; and let me catch you no more puppy- 
hunting^ about my doors, left I have you preft into the. 
fervice, firrah. 

Whi/p^ By no means. Sir — Your humble fervant ; 
1 muft watch whether be goes or no, before I can tclL 
my mafter. [Exit. 

Sir y. This fellow has the officious leer of a pimp, 
and I half fufpe6i a defign ; but I'll be upon them 
before they think on roe, 1 warrant 'em, . [Exit^ 

SCENE,, 
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SCENE, Chaiies't lodgings. 

Enter Charles and Marplot. 

Ch. Honeft Marplot, I thank thcc for this fupply, 
1 expert my lawyer with a thoufand pounds I have 
prdcr'd him to take up, and then you ftiallbe repsud. 

Mar. Pho, pho, no more of that : Here comes^ 
Sir George Airy. 

Enter Sir Geoige. 

Curfedly out of humour at his difappointmjcnt. See 
how he looks ! Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir G. Ah, Charles, I am fo humbled in my pre- 
tentions to plots upon women, that I believe I (hall 
never have courage enough to attempt a chamber- 
maid again. I'll tell thee *— ^ 

Cb. Ha, ha ! m fpare you the relation, by telling 
you— Im|)atient to know your bufinefs with my 
father, when I faw you enter, I llipt back into th^ 
next room, where I overheard every fyllable. 

Mar. DidyoUy Charles? I ivijb I bad heen wiib 
yau. 

' Sir G. That I faid— — But I'll be hangM if you 
heard her anfwer-r— But pr'ythee tell me, Charles, 
is ihe a fool ? ^ 

' Cb. I never fufpc^ed her for one ; but ilarplot 
C^ inform you better, if you'll allow him a judge. 

Mar. A fool ! 1*11 juftlfy flie has more wit than all 
the reft of her fex put together. Why, (he'll rally ine 
till I han't a word to fav for my(elf. 

Cb» A mighty proof of her wit, truly ^ 

Mar. There muft be fome trick in't, Sir George ; 
. egad rn find it out, if it coft me the fum you pai4 
for't. 

Sir^G. Do, and command me— 

Mar, Enough, let me alone to trace a fecret*^ 

Enter 
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£«/^Whifpcr, amdj^ah mfidetohismafier. 
The deril ! he here again ? Damn that felloi^y he 
never fpeaks out* Is this the fame or a new fecret ? 
Y9U mayfpeak vut^ here are none hut friends. 

Ch. Pardon «f. Marplot^ *fis a fecret. 

Mar. A fecret ! Ay^ or ecod J*wouU not give afar^ 
thing for^ it. Sir George, won't you aik Charles what 
sew^ Whifper brings ? 

Sir G. Not I, Sir; I fuppofe it does not relate to 
me. 

Mar. Lord, Lord, how little'curiofity fome peo« 
pie have? Now my chief pleafure is in knowing 
cverjr body's bufinefs. 

Sir G. I fancy, Charles, thou haft fome engagement 
upon thy hands ? 

Mar Havfyouy Charles f 

Sir G. I have a little bufiDefs too* 

Mar. Haveyou^ Sir George f 

Sir G. Marplot, if it falls in yourway to bring me 
any intelligence from Miranda, you'll find me at the 
Thatch'd-houfe at fix ' 

Mir. You do me much honour. 

Cb. You guefs right, Sir George ; wilh me fuccefs. 
^ Sir G. Better than attended me. Adieu. [Exit^ 

Cb, Marplot, you muft excufe me 

Mar. Nay, nay ; what need of any excufe amongft 
friends ; I*ll go with you. 

CIj. Indeed you muft not. 

Mar. No ; then I fuppofe 'tis a duel, and I will 
gotofecure you. 

Ch. Well, but tis no duel, confequently {no dan- 
ger. Therefore pr'ythcc be anfwer'd. 

Mhr. What is't a miftrefs, then ? — Mum— —You 
know I can be filent upon occafion. 

Ch. I wilh you could be civil too : I lell you, you 
neither muft nor fliall go with roe. Farewel. [Exit. 

Mar. Why then— I muft and will follow you. 

\Exit. 
End of the Second Act. . 

Acr 
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ACT -III. 

Enter Charles. 

Charles. 

WELL, herc*sthc houfc which holds the lovely 
prize, quiet and ferene : here no noify foot- . 
men throng, to tell the world that beauty dwells 
within ; no ceremonious vifit makes the lovei; wait ; 
no rival to give my heart a pan^. Who would not 
fcalcthc window at midnight, without fear of the 
jealous father's piftol, rather than fill up the train of 
a coquet, where every minute he is joftled out of 
place ? IKnochfoftly.l Mrs. Patch, Mrs. Patch ! . 

Enter Patch. 

Patch. Oh, are you come. Sir ? All's fafe. 
Cha, So in, in then. 

Enter Marplot. 

' Mar. There he goes : who the devil lives here ? 
Except I can find out that, I am as far from knowing 
his bufinefs as[ever; 'gad 111 watch; it may be a 
bawdy-houfe, and he may have his thi^at cut ; if 
there fhould be any mifchief, 1 can make oath he 
went in. Well, Charles, in fpite of your endeavours 
to keep me out of the fecret, I may fave your life 
for aught I know. At that corner Til plant niyfelf, 
there I fhall fee whoever goes in, or comes out. Gad, 
I love difcoveries. ^ [Exit* 

SCENE dravjSy anidlfcovers Charles, Ifabinda, and 
Pat<:h. 

If. Patch, look out (harp ; have a care of dad. 

Patch. I warrant you. 

If. Well, Sir, if 1 may judge your love by jour 
courage, I ought to believe you fincere ; for you 
venture into the lion's den when you come to fee me. 

Cb. 
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Ch. If youM confcnt, whilft the furious beaft is 
abroad, I'd free you from the reach' of his paws, 

//I That would be but to avoid one danger by-njn- 
ning into another ; * like poor wretches who fly the 
* burning (hip, and meet their fate in the water/ 
Come, come, Charles, I fear if I confult my reafon, 
confinement and plenty is better than liberty and 
ftarring. I know you'd make the frolic pleaiing for 
a little time, by faybg and d(nng a world of tender 
things ; but when our fmall fubftance is exhsnifted, 
«nd a thoufand requifites for life are wandns^ ; lore^ 
who rarely dwelb with poverty, would alfo mil us. 

Cha. Faith, I fnicy not; methinks, my heart 
lias laid up a flock will laft for life: to back 
which, I have taken a thou^nd pounds upon my 
imcle's eftate ; that furely will fupport us tul one of 
our fathers relent. 

Ifac. There's no trufting to that, my friend ; I 
doubt your father will carry his humour to the grave, 
and mine till he fees me fettled in Sp^n. 

Cba^ And can you then cruelly refolve to ftay till 
that curs'd Don arrives, and fuflfer that youth, beauty, 
fire, and wit, to be facrificed to the arms of a dull 
Spaniard, to be immured, and forbid the fight of any 
thing that^s human ? 

Jfah, No, when it comes to that extremity, and no 
Uratagem can relieve us, thou (halt lift for a foldier, 
and I'll carry thy knapfack after thee. 

Cha^ Bravely refolv'd ! The world cannot be more 
favage than our parents, and fortune generally aflifts 
the bold ; therefore confent now : why (hould (he put- 
it to a future hazard ? Who knows when we ftiall 
iiave another opportunity ? 

Ifab. Oh, you have your ladder of ropes, I fup- 
pole, and the clofet -window ftands juft where it did ; 
and if you han't ft>rgo$ to write in chara«5ters,* Patch 
will find a way for our affignations. Thus much of 
the Spanifti contrivance my father's (^verity has 
taught me, I thank him ; though I hate the nation, 
I admire their management in ti^fea&irs. 

Enter 
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Enter Patch. 
^ Patch. Oh, Madam^ I fee my mafier ccHning up 
tiic ftreet. 

' Cb. Oh, the devil, would 1 had my ladder now, 
i thought you had not expe£led him till night. Why, 
why, why, why, what (hall I do. Madam ? 

^ Oh ! for hcavcn*8 fake, don't go that way ; 
you'll meet him full in the teeth. ^ Oh, unlucky 
* moment!' 

. Ch, Adfheart, can you (hut me into no cuphdard, 
nor ram me into a chefl, ha ? 

Tatch. Jmpoilible, Sir, he fcarchcs every hole in 
the houfe. 

If. Undone for ^vcr ! If he fees you, I Ihall never 
fee you more. 

patchy I have thought on it: run you to your 
chamber, Madam; and^ Sir, come you along with 
me \ I'm certain you may eafily get down froih the 
balcony. 

C6. My life, adieu— —-Lead on, guide. {Exit. 

If. Heaven preferve him! {EfXit^ 

SCENE changes to the Street. 

^nter Sir Jealous , luith Marplot hehinJ him. 

'. Sir y. I don't know what's the matter, but I have 
a ftrong fufpicion all is not right within ; that fellow's 
iauntenng about my door, and his tale oi a puppy- 
had the race of a he, methought. By St. lago, if 
I fhould tind a man in the houfe, I'd make mince*' 
meat of him 

Mar. Minced meat/ Ah, poor Charles! h^^o I 
fweat/or thee ! Egad, he's old— —I fancy I mi^t 
bully him, and make Charles have an opinion of my 
courage. E^ad^ P II pluck uf^ and have a touch wth 
him. 

Sir J. My own key (hall let me in ; I'll g^ve them 
no warning. [.Peeling for his key^ 

Mar. What's that you fay, Kr? 

\Going up to Sir ]e2Llou3. ^ 
D Sir 
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Siry. What'tthattoyou, Sir? 

[Twfu quick upon him. 

Mar. Yes, Yisto me, Sir: for the gentleman you 
threatea is a reiy honeft gentleman. Look to*t ; for 
if he comes not as fafe out of your houfe as he went 
in 

Sir J. What Is he in then f 

Mar, 37i, Sir^ he is then ; anJ^ ^ f^t \f ^^ ^^^ 
net come out^ 1 have half a dozen Myrmidons hard by. 
ihall beat your houfe about your ears. 

Sir ^. Ah! a combination to undo me Fll 

Myrmidon you, ye dog, you Thieves ! thieves ! 

[Beats Marplot all the ivhile he cries thieves. 

Mar* Murder, murder ! I was not in your houfe. 
Sir. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. What's the matter. Sir? 

Sir y. The matter, rafcal ! You have let a ma« 
into my houfe ; but I'll flea him alive ; follow me, 
V\\ not leave a moufe-holeunfearch'd ; if I find himi 
by St. lago I'll equip him for the opera. 

Mar. A deuce ot his cane, there's no truiHng to 
age— What (hall I do to relieve Charles ? Egad, I'll 
raife the neighbourhood — Murder! murder!*— 
[Charles drops tio^vn upon him from the hakony.] Charles, 
iaith,' I'm glad to fee thee fafe out, with all my heart. 

Ch. A pox of your bawling : how the devil came 
you here ? 

Mar, Egad, /W vety well for yon that I taas here ; 
1 have done you a piece o( fervice. I told the old 
thunderbolt, that the gentleman that was gone in, 
was— - 

Ch. Was' it you that told him, Sir ? [Lining hold 
of him,] 'Sdeatfa^ I covkld crufh thee into atoms, 

[E;a/ Charles. 

Mar. What { mil you choak me for my kindnefs ? 
—Will my enquiring foul never leave fearching int« 
other people's affairs, till it gets fqueex'd out of my 
body ? I d^re not follow him now, for my blood, 
he's in fuch a pa^n— ill to Miranda $ if I can dif- 

cover 
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coTet* aught that may oblige Sir George, it may be 
« means to reconcile me again to Charles. 

Sir J. [within.] Look about ! fearch ! findhirri out. 
Mar* Oh^ the devil ! there* s old crahftick again, 

{Exit. 
Enter Sir Jealous <?»// his Servants. 

Sir y. Are you fure you have fearch'd every where ? 

Serv, Yes, from the top of the houfe to the bot- 
tom. 

Sir J, Under the beds, and over the beds ? 

Serv. Yes, and in them tooj but found n^ody^ 
Sir. 

Sir y. Why, what could this rogue mean ? 

jE«/r^ Ifabindaiwr/s? Patch. 

Puich. Take courage, Madam, I faw him fafe put. 

[JJdetaliiih. 

I/ah BIcfs me ! what's the matter, ' Sir ? 

Sir ^. You know befl— Pray whereas the man that 
*^a8 here juft now? 

Jf. What man, Sir ? I faw none. 

Patch, Nor I, by thetruftyou r^pofe la me. Dd 
you think' I wou'd let a man come within thcfc doors, 
when you are abfent ? 

Sir J. Ah, Patch, (he may be too cunning for thy 
honefly ; the very fcout^ that he had fet to give 
warning, difcovered it to mc-~and threatened me 

with half a dozen Myrmidons But I think I 

maul'd the villai^i. Thefc afflidHons you draw ufton 
me, millrefs ! 

Jf, Pardon me. Sir, Yis your own ridiculous hu- 
mour draws you into thefe vexations, and gives every 
fool pretence to banter you. 

Sir y. No, 'tis your idle condud, your coqucttifh 
flirting into the balcony— Oh ! with what joy fhall I 
refign thee into the arms of Don Diego Babinetto. 

J/: And with what induflry (hall 1 avoid him. 

Sir J. Certainly, that rogue had a meflagc from 

fomebody or other; but being baulk*d by my 

D a coming. 
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GP9^<nSf popi^'dthat ftam udoq me. Com^ along* ye 
fots, let*8 fee if we can find tke dog agaiin. Patch* 
lock her up ; d*yc hear ? 

Paub. Vea, Sir— Ay, walk till your heeU akc, 
you'll find nobody, I promife you. 

K Whocott*d that fcout be which he talks of? 

P^tcb, Nay, I can't imagine, without it was 

'Whi4>e»** 

^ Well, dear Patch, let's employ all our thoughtp 
how to efcape this horrid Don Diego ; my very heart 
finks at lus terrible name. 

FmcB. Fear not, Madam, Don Carlo (hall be the 
man, or Fll lofe the reputation of contrivii^; and 
then what's a chamber-maid good for ? 
• I/. Say'fttht>^fe> mf ^tU Tken 

* Let dad be jealous, multiply his care*, 

* Whilft love inftruft me to avoid the fnares ? 

* ril, fpightof all his Spaniih caution, fliow 

* How much for k>ve a witifh maid can do.' 

SCENE; Sir FnmcisGnpe'i H^Jk. 

Sir Fraiuds an^i Miranda m£0iittg. 

Mtr. Well, gardy, how did I perform the dumb 
feenc? 

Sir F. To admiration— ^— Thou dear Httle rogue ; 
let mebuft thee for ht^najr, adod, 1 will, chargy, 
fomuazle andtuzzle, and hue thee ; 1 wiU, i'faith, 
I wilU . [Hugging and kifflng her* 

Mir. Nay, gardy, don't \ic fy^ lavifh. Wfip would 
•ride poft, when the journey lafts for Hfc f 

Sir F. Ah wag, A wag t l*fl bufa thee again^ for 
that. Oh, I*m tranfportcd ! When, when, my dear, 
wilt thou convince the world of the happy day? 
When fhall we marry, ha ? 

JI4?r. There** nothing wanting but your confent. 
Sir Francis* 

Sir F. My confent! What docs my charmer 
mean? 

Mir. ^9iyi ^ o»ly a whim : but PH Jaavc every 
i thing 
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thing according to form— Therefore when you iiga 
an authentic paper, (drawn, up bv^m able lawyer, 
that I have your leave to marry, • the next day makes 
me yours, gardy. 

SvrF, Ha, ha, ha ! a whim indeed! why i»itnot 
demonflration 1 give my leave when I marry thee ? 

3£r. Not for your reputation, gardy; the ma- 
licious world will be apt to fay you tnck me into 
marriage, and fo take the merit from my choice* 
Now I will havp the^fk my own, to let the idle fop* 
fee how much i prefer a man loaded with years and 
wifdom. 

Sir F. Humph ! Pr'ythee leave out years, chargy, 
I*m not fo old, as thou ihalt find : Adod^ I'm youpg ; 
there's a caper for ye. [jum^s. 

Mr. Oh, never excufe it ; why, I Jikei yQU the 
better for being old— But I fhall fufped you don't love 
me, if you retufe me this formality. 

Sir F, Not love thee, chargy ! Adod, I do love 
thee better than, tlian, than, better than— what 
(hall I fay ? Egad, better than money ; i'faith, I 
do— 

^ Mir. That'3'falfe, I'm fure, [Jfik.J To prove it, 
do this, then* 

Sir Fr. Well, I will do it, chargy, provided I 
luing a licence at th^ fame time ? 

Mir. Ay, and a parfon too, if you pleafe. Ha, ha, 
ha ! I can't help laughing to think how all the young 
coxcombs about town will be mortified when they 
hear of our marriage. 

Sir F. So they will, fo they will ; ha, ha, ha ! 

Mhr^ Well, I fancy I ihall be fo happy with my 
gardy— 

Sir F* If wearing pearls and jewels, or eating gokl, 
as the old faying is, can malce thee happy, thou (halt 
be 'fo, my fweetfcft, my lovely, my.tharming, my 
—verily 1 know. not what to call thee/ ^ 

^Jiifir^ You muA know, garflv, that I am.fo«ager 

to have this bufinefs coocluded, that I have em-^ 

pV>ye4 my woman's brother, who is a lawyer in the 

D 3 Tf em- 
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Tempky to fettle roftttefs jtift to your Hkmg ; yon 
are to'give your confent to my marriage, which h to 
yourfelf, yeu know : but mimi, you muft take no no^ 
ticc of that* So then I wi)], that is, with your leave, 
put my vmting» into his hands ; then to-morrow we 
come flap upon them with a wedding that nobody 
thought on ; by which you feize me and my eftate. 
and IfuppoTo make abonfire of your own a6t ana 
deed. 

SirF. Nay, butchargy, if— 

Mr. Nay, gafdy^ no ift— Hare I refos'd three 
northern lords, two Britifli peers, and half a fcore 
knights, ta have put in your ifs ^ 
. Sir /^. So thou hail^ indeed, and I will tnxft to 
thy management. 'Od, I'm all of a fire. 

Jirr* 'Tis a wonder the dry bubble does not blaze. 

JE«/#r Marplot. 

Sir F. How now> who feat for you-, Sir ? What** 
the hundred pound gone already ? 

Man No, Sir, I don't want money now, gardy. 

Sir jP. No; that's a miracle! but there's one 
thing you want, I'm fare. 

J&r. Ay, what's that ? 

Sir F. Manners ! What had I no fervants with- 
out ? 

Mar. None that coidd do my bufioeft, guardian, 
which is at pmfeAt with this lady. 

Mir. With me, Mr. Marplot ! What is it, I be- 
feech ywi ? 

Sir I. Ay, Str» what is it ^ Any thing that i^ates 
to her mayiie delivered to me. 

Mar. I deny that. 
- Mk. That's more than I do, Sin 

M»r. ladeed, Madam I Why then to proceed ; 
Fame fays, you know h4/f-^etif0r Jhe lies *r noty thar 
you and my maftcoafcionabileguardian here defign'd, 
ceatriv'di plotud, and agvaad, to^ choufe a Very 
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tivilv iionefl, bcttourftble gent)enaS| out of a huo* 
4cedpQuiid$« GitHtj^^n&iP 

Mr, That I Gontriv'd it I 

Mar. Ay, ywu— — Teu faid narer » word agamft 
ilV fi>£ur you afe guilty* • 

SivF* PkaytetttWcivOyhoneflikonoucabfe gen- 
tleman, that if he hat any more nich fums to fool 
away, t&ey (hall be deccui^d like tbe laft. Ha, ha». 
ba ! «:hout'd, quotha \ Bbc, Aark ye^ let him knovr. 
at th^^fame time,, ihatif he^re to report i trick'd* 
faitb of k, I (ball raceiniftend a hcvtver to bim ihall 
ih^pw him a trick for nriceas^ mocL D'ye hear f 
tell him that. 

Mir, So, and thi« ia the way fott tife a gentle* 
man, and my friend ? 

jk6»*» Isthewwichtliy.fmnd? 

Mar. The wretch 1 Look ye,^ Madam, cbn'tcaH 
|Mim#» $ egad, I won't take it. 

Mir, Why, you won't beat me, will yoxx} Ha, ha ! 

J^Hnr. I don t know wheiiier I wiH or no. 
• Sir F. Sir, I (hall make a fervant (hew you out at 
the window, if you are (^ucy. 

Mar* 1 am your moft humble fervant, guardian ; 
I deiign to go out the fame way I came in. I would 
only a(k this lady one quefliion, Thn^t you think h^sa 
fine gentUman t 

SirFr. WMsafinigentUmanT 

Mar. Notyouj g^^^y net you ! Don't you think 
in yonr foul, thatf Sir George Airy it a very fine 
gentleman? 

Mln He drcffes well. 

Sir Fr. Which is chiefly owing to his taylor and 
valet dechambre. 

Mar. W^ell! and ivho h your irefs owing to^ hat 
^hir^s a heauj 3ia*am^I>i^ lut, look at bim! 

Sir ¥1201. Sirrah;/ 

JSr* i^nd if being a ^^Tt^ be a proof of his being 
a fine gentleman^ he may befo. 

'Mar.*}Um0^ht^fo^ Why, Ma^am, the judicious 
part of the world all©w biil^-wit^ courage, gallantry. 
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av, and ceconomy too ; dioufh I think he fbrfeked 
that chara^r, when he flung away ft hundred poumdt 
-upon your dumb ladyihip* ^ 

SirPr. Does that gall him? Ha, ha, ha. 

Mir. So Sir George, remaioing in deep difcontent^ 
has fcnt you, his truily 'fquire, to utter his com- 
plaint; ha, ha, lu. 

Mar. Ye?, Madam ; and you, like a cruel, hard- 
hearted Jew, value it no more-r-than I wou'd your 
ladyfhip, were I Sir George, you, you, you— 

Mr. Oh, don't c^U names ; I know you love to be 
employed, and I'll oblige you, and you fhall carry 
him a meflage from me. 

Mar. According as I like it. What is it ? 

Mr. Nay, a kmd one, you ^ay be fare— Firft 
tell him, I have chofe this gentleman to have ^nd to 
hold, and fo forth* 

[Cla/fpl^g btr hand into Sir Francis^i* 

Mar. MMchg4>odm(^d9y9U. 

Sir Fr. Oh, the dear rogue, how I doat on her ! 

\Afid€. 

Mir. And advife his impeninence to trouble me no 
more ; for I prefer Sir Francis for a hufband before all 
the fops in the univerfe. 

Mar. Oh, lord, oh, lord! ihe*s bewitchM, that'a 
certain : here's a hufband for efghtcen^ — here^s a tit^ 
hit for ayoung lat^ '^here's ajhape^. an air. and a grace 
•—here's bones rattling in a leathern bag. [Turning 
Sir Francis about."] Here's buckran^ and canvas to 
fcrub you to repentance. 

Sir Fr. Siirrah, my cane (hall teach you repentance 
prefently. • . 

Mar. No, faith, I have felt its twin brother from 
juft fiich a wiihpr'd h^md too lately. 

Mir. One thing more ; advife him to keep frppj, ^ 
the garden-gate on the left hand ; for if he dare tp 
faunter there about the hour oi eight, as he u fed to 
do, he (hall be faluted with a piilol or a blunderbufs.. 

Sir Fr» Oh, monfbous !. Why^ cbargy, did he 
x/Ct to come to the garden-&^te? 
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Mr. The gardener dcfcribed juft fuch another man 
that alwavs watcVd his coaitii|r oat, and fa'mwou'cl 
have brib d him for his entrance<^Tell him he fhall 
find a warm reception if becomes this night. 

Mzr. Piibls and blunderbufles ! £gad, a warm 
reception, Indeed ; 1 (hall take care to inform hina^ of 
your kindnefsy and advife him to keep farther oC 

Mr* I ho)}e he will underftand my meaning bet- 
ter, than to tbllow your advice. l^i/ide. 
Sir Fr. Thou haft fign'd, feal'd, and ta*en poflef.- 
fion of my heart for ever, chargy, ha, ha, ha ! and for 
you, Mr. Sauce-box, let me Sve no more of your 
me0ages^ if ever you dcfign to inherit your eftatc, 
jrentlemau. 

Mar. Why there *tis, now« Sure I ihall be Qutof 
youv dutches one day«<-Well, guardiany I £iy no 
'more : but if you be not as arrant a cuckold, m e'er 
drove bargain upon^the Exchange* or paid attendance 
to a court, 1 am the fon of a whetih^ne ; andib your 
Jxumble fervajit. lExit. 

Mr. Mr» Slaxplot, don't fofgpt th/c mefiige ; ha^ 
"ha, ha, hal * 

Mar. Nang^ ^^^gf ^^f^g •' [Exit. 

r Sir^i^* law Ib'provok'd-^'tis well h^s. gone. 

Mir. Oh, mind him not, gardy, but let** fign aiw 
ticks, andthcn^-— r* 

' Sir ^. And then— Adod^ I bcKevc I am metamofs- 

'phos'd ; my pulfe beats high, and my blood boik, 

methinks-^-^ [K{fing and hugging her. 

My. Oh fie, gardy, be,not io videntLj coiSidct^ 

the market lafts all the year — Well ; Til in, and fee if 

the lawyer be come ; yoi^ll follow ? \Exit. 

. Siri*. Ay, «p th^ world's cndy'mydcar. Well, 

Frank, thou art a lucky fdknr ift di}^ ^ ttge, t6 

bav^ fuch a delicate model, and thiity tho«fend 

pounds^ in love with thee ; 1 fliall be the envy of 

batjchelors, the glory of OBairied men, and the won- 

.der of the town. Son» guardians wonld be ^ad tb 

compound for p^rt of tbe eibte, at dii^chmg an 

heirefs; butJengcoft tjic whok: 01 nuhi paeteri- 

jaw naferet fi Jupiter annos. \Exiu 

SCEN^ 
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SCENE ciangeft^atavem; ilfcovers Sir George 

««^ Charles I with wine he/ore them^ and Whifper 

KMaitingm 

Sir G.. Nay, pr'ythec don't be grave, Charles: 
K^Ufortunes will happen. Ha, ha, ha! 'tis fome com- 
fort to have a companion in our fufferings. 

Ch% 1 am only apprehenfive for Ifabmda ; her fo- 
thcr's humour is implacable ; and how far his jea- 
loufy may tranfport him to her undoing, fhocks my 
foul to think. 

Sir G. But fince you efcapM undifcovcr*d by him, 
his rage will quickly lafh into a calm« never fear it* 

Ch. But who knows what thJVt unlucky dog. Mar- 
plot, told him ; nor can I imagine what brought him 
hither ; th^at fellow is ever domg mifchief % and yet, 
to give liiip his due, he never defigns^ it. This it 
fame blundering adventure, wherein he thought to 
ihew his friend£ip, as be calk it ; a curfe «n hmi ! 

Sir G. Then you muft forgive him. What faid he ? 

Cb. Said ! Nay, I had more mind to cut hb throat* 
than to hear his excufes. 

SirG. Where is he? 

WhiJ^* Sir, I faw him go bto Sir Francis Gripe's 
juft now. 

Ch, Oh ! then lie*s upon your bufinefs. Sir George ; 
ji thoufand to one but he makes fome mifbdic there, 
too. 

Sir G. Impoffible, without be huffs the lady, and 
makes love to Sir Francis. 

Enter Drawer* 

Drttw* Mr. Marplot is below, gentlemen, andde* 
fires to know if he may have leave to w^t upon yt* 

Ch. How civil the rogue is, when he has done 
A fault ! 

Sir G. Ho ! defire him to walk up. Pr'ythee, 
^Charles, throw oflfthis chagrin, and be good company. 

Ch. Nay, hang him, I'm aoc angry with him : 
Wbifper« ietchmepen, ink, and paper. 

Wbi^^ 
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Whifp. Yes, Sir. \Exit Whifp 

Enter Marplot. 

Ch^ Do but mark his iheepilh look. Sir George* 

Mar. Dear Charles, doD*t overwhelm a man al- 
ready under infupportable affliction. I'm fure I al- 
ways intend to ferve mv friends ; but if my malicioui 
flars deny the happinefs, is the fault mine ? 

Sir G. Never mind him, Mn Marplot ; he is eat 
up with fpleen* But tell me, what fays Miranda ? 

Mkr. ^ays !— nay, we are all undone there, too. 

Ch. I told youfo; nothing profpers that he un- 
dertakes. 

Mar. Why, can I help her having chofe your fa» 
ther for better for' worfe r 

Ch, Sq : there's another of fortune's ftrokes, I 
fuppofe I (hall be edg*d out of my eftate with tv^dns 
every year^ let who will get *em. 

Sir G. What, is the woman really pofTefs'd ? 

Mar. Yes, with the fpirit of contradi&ion ; ,ihc 
railM at you mofi prodi^ioufly. 

Sir G. That's no ill fign. 

^a<^r Whifper, voithfen^ itik^ and paper. 
Mar. You*d fay it was no good fign, if you knew 

Sir G. Why, pr'ythee ? 

Mar. Hark'e, Sir George, let me warn you ; pur- 
fue your old haunt no more ; it may be dangerous. 
[Charles^/i iomm to write* 

Sir G. My old haunt ! What do you mean ? 

Mar, Why, in Ihort, then, fince you will have 
it, Miranda vows, if you dare approach the garden 
gate at eight o'clock, as you us'd, youJbaU meet witb 
m nxjarm recettien. 

Sir G. A warm reception ! 

Mar. Ay^ a 'very warm reception — You fhall be fa- 
luted with a blunderbufs. Sir. Thefe were her very 
words ; nay, (he bid me tell you fo, too. 
, Sir Cj*' Ha ! the garden gate, at eight, as I us'd to 

do! 
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do! Th^rc mufi be meaning In tki^* -; btbere fuck a 
gate, Charles? 

Mar. li there fuch a gate ^Chatir^f 

Ch, Yes, yes Hofieiisiatotke Park; Ifuppofeher 
ladyfhip has made many afcamper thro^ it* 
. Sir G. It inaft be ^ affignatbn, tben. Ha ! my 
heart fprings for joy ; 'tis a profntious omen. My 
dear MarjSot, kt me embrace thee; thou art my 
friend, itiybciter angel— 

Mar. What do you mean, Sir Oeoree ? 

SirG. No matter what I mean. Here, tate a 
biimper to the garikn gaj^ yon dear vorue you* 

Mar, You have rcafon to be tranfportea, Sir George j 
t have fav'd ydur Kfie. 

Sir G. My life ! thou haft fer'd my foul, man. 
Charles, ifthovidofl not pi«d|pt thtt health, may'ft 
thou never tafie the joya of tet^, 

Cb. Whifper, be fuW ytm take caw hoir you dc». 
liver this. \Gives him the ietur.'i Bring mit the anfwer 
toitiyilodgingi* ^ 

H^hijp, i warrant you, Sir. 

Mar: Whither does that letter go ?— Now, dutt not 
I aik, for my hlood'r-fhat Jellow kuonvs moreficreH 
!$hanItlo. (J?;r// Whifp. 

'^C^ N<3rw I'an for you*. 

SirG. To the garden gate, at the hour of eight 
Charles ; along, Huzza f ' 
- Cb, I be^n to coriceivi! yo«» 

Mar. That's more that I do, ^d*^«o the garden 
gate, Huz2a ! [Drinksi.'l But 1 hope you defign to 
keep far though off ©n't, Sir Gewge. 

SirG. Ay, ty, never fear that; fhe (hall fee I 
defptfe hef frowns ; let her ufe the blanderbuis a*^ 
gdnft the next fooi ; &o fim»'t r^ach me ^ch the 
imoak, I warrant her ; ha, ha, ha ^ 

Mar. Ah, Charles, if you could receive a diiap- 
potntment thus en cavalier, ooe Ihouhl halve fome 
cprnfoft in being beat for you« 

Ch^ The fool comprehends nothing* 
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Sir O. Nor would I hare him. Pr ythcc take him 
alone with thee. 

elk Enough. 

Sir G. I kifs both your hands— And now for the 
garden gate. 

It^s beauty gives the aflignation there, 

And love too powerful grows t'admitof fear. [5';ir/>. 

CJh. Come, you (hall go home with me. 

Mar. Shall I! And are <voe friends^ CJ^arles f — lam 
glad of it* 

Ch, Cx>me along. [JS^/V Charles. 

Mar. Egad, Charles' alking me to go home with 
him, gives me a Ihrewd fufpicion therc^ more in the 
garden gate than I comprehend. Faith I'll give him 
the drop, and away to gardy's, and find it out. [ JS^/V. 

The End of the Third Act. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE, the outjide of Sir Jealous Traffick'j houfe^ 
l^zicYi peefing out of the door* 

Enter Whifpcr. 

Whisper. 

HA, Mrs. Patch, this is a lucky minute, to lind 
you fo readily \ my mafter dies with impa- 
lience. 

Patch* My lady imagin'd fo ; and by her orders, 1 
have been fcouting this hour in fearch of you, to in- 
form you that Sir Jealous has invited fome iriends to 
fupper with him to-night, which gives an opportuni- 
ty to your mafler to make ufe of his ladder of ropes. 
E The 
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The clofet window (hall be open, and Ifabinda ready 
to receive hira. Bid him come immediately. 

fflfijp. Excellent ! He*il not difappoint, I warrant 
btm.— But hold, I hare a letter here, which Vm to 
carry an anfwer to. I can't thinV what language the 
dire^on is. 

FmtcL Pho, 'tis no language, but a chara^ier 
which the lovers invented, to avert difcovcrv. — Ha ! 
I hear my old mailer coming down flairs ; it is im- 
p)flible you (hould have an anfwer ; away, and bid 
him come himfelf for that. Begone, we're ruin'd if 
you're feen ; for he has doubled his care, fince the 
tail accident. 

M^hi/p. I go, I go. [Exit. 

Patch. There, go thou into my pocket. \Puts U 
hefide^ andit falls doivnJ] Now, I'll up the back flairs, 
left I meet him. — Well, a dextrous chamber-maid is 
the ladies beft utenfil, I fay. [Exiu 

Enter Sir Jealous, with a letter in his hand. 

Sir y. So, this is feme comfort ; this tells me, that 
Signior Don Diego Bubinetto is fafely arriv'd. He 
(hall marry my daughter the minute he comes —Ha, 
ha ! whars here ? [Takes up the Utter Patch dropp^dJ] 
A letter I 1 don't know what to make of the fuper- 
fcription. Til fee what's within fide;— [i^^jw 2/.]— 
h^iiiph — 'tis Hebrew, I think. What can this mean ! 
—There muft be fome trick in it ; this was certainly 
defign'd for my daughter ; but I don't know that flie 
can (peak any language but her mother tongue. — No 
matter for that ; this may be one of love's hiero- 
glyphicks ; and I fancy I law Patch's tail fwecp by : 
that wench may be a flut ; and, inflead of guarding 
my honour, betray it. I'll find it out, I'm refolv'd— 

* Who's there ? 

Enter Servant* 

* What anfwer did you bring from the gentlenven I 

• fent you to invite: 

* Serv, That they'd all wait on you. Sir, as I told 

• you before ; but 1 fuppofe you wrgot, Sir. 

« Sir 
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* Sir y. Did I fo, Sir? But I. (han't forget to^ 

* break your head, if any of them come, Sir. 

* Serv. Come, Sir ! why,* did not you fend me to 

* deiire their company. Sir ? 

* Sir y. But I fend you now to defire their ab- 

* fence. Say I have fomething extraordinary fallen 

* out, which calls me abroad contrary to expectation, 

* and aik their pardon ; and, d^y^ hear, fend the but- 

* ler to me. 

* Serv. Yes, Sir. \^Exiu 

• Enter Butler, 

* Sir J. If this paper has a meaning. Til find it 

* —Lay the cloth in my daughter's chamber, and 

* bid the cook fend fupper thither prefently. 

* ButL Yes, Sir. — Hey-day ! what's the matter 

* now ? [Exit* 

* Sir y. He wants the eyes of Argus, that has a 

* young, handfome daughter in "this town ; but my 

* comfort is, I (hall not be troubled long with her. 

* He that pretends to rule a girl once in her teens, 
< had better be at fea in a norm, and would be in 

* lefs danger ; 

^ For let him do or counfel all he can, 

* She thinks and dreams of nothing elfe but man.. 

iExit. 
SCENE, Ifabinda'i chamber. 

Ifabinda and Patch. 

If . Pitt you furc nobody faw you fpeak to Whifpcr ? 

Patch. Yes, very furc, Madam; But I heard Sir 
Jealous coming down ftairs, fo dapt his letter into mj 
pocket. [feebfor the Utter ^ 

If. A letter ! Give it me quickly. 

Patch. Blefs me ! what's become on't— I'm fure I 
pyt it — {Searching fiil. 

If Is it poifible thou could'fl be fo carelefs ?— Oh I 
I'm undone for ever, if it be loft. 

Patch, I inuft have dropt it upon the ftairs* But 
E a why 
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why are you fo much alajrmM ? If the worft happens, 
iioDody can read it, Madam, Bor find out whom u 
was defign'd for. 

J/l It it falls into my father's hands, the very fi- 
gure of a letter will produce ill confequences. Run 
jmd look for it upon the ilmrs this moment. 

Pauh. t^^y^ I'm fure it can be no where elfe-r 
[Asjbe is going out of the door^ meets the butler. ^ How 
now, what do you want ? 

ButU My mailer oidered me to lay the cloth here 
for flipper. 

If. Ruind, paft redemption— \^Afi^* 

Patch. You mi^ake, fure. Whatihall wedo? 

J/l 1 thought he eype6ted company to-night— Oh, 
poor Charles ! Oh, unfortunate Ifabinda ! 

But I. i thought fo too, Madam ; but I fuppofe he 
has altered his mind. [Lays the cloth^ and exit. 

If. The letter is the caiife. This heedle^ a^onba^ 
undone me. Fly, and fafien the clofet window, which 
will give Charles notice to retire. Ha ! my ^uher ! 
Oh, coniufion! 

Enur Sir Jealous. 

Sir y. Hold, hold, Patch, whither ate 5?ou go- 
ing? ril have nobody ftir out of the room, till aner 
fupper. 

P^tch, Sir, I was going to reach your eafy chair— 
Oh, wretched accident ! 

Sir J, 1*11 have nobody fdr out of the room. I 
don't want my etfy chair. 

m What wiU be the event of this! [4^. 

Six y. Hark ye, dayghter; do you know this 
iiand? 

If. As I fu<pe6led — Hand, do you call it, Siri 
'tis fome fchool-boy's (crawil. 

Pati:h. Oh, invention! thou di«f];^)Qrrmaicl's befi 
friend, aflW me. 

Sir y. Are you fure you don't underfUmd it ? 

[Patch feels in herbofotn^ awd Jfokes hercMiU 

Jf Do you uuderftand it, Sir I 

Sir r. 1 wifli 1 did, . . 

v. 
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If. Thank Heaven you do not. VAfide.^ Then I 
know no more of it than you do, indeed, Sir.. 

Patch. Oh Lord ! O Lord ! what have you done^ 
Sir ? Why, the paper is mine ; I dropped it out of my 
bofom* [Snatchinr it from him%. ' 

Sir y» Ha ! your's, miftrefs ? / ^ 

* ^ What does (he mean by owniilg it I 
Patch, Yes, Sir, it is. 

. Siry. What is it? Speak. 

Patch* Yes, Sir, it is a charm for the tooth-ach— • 
I have worn it thefe feven years ; 'twas given me by 
an angel, for aught I know, when I was raving^ 
with t^e pain ; for nobody knew from whence he 
came, nor whither* he went. He charg*d me never 
to open it, left fome dire vengeance befal me, and 
Heaven knows what will be the event. Oh ! cruel 
misfortune,- that I fhould drop it, and you ihouki 
open it — If you had not open'd it— • 

* If. Excellent wench I [^JiJe,* 
Sir y. Pox of your charms and whims, for me ; if 

that be all, 'tis well enough ; there, there, burn it, 
and I warrant you, no vengeance will follow. 

Patch. So, all's right again, thus far. \AIUt.. 

If. I would not lofe Patch for the world— I'll take 
courage a little. \^fide^ Is this ufagefor yourdaugh* 
ter, Sir ? Muft my virtue and conduct be fufpe6ted for 
every trifle ? You immure me like Ibme dire offender 
here, and deny me all the recreations which my fex^ 
enjoy ; and the cuftom of the country * and modcfly* 
allow ; yet, not content with that, you make my con- 
JGnement more intolerable, by your miliruils and jea- 
loufies ; wou'd I were dead, fo I were free from this. 

Sir y. To-morraw rids you of this tirefome load 5 
J>on DiegorBabinetto will be here, and then my, care 
ends, and his begins. 

If Is become, then? — Oh, how (hall I avoid ihlsi 
haxed marriage ? \jifdt^ 

Pinter Servants^ imthfupper*. 
Sir J, Come, will you fit dowa^ 

El y. 
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If. I can't cat. Sir. 

Patch, No, I daic fwear he has ^vetx her {wpspm 
enough. I wifh I could ^ into the dofet. {Jtfide^ 
Siry. Welly if you can't eaty then give flaeaCon^ 
•vvhilii I do. 

If, I have fuch a cold, I can fcaroe fpeak. Sir, 
much lefs fi^g. How ihaU 1 prevent Chalies coming 
in ? [Jfide. 

Sir J, I hope you have iJic ufc of yoviX iiogers. 
Madam. Play a tune upon yourfpinoeCy whiUl your 
fvoman fings roe a fong. 

Patch. l*jn as much out of tone as my lady, M he 
knew all. IJfidt. 

If. I (hall make excellent niu£c. [Sits d(mm t^fU^ 

Patch. Really, Sir, I am fo frighted about yon 
opening this charm, that I can't remember one £bDg. 

Sir J. Fi& ! hang your charm ; come, come, fing 
any thing. 

Patch. Yes, Tm likely to fing, truly, fu^^.] 
Humph, humph ; bids me ! 2 cannot raiie my voice, 
jny heart pants fo. 

Sir y. Why, what» does your heart pant fo, that 
you can't play, neither? Pray, what key are you 
in, ha? 

Patch. Ah, would ^he key was tum'd on you^ 
once. [Afidt. 

Sir J, Why don't you fing, I fay ? 

Patch. When Madam has put her fpinnet in tunc, 
Sir ; humph, humph 

if, I cannot play, Sir, whatever ails me. \^Rifijig, 

Sir J. Zounds, fit down, and play me a tune, of 
I'll break the fpinnet about your ears. 

Jf. What will become of me? \Sits do^n^ andpla^s. 

Sir J. Come, imilrefs. . [To Patch. 

Patch. Yes, Sir. \Sing5^ hut I^orr idly out of tune* 

Sir y. Hey, hey ! why, you are a-^topof the houle^ 
and you are down m the cellar. What is the meaning 
of this ? Is it on purpofe to crofs me, ha ? 

Patch. Pray, M^dam, take it a little lower, lean- 
not reach that note — Nor any note, i fear. 
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^ Well, ^n Ob., Patch! we fhall be dif- 

coverM, 

Pafcb, I'fink wmIi ftpprchen?(H>n, Madam— ^umph, 
humph — [Sin^s,] {Charles eftns tbt chfet door^ 

Chon Mufic and fin|;ing ! 

*Tis th<|s the bright celeflial court above. 
Beguiles the hours with muiic and with love. 

Death! her father there! [The ivomenJhriekJ] th^Xil 
muft €y — [Exit ittt& the chfet,'] [Sir Jealous rifes up 
hqftily^ feeing Charles^/^ hack into the chfit* 

Sir y. Hell andlxiries, a man in t^ dofet !-— -• 

PatcL Ah ! a ghoft, a ghoft !— he muft not enter 
the clo(et--^|Ifabkida throws herfe^ dcvon before the 
clofet dopr^ as inrafvooon^ 

Sir J. The devil ! I'll make a ghoft of him, I war- 
rant you. [Strives to get by. 

Patch. Oh, hold, Sir, have a care ; you'll tread 
upon my lady— Who waits there ? Bring fome water» 
Oh ! this comes of your opening the charm, Ob» 
oh, oh, oh ! [IVeeps aloud. 

Sir J, I'll charm you, houfewifc. Here lies the 
charm that conjur'd this fellow in, I'm fure on't* 
Come out, you rafcal, do fo. Zounds ! take her from 
the door, or I'll fpurn her from it, and break your 
»cck dcjwn flairs. 

If He's gone ; I heard him leap down» 

[Jfde to Patch. 

PatcJy. Nay, then, let him enter — * Here, here, 

* Madam, fmell to this ; come, give me your hand ; 

* come nearer to the window ; the air will do you 

* good. 

Sir f . I wou'd fhe were in her grave. Where are 
you, iirrah ? Villain ! robber of my honour ! I'll pull 
you out of your neft. [Goes into the clofet. 

Patch, YpuH be miftaken, old gpntleman j the 
bird is flown. 

If I'm glad I hafve Ycap'd fo welU I was almofli 
4lead in ^amefl, with the fright. 

JU-enter 
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Re-enter Sir Jealous out of the clc/et. 

Sir y. WhocTcr the dog were, he has efcap*J out 
of the window ; for the fafh is up. But tho he is 

Eoutof my reach, you are not. And ftrft, Mrs. 
idar, with your charms for the topth-ach, get out 
of my houfe, go, troop ; yet hold, ftay, 1*11 fee you 
out of my doors myfelf ;^ but Vl\ fecure your charge, 
ere I go. 

I/l What do you mean, Sir ? Was flie not a crea^ 
ture of your own providing ? 

^r y. She was of the deviPs providing, for aught 
I know. 

Patch. What have J done. Sir, to merit your dif- 
pleafure ? 

Sir y. I don*t know which of you have done it ; 
but you (hall both fuffer for it, 'till I can difcover 
whofe ^uilt it is. Go, get in there ; III move you 
from this iide of the k^ufe [Pt(/hes Ifabinda in at the 
door^ and locks it^ puts the key iH his pocket,^ I'll keep 
the key myfelf ; Til try what ghoft will get into that 
room. And now, forfooth, I^l wait on you down 
ilairs. 

Patch, Ah, my poor lady— Down (lairs,. Sir ! But 
I won*t go out, Sir, till I have lock'd up my cloaths. 

Sir J. If thou wert as naked as thou wert born, 
thou fliould'ft not ftay to put on a fmock. Come 
along, I fay. When'^your niiftrefs is marry'd, you 
fliall have your rags, and every thing that beloDgs to 
you, but till then [Exit, pulling her ouU 

Patch. Oh„ barbarous ufage,. for nothing ! 
Re-enter^ at the lower end. 

Sir y. There, go, and come no more within fight 
of my habitation thefe three days, I charge you. 

\Slaps the door after her. 
Patch. Did ever any body fee fuch an old monller ? 

Enter Charles. 

Tatch. Oh ! Mr. Charles, your affairs and mine, 
areinanillpofluce. 
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Cb. I am inur'd to the frowns of fortune ; but what 
has befallen thee ? ^ 

Patch. Sir Jealous, whofe fufpicious nature is al- 
ways on the watch ; nay, even while one eye flceps, 
the other keeps centinel ; upon fight of you, flew in- 
to fuch a violent paifion, that I cou'd £nd no flrata« 
gem to appeafe him ; but, ki fpke of all arguments, 
lock'd his daughter into his awn ftporiment^ aod 
tum'd me out of doors. 

Cb. Ha! Oh, likbinda! 

Patch. And fwears (he (hall fee ndther ftin nor 
moon, till A^ is Don Diego Babiaetto's wife, who 
arrived la^ night, and is expected with impatience. 

Cb, He dies ! Yes, by all the wrongs of love, he 
Ihall! Here will I plant myfelf, and through my 
bfcaft he (hall make lus pafTage, if he eoters. 

Patch. A moft heroic seiblution ! Th«re mieht be 
ways found out more to your advantage. P-cSicy it 
often preferrM to open fopoe. 

Cb. I apprehend you not. 

Patch. What th'mk you of perfonaring this Spaniard, 
impofing upon the father, and marryinjj your miftreft 
by his own conient ? 

Cb. Say'ft thou fo, my angel!, Oh, cou'dthat be 
done, my life to come wou'd be too ihort to recom- 
penfethee: b^ithowcan I do that, when I neither 
know what iliip he came in, nor from what part of 
Spain ; who recommends him, or how attended. 

Patch. I can folve all this. He is from Madrid, 
Jiis father's name Don Pedro QueAo Poittento liUbi* 
netto. Here's a letter of his to Sh: Jeak>tts« which 
iie droptone day. You uadorftand Spa«iiih, and the 
Iwnd may be couitttcrfeitcd. Yon conceive me, Sir ? 

Ch. My better genius ! thou haft rcviv'd my droop- 
ing foul : I'll about it inftantly. Cosoit to my lodg- 
^gs, and We'll concert matteca. \^Esceunt. 
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SCENE, a garden gate^ open^ Scentwell watting 
within* 

Enter Sir George Airy. 

SirG. So, this is the gate, and mo^ invitingly 
open. Jf tlicrc (hould be a blunderbufs here, now, 
what a dreadful ditty would my fall make for fools ; 
and what a jcft for the wits ! How my name would 
be roar'd about the ftreets : Well, I'll venture all. 

Scentw. Hjft, hift ! Sir George Airy— [Enters. 

Sir G. A female voice ! Thus far I'm fare. — Mj 
dear. 

Scent^v. No, I'm not your dear; but V\\ condu^ 
you to her. Give me yeur hand ; you muft go thro^ 
many a dark paflage, and dirty ftep, before you ar- 
rive— 

Sir G. I know I mufty before I arrive at Paradife; 
therefore be quick, my charming guide. 

Scent^v• For aught you know ; come, come, yout 
hand, and away. 

Sir G. Here, here, child ; you can't be half fo 
fwift as my deiires. \^Exeunt* 

SCENE, the bou/e. 

£nter Miranda. 

Mir. Well, let me reafon a little with my mad felf. 
Now, don't I tranfgrefs all i^ules, to venture upon a 
man, without the advice of the grave and wife ? 
But then, a rigid, knavifh guardias, who would have 

marry'd me ^towhom ? even to his naufeous felf, or 

nobody. Sir George is what I have try*d in conver- 
fation, inquired into his chara6ler, and am fatisfied 
in both. Then, his love ! Who would have given a 
hundred pounds only to have feen.a woman he had 
not infinitely lov'd ? So I find my liking him hasfur- 
nifh'd me with arguments enough of his fide ; and 

now, 
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noi^t the only doubt remdns, whether he will come 
or no. 

Enter Scentwell and Sir George. 

Scent, That's refolvM, Madam, for here's the 
knight. [Exit Scentwell. 

Sir G. And do I once more behold that lovely ob- 
ject, whofe idea fills my mind, and forms my pleafing 
dreams 1 

Mir, What! beginning again in heroics! Sir 

George, don't you remember how little fruit your 
laft prodigal oration produced? Not one bare fmgle 
word in anfwer. 

Sir G. Ha I the voice of my incognita!— Why 
did you take ten thoufand ways to captivate a heart 
your eyes alone had vanquifh'd ? 

Mir. ' Pr'ythee,' no more of thefe flights ; * for 

* our time's but (hort, and we muft fall to bufinefs.* 
Do you think we can agree on that fame terrible bug- 
bear, matrimony, without heartily repenting on both 
fides ? 

Sir G. It has been my wilh fince firft my longing; 
eyes beheld you. 

* Mir. And your happy ears drank in the pleafing 
news, I had thirty thoufand pounds. 

* Sir G. Unkind ! Did I not offer you in thofe 

* purchas'd minutes to run the rilk of your fortune, 

* fo you wou'd but fecure that lovely perfon to my 

* arms ? 

* Mir* Well, if you have 'fuch love and tender- 

* nefs, fince our wooing has been fhort, pray referve 

* It for our future days, to let the world fee we are 

* lovers after wedlock ; 'twill be a novelty. 

Sir G. Hade, then, and let us tie the knot, and 
prove the envy'd pa^r , 

Mir* Hold ! not fo faft ! I have provided better 
than to venture on dangerous experiments headlong 
— My guardian, trufling to my diffembled love, has 
given up my fortune to my own difpofal j but with 

this 
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this jm)vifo,- that he to-morrow momiag weds me* 
He 18 now gone to Dolors Commons for a licence* 

Sir G. Ha 1 a Ikcncc ! 

JlfTr. But I have iJanted emil&ries that infallibly 
take him down to Eprom, under a pretence that a bro- 
ther ufurer of his is to make him his executor, the 
thing on earth he covets. 

Sir G, T'u his kijpwn chara^cr. 

iI(//>. Now my inftruments confirm him this man 
IS dying, and he fends me word he goes this minute* 
It muft be to-mon;ow e*er he can be undeceiv*d. That 
tiltne is ours. 

Sir G, Let us improve it, then, and (ettlc on our 
coming years, cndleis, endlefs happinefs. 

Mir. I dare not flir till I hear he's on the road- 
then I, and my writings, the mofl material point, are 
foon remov'd. 

Sir G. I have one favour to afk : if it lies in your 
power, you wouM be a friend to poor Charles ; tho* 
the fon of this tenacious man, he is as free from all 
his vices as nature and a good education can make 
him ; and what now I have vanity enough to hope 
will induce you, he is the man on earth I love. 

Mtr, I never was his enemy, and only put it on as 
It help'd my defigns on his father. If his uncle's 
eftate ought to be in his pofleffion, which I (hrewdly 
fufpe6l, I may do him a fingular piece of fcrvice. 

Sir G. You are all goodnefs. 

Enter Scentwell. 

Scent. Oh, Madam, my mafler and Mr. Marplot 
tire juft coming into the houfe. 

Mir. Undone, undone ! If he finds you here in 
this crilis, all my plots are unravel'd. 

Sir GeiK What fhall I do? Can't I get back into the 
garden ? , . 

Scent. Oh, no! becomes up thofe flairs. 

Mir. Here, here, here ! Can you condefcend to 
ftand behind this chimney -board, Sir George ? 

Sir 
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Sir G. Ally where, any where, dear Madam, with-^^ 
out ceremony. 
Scent. Come, come, Sir ; lie clofe ' 

[ Ti?ey put him hehind the chimn^'laarJm 

Enter Sir Francis and Marplot ; Sir Francis peeling am 
0rangem 

Sir F. I cou'd not go, though 'tis «pon life and 
death, without taking leave of dear chargy. Be- 
fides this fellow buzz'd into my ear8,that thou might'fl 
be fo defperate as to fhoot that wild rake which haunts 
the garden-gate ; and that would bring us into trou- 
ble, dea r 

Mr. So, Marplot brought you back, then^^ 

M.'iX. Yes^ I brought him backm 

Mir.- I'm oblig'd to him for that, I'm fure. 

\Fr<n\3ning at Marplot ajide. 

Mar. By her looks (he's means (lie's not oblig'd to 
me. I have done fome mifchief now ; but what, I 
can't imagine. 

Sir F. well, chargy, I have had three meifengerf 
to come to Epfom to my neighbour Squeezum's, who 
for all his vaft riches, is departing. - \Sigh5. 

Mat. Ay, fee what all you ufurers mufl: come to. 

Sir F. Peace, you young knave ! Some forty years 
fience I may think on*t — Bur, chargy, I'll be with 
thee to-morrow, before thofe pretty eyes are open? ; 
I will, I will, chargy, I'll roufe you, i'faith — Here, 
Mrs. Seen twell, lift up your lady's c^iimney-board, 
that I may throw my peel in, and not litter her 
chamber. 

Mir. Oh, my (lars ! what will become of us now? 

Scent. Oh, pray. Sir give it me ; I love it above 
. all things in nature ; indeed I do. 

SirF. No, no, hu(fy; you have the green -pip al- 
ready, I'll have no apothecary's bills. 

\Qoes i<KK>ards the chimney » 

Mir. Hold, hold, hold, dear guardy, 1 have a, a, 

a, a, a, monkey, Aiit ijp there; and if you open it 

before the ipan Comes that is to tame it, 'tis iio wHd 

F . \^\\ 
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•twill break all my chinr, or get away, and that 

would break my heart ; for I'm tond on*t to diftrac- 

tion, next thee, dear gardy. [/« afiatteting tone. 

Sir F. Well, well, chargy, 1 won't open it ; (he 

(ball have her monkey, poor rogue. Here, throw this 

* peel out of the window. \Ex'tt. Scentwell. 

Mar. A monkey ! Dear Madam let me fee it ; I 

can tame a ^ onkcy as well as the heft of them all. 

Oh ! how I lo^e the lit^e miniatures of man ! 

Mir* Be quiet, mifchief, and fland farther from -the 

chimney— You Ihall not fee my monkey why 

-lure- [Striving <imtb bhn. 

Mar. For Heav'n's fake, dear Madam, let me but 
peep, to fee if it be as pretty as my lady Fiddle Fad- 
die's. Has it got a chain ? 

Mr. Not yet ; but I delign it one fhall laft its 

.4ifetime.^ Nay, you (hall not fee it Look, gardy, 

how he teaRcs ,me ! 

Siri^. [Getting het'LXjeek him and the chimney ] .Sir- 
rah, firrah, let my chargy's monkey alone, or bamboo 
ihall fly about your ears. What ! is there no dealing 
with you ? 

Mar. Pugh, pox of the monkey ! Here% a rout ! 
I wifli he may rival you. 

Enter a Servant* . 
Serv* Sir, they have put two more horfes to the 
coach, as you oncier'd, and 'tis ready at the door. 

Sir F. Well, I am -going to be executor ; better 
for thee, jewel. B'ye chargy, one bufs !— I'm glad 
thou haft got a monkey to divert theea little. * 

Mr. Thank'e, dear guardy Nay, I'll fee you 

to the coach. 

Sir F. That's kind, adod. 

Mir. Come along, impertinence. [Ti Marplot. 
Mir. [Stepping back.'\ Egad, I will fee the mon- 
key now. [Lifts up the Bcard^ and dijbovers Sir 
George.] O Lord, O Lord ! Thieves ! Thieves ! 
Mur&r! 

Sir G. Dam'ye, you unlucky dog ! 'tis L Which 
way fliall I get out ? Shew me inftantly, or I'll cut 
your throat. 

3£r. 
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Mar. Undone, undone ! At that door there. * But 
* hold, hold, break that china, and' — I'll bring you 
off. 
IHc runs off at the corner, and throws down fame china^ 

Re-enter Sir Francis, Miranda, tf^f^ Scentwell. 

Sir F. Mercy on me ! what's the matter ? 

Alir, O you toad ! what have you done ? 

Mar, Na great harm ; 1 beg of you to forgive roe. 
Longing to lee the monkey, I did but jufl raife up 
the board, and it flew over my (houlders, fcraich'd all 
my face, broke yon china, and whiik'doutof che^in* - 
dow. 

Sir F. IVbire, when is U^firrah f 

Mar. 7here, tbert^ Sir Francis, upon your neighhoUr 
Parmazan^s pantiles. 

Sir F. Was ever fuch an unlucky rogue ! Sirrah, 
I forbid you my houfe. . Call the fervants to get the 
monkey again. P^gt t^gtpt^g* I wou'd ftay myfelf 
to look it, but that you know my earneft bunnefs. 

Scent. Oh, my lady will be befl to lure it back : 
all them creatures love my lady extremely. 

Mir. Go, go, dear guardy, I hope I (ball recover 
It. 

Sit F. B*ye, b'yc, dearee. Ah, mifchief ! how 
you look now ! b'ye, b*ye. [Exiu 

Mir. Sccntwell, fee him in the coach, and bring, 
me word. 

Scent. Yes, Madam, [Exit. 

Mir. So, Sir, you have done your friend a iignal 
piece of fcrvice, I fuppofe. 

Mar, Why, look you. Madam, if I have commit- 
ed a fault thank yourfelf ; no man is more ferviceahle 
when I am let into a fecret, and none more unlucky 
at finding it out. Who cou'd divine your meaning ; . 
when youtalk'd of a blunderbufs, who thought of a 
rendezvous ; and when you talk'd of a monkey, who 
the devil dreamt of Sir George ? 

Mir, A fign you converfe but little with our fe3^ 
when you can't reconcile contradiction}* 

F a Eh^ 
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Enter ScfBtwelU 

SciHt. He*8 gone, Madam, as* b& at the coach and 
fix can cany hun 

Enter Sir George* 

Sir G. Then I may appear. 

Mar. Hen^spng^ Ma*am-^D€2i Sir George, make 
my peace ! On my foul, I mver tooky^u for a monkty 
before. 

Sir G. I dare fwear thou didft not. Madam, I beg 
you to forgive him. 

Mir. Well, Sir George, if he can be fecret. 

Mar. Od*8 heart, Madam, Fm as fecrec ai a prieft» 
when I'm trufled. 

SirG. Why 'tis with a pried our bufincA if, at 
prefent. 

Scent. Madan^ here'i Mrs. I&binda'i womaft to 
wait on you. 

Mr. Bring her up. 

JE:«/^r Patch. 

How do ye, Mrs. Patch ? What nc;w8 ftom your 
lady? 

^atch. That's for your^ private car, Madam, Sir 
George, there's a friend of yours has an urgent occa- 
fion ror your affiftance. 

Sir G. His Name ? 

Patch. Charies. 

Mar. Ha! then there's fomcthing afoot that I 
know nothing off. I'll wait on you, Sir George. 

Sir G. A third perfonmay not be proper, perhaps. 
As foon as I have difpatched my own a^irs, I am at 
his fervice ; I'll fend my fervant to tell him I'll wait 
on him in half an hour. 

Mir. How came you employed m this meffage, 
Mrs. Patch ? 

Patch. Want of bufinefs, Madam; I am difcharg'd 
by my mafter, but hope to ferve my lady flill. 

Mifm 
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Mir, How ! difcharg'd ! You muft tell me the 
wbole llory within. 

Pate/?. With all my heart, Madam. 

Man Tell it here^ Mrs. Patch. Pifh ! Pox, I wi(h 
I were fairly out of the houfe. I find marriage is the 
end of this fecret ; and now I am half mad to know 
what Charles want's him for. t-^^^» 

SirC Madam, I'm doubly prefs'd by love and 
friendfhip : this exigence admits of no delay ; (hall 
we make Marplot of the par^y ? 

Mir. If you'll run the haiard, Sir George ; I 
believe he means well. 

Mar. Nay, nay, for my part, I defire to be let into 
nothing; I'll begone, therefore pray don't miftrull 
me. » [Going « 

Sir G. So, now he has a mind to be gone to 
Charles : * But not knowing what aftairs he may have 
* upon his hknds at prefent,*— I'm refolv'd he fhan't 
ilir. No, Mr. Marplot, you muft not leave us, we 
want a third perfon. [Takes hold of him* 

Mar. I never had more mind to be gone in my^ 
life. 

Mir, Come along then ; if we fail in the voyage, 
thank yourfelf for taking this ill-flarr'd gentleman ? 
on board. 

S-r G. That veflel ne'er can unfuocefsful prove, 

Whofe freight is beauty, and whofe pilot's 
love. [^^'^ ^^^ George and Mir, 

Mar. Tyty ti^ tyty it. [Steals off the other way» 

Re-enter Sir George. 

Sir G. Marplot ! Marplot ! 

Mar, [Entering.] Hire ! I tvas comings Sir George^ 
Lord I cant you let one tii up on h garter* [Exeunt* 

End of the Fourth Act, 

F 5 ACT 
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A C T V. 
£Mier Miranda, Patclj, an^ Sccntwell. 

MiRAKDA. 

WELL, Patch, I have done a ftrange bold thing ; 
my fate is determin'd, and expe<fbitien is no 
more. Now to avoid the impertinence and roguery 
of an old man, I have thrown myfclf into the extra- 
vHgance of a young one ; if he ihould defpife, flight, 
or ufe me ill, there's no remedy from a hulband but 
the grave ; and that's a terrible fani^uary to one of 
my age and conditutlon. 

Paic/j, O I fear not. Madam, you'll find your ac- 
count in Sir George Airy ; it is impoflible a man of 
fenfe fliould ufe a. woman ill, endued with beauty, 
wit, and fortune. It mufl be the lady's fault if fhe 
does not wear the unffifbionable name of wife eafy^ 
when nothin^but complaifance and good humour is 
requifite on either fide to make them happy. 

JW/r# I long till I am out of this houfe, left any 
accident fliould bring my guardian back. Scentwsll, 
put my bcft jewels into the little calket, ilip them 
into thy pocket, and let us march off to Sir Jealous^s. 

Seem. It (ball be done, Madam . [£*// Scent. 

Patch, Sir George will be impatient. Madam, ti 
their plot fucceeds, we (hall be well receiv'd ; if not, 
he will be able to prote^ us. Beiides, I long to know . 
how my young lady fares. 

Mir. Fjirewel, old Mammon, and thy detefted walls! 
*Twill be no more, fweet Sir Francis ; I (hall be com- 
pelled to the odious talk of diflembling no longer to 
get my own, and coax him with the wheedling names 
of my precious, my dear, dear gardy, O Heav'ns ! 

Enter 
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Enter Sir Francb hebind. 

Sir F, Ah, my fvveet chargy, don't be frighted ! 
[She /art J.] But thy poor gardy ha$ been abusM, 
cheated, toord, betray'd. But nobody knows by 
whom. 

Mr. Undone, pa ft redemption ! l-4fide. 

Sirf. What ! won't you fpeak to me, chargy ? 

Mr, lamfofurpriz'd with joy to fee you, I know 
not what to fay. 

Sir F, Poor dear girl ! But do ye know that my 
fon, or fome ft.ch rogue, to rob or murder me, or 
both, contrived this journey ? For upon the road I 
met my neighbour Squeezum, well, and coming to 
town. 

Mer, Good lack ! good lack ! what tricks are there 
in this world ! 

Knter Scentwel1» with a diamond necklace in her hand^ > 
not feeing Sir Francis. 

Scent, Madam, be pleasM to tie this necklace on^ 
for I can't g?t into the— [Seeing^ Sir Fran. 

Mir, The wench is a fool, I think! Could you 
not have carried it to be mended, without putting it - 
in the box ? 

Sir F. What's the matter ? ^ 

Mir. Only, dearce, I bid her, I bid her — ^Your iH 
ufage has put every thing out of my head. But 
won't you go, gardy, and find out thefe fellows, and 
have them pum(hed ? and, and 

Sir F. Where (hould I look for thetn, child ? No, 
I'll fit me down contented with my fafety, nor ftir 
eut of my own doors, till I go with thee to a parfon* 

Mir. [Afide,'] If he goes into his clofet, I am 
niin'd. Oh ! blefs me, in this fright, I had forgot 
Mrs. Patch. 

Patcf^. Ay, Madam, and I ftay for jrour fpecdy 
anfwer. 

Mir. [jf/tde.] I muft get him out of the houfe* 
Now affilhnei Fortune* 

Sir 
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Sir TroM* Mrs. Patch ! I profefs I did not fee you z 
How doft thou dp, Mn. Patch ? W^U, don't yoa 
repent leaving my charg\^ 

Patcb^ Yes, every body muft love her—but I come 
now Madam, what did i come for ? My in- 

vention is at the laft ebb. [AJii^e /^ Miranda. 

Sir Frtf«. Nay, never whifper, tell me. 

Mir. She came, dear gardy, to invite me to her 
lady's wedding, and you fliall go with me, gardy ; Vis 
to be done this moment, to a Spanlfh merchant. Old • 
Sir Jealous keeps on his humour ; the iiril minute he 
fees her, ihe next he marries her. 

Sir Ft\ Ha, ha, ha ! I'd go, if 1 thought the fight 
of matrimony wou'd tem|>t chargy to perform hcf 
promife. There was a fmile, there was a conleating 
look with iliole pretty twinklers, worth a million. 
Ods -precious, I am happier than the great Mogul, 
the emperor of China, or all the potentates that are 
not in wars. Speak, confirm it, make me leap out 
of my (kin. 

Miran. \Mien one has refolved, 'tis in vain to fland, 
fhill I, fhajl I ; if ever 1 marry, pofitively this is my , 
wedding day. 

Sir fr. Oh! happy, happy man ^Verily, 

I will beget a fon the firil night ihall difinherit that 
dog, Charles. I have eftate enough to purchafe a 
barony, and be the immortalizing the whole family 
of the Gripes. 

Mir, Come then, gardy, give me thy hand, let's 
to this houfe of Hymen. 

My choice is fix'd, let good or ill betide. 
Slrfr. The joyful bridegroom I, 

Mr, And I the happy bride. [t^xeunu 

Enter Sir Jealous, meeting a Servant. 

Serv, Sir, here*8 a couple of gentlemen enquire 
for you : one of them calls himlclf Signior Diego 
Babiiietto. 

Sir J. Ha ! Signior Babinetto ! Admit *em in- 

ftantly Joyful minute; I'll have my daughter 

Diany'd to-night. ^ 

Enter 



Digitized 



tey Google 



THEBUSYBODY. 69 

EHter Charles in a Spanifh Hahit^ tvith Sir Georgt 
drejjed like a Merchant • 

Sir J. Senhor, befo las manos yueftra merccd es 
muy bien vcnido en efta tierfa. 

Ch. Senhor, foy muy humilde, y . muy obligado 
cryado de vuellra merced : mi padre embia a vueftra 
merced, los mas profondos de fus refpetos ; y a cx)m- 
miffionado efte mercadel ingles, de concluyr un ne- 
gocio, que me haze el mas dichofs hombre del mundo, 
haziendo me fu ycrno. 

Sir J. 1 am glad on*t, for I find I have loft much 
of my Spanifti. Sir, I am your moft humble fer- 
vant* Signior Don Diego Babinetto has informed me 
that you are commiffioncd by Signior Don Pedro, &c* 
his worthy father- 
Sir G«^. To fee an affiiir of marriage confummated* 
between a daughter of yours and Signior DiegaBabi« 
netto his fon here. True, Sir, fuch a truft is reposM 
in me, as that letter will Inform you. I hope twill 
pafs upon him. \^Afide^ [Gives him a letter^ 

Siry. Ay, ^tis his hand. [Seems to read» 

Sir Geo. Good, you have counterfeited to a nicety^ 
Charles. [4*^^*? ^^ Charles • 

Cha* If the whole plot fucceeds as well^ I'm happy. 

Sir y. Sir, I find by this, that you are a man of 
honour and probity ; I think. Sir, he calls you Mean- 
well. • 

Sir Geo. Meanwell is my name, Sir, 

Sir 7. A very good name, and very fignificant. 

Ch. Yes, faith, if he knew all. [A/ide. 

Sir J. For to mean well is to be honeft, and to be 
honeft IS the virtue of a friend, and a friend is the 
delight and fupport of human fociety. 

Sir Geo. You (hall find that I'll difcharge the part 
of a friend in what I have undertaken. Sir Jealous. 

Char, But little does he think to whom. [Afide. 

Sir Geo. Therefore, Sir, I muft intreat the pre- 

feiice of your fair daughter, and the affiftance of your 

chaplain ; for Signior Don Pedro ftridly enjoiaed me 

to fee the marriage rites performed as foon as we*. 

. ihould 
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(hould arriTCy to aToid the accidental overtures of 
Venus. 

Sir y. Overtures of Venus ! 

Sir Gto. Ay^ Sir ; that is, thofe little hawking fe- 
males that traverfe the park and the play-houfe, tO; 
put off their damag'd ware They fallen upon fo- 
reigners like leeches, and watch their arrival as care- 
fully as the Kentifh men do a Ihipwreck. I warrant 
you they have heard of him already. 

Sir y. Nay, I know this town fwarms with them. 

Sir Geff, Ay, and then you know the Spaniards are 
naturally amorous, but very conftant ; the firfl face 
fixes *em ; and it may be very dangerous to let him 
ramble e'er he is tied. 

CJba. WeU hmted. 

Sir ^. Pat to my purpofe — ^Well, Sir, there is but 
one thing more, and they (hall be married infbntly. 

Cba. Fray heaven that one thmg more don't fpoil 
all. l4/^f^ 

Sky. Don Pedro writ me word, in his laft but 
one, that he defigncd the fum of ^vc thoufand crowns 
by way of jcnnture for my daughter; and that it 
(hould be paid into my hand upon the day of mar- 
riage— -^ 

C/ja. Oh ! the devil. [Jjtde. 

Sir y. In order to lodge it in fome of our funds, 
in cafe (he (hould become a widow, and return for 
England- 
Sir Geo. Pox on*t, this is an unlucky turn. What 
(haHIfay? {A/uie^ 

Sir J, And he does not mention one word of it in 
this letter. 

Cia. I don't know how he (hould. [Jfide. 

Sit Geo. Humph! True, Sir jealous, he told me 
fuch a thing, but, but, but, but — he, he, he, he 
—he did not imagine that you would infift upon the 
very day ; for, for, for, for money, you know, is 
dangerous returning by fea, an, an, an, an ■ 

uja. Zounds, fay we have brought it in commodi- 
ties. . [Afide to Sir Gtorgt. 

Sir 
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•Sir Geo. And fo, Sir, he has fcnt rt in jncrchan- 
dize, tobacco, fugars, fpices, lemons, and fo forth, 
^which fhall be tum'd into money with all expedition : 
in the mean time, Sir, if you pleafe to aceepi of my 
ix>nd for performance—— 

Sir J. It is enough. Sir ; I am fo pleasM with the 
countenance of Signior Diego, and the harmony of 
your name, Aat I'll take your word, and will Jetch 
my daughter this moment. Within there ! [Enter 
Servant.] defire Mr. Tackum, my neighbour's chap- 
Jain, to walk hither. 

Serv. Yes, Sir. [EA-it. 

JSir y. Gentlemen, I'll return in an inftant. lEjfit. 

Cha. Wond'rous well, let me embrace thee. 

.'Sir Geo. Egad, that five thoufand crowns had. like 
to have ruined the plot. 

-Cha. But that's over! And if Fortune throws no 
»«iore rubs in our way 

\&xGeo. Thou'lt cany the pr3ze—-But hift, here 
he comes. 

Enter Sir JcslIous J dragging in Ifabinda. 

Sir y. Come along, you ibubborn baggage you, 
.comealon^. 

Ifah. Oh, hear me. Sir ! hear me ^ut (peak one 
Jivord ; 
-Do not deflroy my e verlafting peace : 
,My foul abhors this Spaniard you have chofe, 
* Nor can I wed him without being curft.' 
Siry. How's that! 
^^« >Let this pdllure move your tender nature. 

[Kneels* 
For ever will I hang upon thefe knees. 
Nor loofe my hands till you cut off my hold, 
If you refufe to hear me, Sir. 

Lha. Oh ! that I cou'ddifcover myfelf to her I 

Sir Geo. Have a care what you do. You had better 
truft to bis obftinacy. [ Afide. 

Sir 
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' Sir% Didjrouererfeefiicliapenrerreflut? OS^l 
by ; Mr. Meanwdl, pray help me a little. 

Sir Gtc. Rifcy Madam, and do not difoblige your 
fatl^r, who has provided a hufband worthy of you, 
one that will lore you equal with his foul, and one 
that you will love» when once you know him. 
^ Oh! never, never. 
Could I fufpe6t that falfhood in my heart, 
I would this moment tear it from my breaft. 
And ftreight prefent him with the treacherous part. . 

* C/ja. Oh ! my charming faithful dear. l^4fi^* 
Sir 7. Falihood ! Why, who the devil are you in 

love with ? Don't provoke me, for by St. lago 1 (hall 
beat you, houfewife. 

C/ja. Heaven forbid ! for I fhall infallibly difcover 
royfelf if he (hould. 

Sir Geo. Have patience, Madam ! and look at him : 
Why will ye prepoffefs yourfelf againil a man that is 
mailer of all the charms you would deiire in a huf- 
band ? 

Sir y. Ay, look at him, Ifabinda. Senhor pafe 
vind adelante. 

* Cha* My heart bleeds to fee her grieve, whom 

* I imagined would with joy receive me. Senhora 

• oMigue me vucftra nierccd de fa mano.* 

Sir y. [Fullifig up her bead*'] Hold up your head, 
hold up your head, huffy, and look at him. Is there 
a preparer, handfomer, better (hapcd fellow in Eng- 
land, ye jade you ? Ha ! fee, fee the obftinate bag- 
gage (huts her eyes ; by St. lago, I have a good mind 
to beat 'em out. . [Ppfiesber lUwn. 

If. Do, then,- Sir, kill me, kill me inftantly. 
*Tis much the kinder adtion of the two ; 
For 'twill be worfe than death to wed him. 

Sir Geo. Sir Jealous, you are too paffionate. Give 
me leave, Til try, by gentle words, to work her to 
• your purpofe. 

Sir y. I pray do, Mr. Meanwell, I pray do ; 

. (he'^ll.break my heart. [Weefis.'] There is in that, jewels 

' of the value of three thoufand pounds, which were 

2 her 
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Iter mother^s, and a paper wherein I have fettled one 
half of my eflate upon her now, and the whole 
when I die; but provided flie marries this gentle- 
man ; lelfe by Su lago, I'll turn her out of doors to 
beg or ftarve. Tell her this, Mr. Meanwell, pray 
do. ' ^ ^ . [IValh^, 

Sir G^<7,*Ha! this is beyond expeAation— Truft 
to me, Sir, I'll lay the dangerous confequence of dif* 
obeying you at this jundurc before her, I warrant 
you. 

* Cha, A fudden joy runs through my heart like a 

* propitious omen. [AJide* 
Sir Geo. Come, Madam, do not blindly call your 

life away, jull in the moment you would wilh to fave it* 

If, Pray, ceafe your trouble, Sir ; I have no wifh 
but fudden death to free me from this hated Spaniard* 
If you are his friend, inform him what I fay ; my 
heart is given to another youth, whom I love with 
the fame flrength of paifion tliat I hate this Diego ; 
with whom if 1 am forced to wed, my own hand Sail 
cut the gordian knot. 

Sir Geo. Suppofe this Spaniard, which you drive 
to fhun, (hould be the veiy man to whom you'd fly ? 

If. Ha! 

Sir G£o. Would you not blame your ra(h refolvc^ 
and curfe your eyes that would not look on Charles ? 

If. On Charles'! * Oh, you have infpired new 

♦ life, and colle6ted every wandering fenfe.' Where 
is he? Oh ! let me fly into his arms. [Rifis. 

Sir Geo. Hold; hold, hold. 'Sdeath, Madam, 
you^l ruin all ! Your father believes him to be Signior 
Babinetto. Compofe yourfelf a little, pray Madam. 

[He runs to Sir Jealous. 
Cha. Her eyes declare Ihe knows me. [Afide. 

Sir Geo. She begins to hear reafon. Sir ; the fear 
jof being turned out of doors has done it. 

\Runs hack to Ifabinda* 

If. 'Tis he ! Oh, my ravifh'd foul ! 

Sir Geo. Take heed, Madam, you don't betray 

yourfelf. Seem with rdudtance to confent, or you 

G are 
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are undone ; [Runs t9 Sir Jealouft.] fjpeak gently td 
licr. Sir ; Tm fure (he'll yield ; I fee it in her face. 

Sir J, Well, Ifabinda, can you refufe to bkCs a 
father, whofe only care is to make you happy^ as 
Mr. Meanwell has informed you ? Come, wipe thy , 
eyes ; nay, prV thee do, or thou wilt break thy fa- 
therms heart. See, thou bring'il the tears in mine, 
to think of thy unduti^l carriage to me. [Weeps^ 

If. Oh, do not weep, Sir ! Your tears are like a 
poignard to my fouU Do with me what you pleaCe, i 
am all obedience* 

Sir y. Ha ! then thoa art my child again* 

Sir Geo, 'Tisdone, and now, friend, the day's thy 
4D«'n. 

Cba. Thebappieft of my life, if nothing intervene. 

Sir y. And wilt thou love him ? 

If. I will endeavour it. Sir. 

Enter Sernfant. 

Scr*v, Sir, here is Mr. Tacloim* 
Sir J, Shew him into the parlour.— Senhor tome 
wind fueipora ; cette momento les junta les manos. 

[Gives her to Charles, 
Cha. * Oh tranfport! — Senhoi;, yo la recibocomo. 
ie dcve un teforo tan grande. * Oh ! my joy, ray 
• life, my foul.' [Embrace. 

* If My faithful everlafting comfort.' 

Sir J. Now, Mr. Meanwell, let's to the parfon. 
Who, by his art, will join this pair for life, 
Make me the happicft father, her the happieft wife. 

[Blxeunt. 

SCENE changes to the Street lefore Sir Jealous*/ Boor. 

Enter Marplot, fohs. 

Mar. I have hunted all over the town for Charles^ 
but can't find him ; and by Whifper's fcouting at the 
end of the flrcct, I fufped he muft be in the houfe 
again. 1 am informed, too, that he has borrwved a 
Spanifh habit out of the play -houfe: what can h 



mean? 
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Enter a Servant of Sir Jealou8*j to bim out efthe Hotife. 

Hark*e, Sir, do you belong to this houfe ? 

Serv^ Yes, Sir. 

Mar. Is n*t your name^ Richard? 

Serv. No^ Sir^ Thomas, 

Mar. Ob^ qy^ Thomas — Well^ tbomaSy there^s a 
Jbitting for you . 
. Serr. Tbanhyou^ Sir, 

Mar. Pray, Thomas, can you tell if there be a 
gentleman in it, in a Spanifli habit ? 

Sa'v, There's a Spanifh gentleman within, that is 
juft a going to marry my young lady. Sir. 

Mar, Are you fure he is a Spanifh gentleman ? 

Serv, Vm fure he fpeaks no EDglifh, that I hear of, 

Mxr, Then that can't be him I want ; for 'tis an 
Englifli gentleman that I enquire after ; he may be; 
drefled like a Spaniard, for ought I know. 

Semi, Ha ! Who Knows but this may be an impof^ 
tor ? Vl\ inform my mailer ; for if he fhould'be im- 
posed upon^ he*U beat us itW rox^xid. [Jfide.] Frsy,, 
come in, Sir, and fee if this be the perfon you en- 
quire for. 

Mar. Jy, rilfoUov^yyou^No<wfor it, [Exeunt* 

SCENE changes to *the Injide of the Houfe, 

Enter Marplot and Seri^ant, 

Scrr. Sir, pleafe tofiay bere^ Vllfend v^ mafter Ar 
you, ^ [Exit. 

Afirr. So, this was a good comrivanee. If this b^ 
Chai4t», now he will wonder how I found him oirt. 

Enter Sert^ant and Sir Jealous. 

Siry, What is your cam^ft b^finefs, 1>lockhead, 
that you muft fpeak with me before the ceremony's 
ptft? Ha! who\thi8? 

&rv. Why - thi« geatlemanr Sir, wimt$ anpthcr 
gf ntleraan io a Sp9ii\m) b^it, hefgys. 

G 4 Sir 
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Siry. laaSpMAUbk! Tb fome friend of Si g- 
slor DcfK Die^\ I wafrant. &r, y^mr fervant. 

S;^. I tuppofe yoa vould fpeak with SignicMr 

B*binetro* 

Sir Jif. I ux, I fcppolejtm would fpeak with Sig- 
filcr Blri aettix . 

Mtr^ Her day ! what the deril does he fay now ? 
*-c>ir« I ii^'^c ufidcrfbuid yon. 

Slrfl I>»^ joa ux:deHUnd Spaniih, Sir? 

Juar^ Xo« K indeed^ Sir. 

5cr f^ I thought ycu had know Signior Bahinetto; 

J'Lir^ Noc If upon my word^ Sir. 

Sir 5- What then* T©u*d fpeak with hisfiiend, the 
Esf iiih nKrchaaty Mr. Mean well ? 

SLt. Nekher^ Sir, not I ; / J§m*t mtsm amyfucb 

Sir % Why, who are yoa then^ Sir ? And what 
4> ycu u-^nt > [/» an angry tcm^ 

JU^. Nay, nothingat all, not I, Sir. Pox on him ! 
I whb I were ont, he begins to exalt his voice ; I {hall 
he beaten agiun. 

Sfr y. NothiB^ at an. Sir! Why, then, what 
bu^.iKl< iiave ^ou m my hoofe ? lu I 

Stm^ Ycu (aid you wanted a gentleman in a Spanifh 
habit. 

J£ir. Why, ay, bat his name is ndther Babinetto 
»QrMe:mweU. 

Sir J. What b his name, then, firrah ? ha ! Now 
I kwl^at Toii again, I beBere you are the rogoe that 
thr cat enea me widihalt a doaten myrmidon a 

Mar. 3£r, Sir I I tuver frnwymrfact in aUmy life 

Sir J. Speak, Sir, who is it you look fin:? <Mr, 
or 

^lar. A terrible old dog ! Why, Sir, only 

an honeft young fellow of my acquaintance — I 

thought that here mi^t be a ball, and that he might 

luiTe been here in mafqucrade. Tis Charles, Sir 

* Fraftds 
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Francis Gripe's fon, becaufc I know he us'd to come 
hither fometimcs. 

Sir J, Did he fo ? — Not that I know of, I'm Aire. 
Pray heaven that this be Don Diego^— If I (hould 
be trick'd now-^ — —Ha ! my heart mifgives me pla* 

tuily-^Within there! flop the marriage ■ ■ Run» 
rrah, call all my fervants i 1^1 be fatisfied that thia 
k Signior Pedro*s fon, e*cr he has my daughter, 
Mar^ _Ha ! Sir George ! What have I done now ^ 

lS,nttr Sir George with a dro'wnf'voord^ helHXien the 
fcatef. 

Sir G/^. Ha! Marplot here — Oh, the unlucky 

dog What's the matter, Sir Jealous ? 

Sir y. Nay, I don't know the matter, Mr.Meao^ 
well. 

Mar* Upon my foul, Sir George 

{Going uf to Sir George- 
Sir y. Nay, then, I'm betrayM, ruin'd, undone- 
Thieves, traitors, rogues ! \Pfers to go in,\ Stop the 
marriage, I fay- 
Sir Geo, I fay, go on, Mr. Tackum. "Nay, na. 

entering here \ I guard this palTage,^ old gentler- 
man : the aft and deed were both your own^ and III 
fee 'em lign'd, or die for't. 

Enter Servants 

Sir 7- A pox on the aft and deed !— Fall on^ knock 
him down. 

Sir Geo. Ay, come 00, fcoundrels : I'll prick youir 
jcakets for you.. 

Siry. Zounds, lirrah, FU be reveng'd on you^ 

[Beats Marplot* 

Sir Geo^ Ay, there your vengeance is due. Ha, ha !: 

Mar^ Why, what do you beat me for? I han't 
marry 'd yoOr daughter. 

Sir J. RafcalsT why don't you knock him down ? 

Serv. We are afraid of his fword, Sir ; if you'll 

take that from him> we'll knock him down prefently. 

G J , Enm 
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Enter Charles an J ItibindsL, * 
Sir y. Seize her, then, 

C6a, Rafcals, retire ! flie's my wife ; touch her if 
you dare j 1*11 raakc dog's meat of you. 

Mar. 4yj -^'^^ make dcg^s mcai of you ^ rafcaL 
Sir 7. Ah ! downright Englifh— Oh, oh, oh, oh ! 

Enter Sir Francis Gripe, Miranda, Patch, Scentwell, 
and Whifper. 

Sir Fran. Into the houfe of joy we enter without 
knocking.— Ha ! I think *tis the houfe of forrow, 
Sir Jealous. 

Sir y. Oh, Sir Francis, are you come? What, 
was this your contrivance, to abufe, trick, andchoufe 
me out ot my child ? 

Sir Fran. My contrivance ! What do you mean ? 

Sir y. No, you don't know your fon there in a 
Spanldi habit ! 

SirFr^w How! my fon in a Spanifh habit. Sirrah, 
you'll come to be hang'd. Get out of fight, ye dog ! 
get out of my fi^ht. 

Sir y. Get out of your fight. Sir ! Get out with 
your bags. Let's fee what you'll give him now to main- 
tain my daughtet on. 

Sir Fran, Give him ! he (hall never be the better for 
a penny of mine — and you might have look'd after 
your daughter better. Sir Jealous. Trick'd, quotha: 
£gad, 1 think you defign'd to trick me : but look ye, 
gentlemen, I believe I ihall trick you both. This 
lady is my wife, do you fee ? AnS my eflate fhall 
defcend only to the heirs of her body. 

Sir Geo. Lawfully begotten by me— I ihall be ex- 
tremely obliged to you. Sir Francis. 
. Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! poor Sir George ? You 
fee your projed was of no ufe. Does not your hun- 
dred pound Ihck in your ftomach ? Ha, ha, ha ! ' 

' Sir Geo. No, faith. Sir Francis, this lady has given 
me a cordial for that, [Takes ber hy the band. • 

.4 ^ Sir 
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Sir Fran* Hold, Sir, you have nothing to (ay to 
this lady. 

Sir 0\ Nor you nothing to do with my wife. Sir. 

^ixlran. Wife, Sir! 

Mir, Ay, really, guardian, 'tis even fo. I hope 
you'll forgive my firft offence. 

^iv Fran. What, have you chous'd me out of my 
confent, and your writmgs, then, miflrefs, ha? 

ikCr. Out of nothing but my own, guardian. 

Sir J. Ha, ha, ha ! 'tis fome comfort, at leaft, to 
fee you are over-reach'd as well as myfelf. Will you 
fettle your eftate upon your fon, now ? 

Sir F. He (hall ftarve firft. 

Mir* That I have taken care to prevent. There, 
Sir, are the writings of your uncle's ^tc, which 
have been your due thefe three years. 

[Gimes QlrnioA papers*. 

Ch. I (hall lludy to defcrve this favour. 

Mar. Nowy how the devil cauldjbe gel thofe 'writings^ 
and I know nothing of it. 

Sir Fran, What, have you robb'd me too, miftrefs ! 
Egad I'll make you reuore 'em p HuiTy, I 

will fo. 

Sir J, Take care I don't make you pay the arrears. 
Sir. Tis well it's no worfe, lince 'tis no better. 
Come, young man, feeing thou hail outwitted me, 
take her, and'blefs you both. 

Ch, I hope, Sir, you'll beftow yourbleffing too; 
Vi8ania(k. {Kneels., 

Mar. Do^ gor^% do. 

Sir Fr. Confound you all ! \Exit. 

Mar, Mercy upon us, how he looks 1 

Sir G. Ha, ha, ha ! ne'er mind his curfes, Charles ; 
thou'lt thrive not one jot the worfe for 'em. Since . 
this gentleman is reconcil'd, we are all made happy. 

bir J, I always lov'd precaution, and took care to 
avoid dangers. But when a thing was pafl, I ever 
had philolophy to be eafy. 

Ch, Which is the true fign of a great foul. I lov'd 

your 
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your daughter, and (he me, and you ihall have no 
reafon to repent her choice. 

If. You will not blame me, Sir, for loving n^ 
own country heft. 

Mar. So, here's every body happy, I find, but poor 
pilgarlick. I wonder what fatisfaSion I fiiall have, for 
being cuflTd, kicked, and beaten in your fervice. 

Sir y. I have been a little too familiar with you,, 
as things are fallen out ; but fince there's no help 
for'r, you mull forjgivc me. 

Mar. Egad I think fo— but provided that you be 
not fo familiar for the future. 

Sir G. Thou haft been an unlucky roguc» 

Marm But very honcft. 

Clu That I'll vouch for ; and ftccly forgive thee.. 

Sir G. And 111 do you one piece of fervice more, 
IWarplot. I'll take care that Sir Francis make you 
mailer of your cllate. 

Mar* That will make me as happy as any of you. 

Fatcbm Your humble fervant begs leave to remind 
you, Madam. 

If. Sir, I hope you*ll give me leave to take Patch 
into favour again. 

Sir J. Nay, let your hufband look to that ; I have 
done with my care. 

Ch. Her own liberty fhall always oblige me. 

* Here's nobody but honeft Whifper, and Mrs. Scent* 

* well to be provided for, now. It fhall' be left ta 

* their choice, to marry, or keep their fervices. 

* Wlyifp. Nay, then, I'll flick to my mailer. 

* Scentvj. Coxcomb ! and I prefer my lady before 

* a footman. 

* Sir J, Mark, I hear the mufic ; the fidlers fmell 

* a wedding. What fay you, young fellows, will 

* you have a dance ? 

* Sir G. With all my heart ; call 'em in.. 

* A D A N C E. 

Sir 7; 
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Sir J. Now, let us in and refcefh ourfelvcs with a 
chearful glafs, in which we'll bury all animofities^ 
And, 



fey my example let all parents move, 

And never ilrive to crols their children's love 

But fiill fubmit that care to Providence above. 



Eko of the FifTK Act. 
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EPILOGUE. 

JN mt you fei one Bujj Bodf men ; 

Th(fyou mey bann enottgb of one before m 
With epilogues, the Buff Bodyrs vjoy, 
We fltive to help^ hutfamitimes mar a flay m 
At tbli atadftJpMSj baJf condtnt^ d ere uydy 
Some^ in three daysy b^e been turned of^ and ^d* 
Imfpite of parties, their attempts are vaiu^ 
For^ Ukefalfe prophets ^ they ne*er rife again : 
"Too iate^ when cajt^ jour favour one hefeecbes, 
And tfilogues prove execution fpeecbes* 
Tet fwre IJfy no Bujy Bodies here^ 
And one may pafs^ fince they do ev^ry luhere^ 
Sour critic ksy ttme^ and breathy and cenfures*wqfie^ 
And haulk your pleafures to refine your tafie : 
One bufy Don^ ill-tinfd high tenets preaches i 
Another y yearly y Jhenus himfelf inffeeches: 
Some fntv*ling cit would bafue a peace for fpitiy 
To flarve thofe njuarriors who fo bravely fight ; 
StiU of a foe upon his knees afraid^ 
WhoJ€V3tlt'han^dtroopt nvant money hearty and bread; 
Old beaux J nvbo none^ not e^en them/eheSf canfleafe. 
Are huJyfiilU for nothing — hut to teaze : 
The youngs fo hujy to engage a heart, 
The mif chief done, are bujfy mq/ftopart : 
Ungrateful nvretches I nvbojlfll crofs onis wll^ 
When th^ more kindfy might be bujyflill : 
One to a hufband^ who ne'er dreamt of horns. 
Shews how dearfpoufe, npith friend, bis brows adorns •• 
Th* officious tell-tale fool (htjhould repent it) 
Tarts three kind fouls, that Wd at peace contented : 
Some nvith law quirks fet houfes hy the ears ; 
Withphyfic, one, what be would heal, impairs ; 
Like that dark mofd-upfry, that neighboring curfe^ 
Who, to remove lovers pains, befiovs a vjorfe* 
Since, then, this meddlings tribe infefi the age ; 
Bear one a-while exposed upon the fiage ; 
Let none but Bufy Bodies vent their fpite^ 
And, with good-humour^ pleafure crown the night , 
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